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Wreck Me Again 

Brit Easley

Trigger Warning ❗

⚠️ TRIGGER WARNING ⚠️

This book is NOT a pretty little love story. It’s messy. It’s toxic. It’s raw. It's anything but safe.

❗EXPLICIT 18+! (No exceptions!)

Ash and Sloane will wreck you, then heal you, just to wreck you all over again.

Inside you’ll find:

🔥 Obsessive, love-you-then-hate-you relationships

🔥 Emotional manipulation & heartbreak that hurts

🔥 Cheating / infidelity

🔥 Alcohol & slight drug use

🔥 Profanity & very explicit sexual content

🔥 Violence, fights, and self-destructive choices

🔥 Mental health struggles, breakdowns, & intrusive thoughts

🔥Toxic back and forth star-crossed lovers vibes

🔥F/F Sexual Content

🔥Slow Burn

⚠️ Proceed with Caution❗

Ready to spiral? Buckle up, baby — you’re in for one hell of a ride! 💋
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Don't Say You Weren't Warned❗
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Don’t say I didn’t warn you...

...Now turn the damn page.

And prepare to be wrecked. 😉

––––––––
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—Brit 💋
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Chapter 1
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It wasn’t supposed to be this way.

I wasn’t supposed to fall in love with him—the one man who should’ve been untouchable. Off-limits. Forbidden.

Hell, that only made me want him more.

There was only one thing my twin brother ever asked of me after our parents died: Don’t get wrapped up in him.

But here I am. Broken as fuck. Drenched in memories I can’t erase because I refused to listen—to reason, to Colt, to my literal other half.

Colt has been saving me from myself for as long as I can remember. From fights. From grief. From the wreckage I can’t stop hurling myself into. From my Borderline Personality Disorder and the bullshit that comes with it. He’s the only one who’s ever managed to pull me back, from anything—except from this. Except from him.

I never expected Colt to give his blessing. Or rather his okay. Because he damn sure didn't approve. He hated what we did to each other. But eventually, he didn't stop us anymore.

And with nothing to stop us... you’d think we’d have had our happy ending, right?

Wrong. So fucking wrong.

Ash Cameron Walker.

Just saying his name makes my blood boil and my chest ache. Fire and bourbon wrapped in barbed wire and chaos. Every damn thing I shouldn’t want. And yet... I do.

He was no good for me. Wild. Destructive. Taking bad boy to a whole other level. And with him, my own recklessness knew no limits. I gave no fucks. Terrifying, really—the things I wouldn’t do for him. Let’s just say...that didn't leave much.

But dammit, the shit he made me feel... Things I didn’t want to feel. Things I couldn’t even begin to explain. Alive. Wild. Free. And in the middle of all that ruin, I felt unbreakable, too.

We weren’t just fire and gasoline—we were an explosion on repeat, burning faster every time, leaving nothing behind but smoke. Every kiss was a battle. Every fight was foreplay. Every touch carried both devotion and damnation. A twisted game neither of us knew how to quit playing.

We loved like addicts; like every second without the other was withdrawal. But the high never lasted. Sooner or later, we’d crash, and when we did, it was brutal. Words became weapons. Touch became scars. And every time we swore it was the last... we’d crawl right back, begging for another hit.

I wrecked him, and he tore me apart. I’d push, he’d pull, and somewhere in the middle, we left pieces of ourselves scattered across years of chaos. Our love wasn’t soft—it was jagged. Brutal. A slow-motion collision that left me dizzy and bleeding, begging for the next strike.

We didn’t just destroy each other—we carved each other open and called it love—or something like it. And maybe that’s what made it so addictive. Because nothing ever burned brighter than us, even when it left nothing but ash behind.

We should’ve walked away the first time. Or the second. Or the hundredth. But no matter how far I ran, he found me. Or I found him. We always ended up right back at each other, trapped in a never ending loop of deja vù we couldn't break.

The wreckage wasn’t rules. It wasn’t warnings. It wasn’t the world.

It was us. Always us. Our reckless, stupid, burning desire to tear each other apart while pretending we could survive the blaze.

He’s the ghost that lingers in every dark corner of my mind. That cocky grin. Those storm-grey eyes. The way he looked at me like I was all he’d ever need. And when I said there wasn’t much I wouldn’t do for him—I meant even if it destroyed me in the process.

He is my own personal torment. My own personal hell.

I feel him in every pulse of my veins. Hear him in the silence. See him in the shadows. He creeps in when I least expect it. Always there. Haunting me. Still.

He consumes me. Every thought. Every breath. Even in sleep, he’s there—parading through my dreams like he owns me. Because he fucking does.

Being with him was dangerous. It was my undoing. It was my weakness. And in the end, it might very well be the death of me.

Because nothing hurt like Ash did. He could rip your heart out and make you thank him for it. Then leave you begging for more. Who the hell does that?

Yup. You guessed it. Us.

Some things you can’t outrun, no matter how badly you want to forget. Some things claw at you from the inside, silent and relentless, tearing you to shreds. And some things? Some things never change.

And honestly? The only logical outcome to being with Ash Walker was my whole damn world up in flames.

I know this. But I’d still do it all over again.

Why? Because he lit something wild in me that made me feel invincible. Like I could conquer anything.

Anything... except him.

Every thought of him is a spark in my chest. Every memory is a wildfire I can’t extinguish. He broke me, rebuilt me, then shattered me again—and somewhere in that chaos, somewhere in that ruin, I learned something terrifying: I would chase that motherfucker to the ends of forever.

I would let him destroy me. I would let him consume me. I would let him own me completely, even if it meant standing in the ashes of everything I once was. I’d let him make a mess out of everything I thought I had built.

Being with him... it was everything. Everything I didn’t want—shouldn't want. Everything I couldn’t resist. And somehow, the one thing I could never walk away from. He's the pull I'd never fight no matter how hard I tried.

Loving him meant knowing there is no happy ending for us in any sense of the way and still putting myself through the torment anyway. Why? Simple. Because I didn't know how to quit him.

Loving him wasn’t just a choice. It was survival. It was surrender. It was everything I’d ever wanted and feared at the same time.

And the cruelest part? He wasn’t just a part of my past—he was my present, and my future as well.

Because now... in just a few days, I’d be standing in my brother's house, my chest tightening with every breath, knowing he’d be just a few feet away. The same man who’d wrecked me once—or a hundred times over. The same man who’d never stopped haunting me.

I told myself I could survive it. I told myself it was just a wedding. But deep down, I knew the truth: nothing would survive me seeing him again.

Because Ash Walker didn’t just own my past. He was about to claim every part of me I thought was safe. And there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

[image: ]


The wedding has had me shook for weeks now. With each day looming closer, my anxiety sky rocketed.

But it's not like I could bail on my twin brother on his wedding day. He is literally my other half—my better half, at that. He's the only one that can tame the chaos in my head.

Colt is the only one that has ever understood me-even in my darkest moments. He's seen every one of them. All up until I moved to Cali and handled leaving Ash on my own. Hardest thing I could have done was what I did—not talking to my brother when I was so damn beside myself I didn't know what was reality or delusion. He let me have my distance when I left but I know it hurt him as much as it hurt me.

Colt and I, we've went through hell and back together. We had the perfect little life when we were kids. Perfect family, perfect house, perfect quiet little neighborhood. But when our parents died when we were six and our aunt and uncle couldn't take us because our uncle's health was deteriorating so we ended up in the foster care system.

From there we got moved around. Abusive foster homes, neglectful environments, dangerous situations. And Colt—God bless him—he was always saving me. From the bullshit life was throwing at us. It was never calm, never relaxing. We had to be in constant defense mode. Constantly ready for whatever fuckery was coming next.

Before we made it to the parents we have now, Shannon and Adeline-Quinn's parents, we were in a terrible neighborhood with the worst of the worst. Our foster parents were alcoholics that fought all the time. All of a sudden—a memory surfaced that I had buried way down deep in the darkest corners of my mind, in that very moment as a coping mechanism.

One night after a particularly bad fight between my foster parents, my foster mother had disappeared into the night, and my foster father was roaring drunk. I barely remember dinner that night—something in the food, maybe a pill he slipped in—because my head was heavy, my thoughts swimming in fog. Every sound felt distant, like I was underwater.

Then he came into my room. I remember the smell of beer, the anger, the edges of his face twisted, but everything else was blurry. My voice sounded far away as I screamed, but I couldn’t make sense of the danger. I remember the shaking of my hands, my chest pounding, but nothing was real until I felt Colt’s hand on my arm.

“Lo! Run!” he shouted, and suddenly I was moving, though I couldn’t feel my legs properly. Shadows shifted, shapes collided, a lamp swung—someone fell—blood, maybe? I couldn’t tell. I was floating through it all, half awake, half dreaming.

He pulled me down the stairs. I knew we were running, but I couldn’t grasp how fast, where, or why. My thoughts slipped away before I could catch them. The night smelled like smoke and beer and something sharp, like fear itself.

When we made it to Ash's house two blocks away, my hands were shaking so hard I could barely knock. Ash opened the door, and I told him... something. I didn’t even know if the words were mine. Then he was gone, and Colt followed him. I tried to see what was happening, but the world tilted, and I caught only flashes: fists, yelling, red lights bouncing across the walls.

Then there was the knock at the door that made my chest stop. Ash looked at Colt, and I felt some strange pull—but I couldn’t make sense of it. He looked at me too, and my stomach dropped, even through the haze. He wasn’t letting Colt take the fall. I knew that much.

Colt started toward the door. “I’ll handle it—”

“The hell you will,” Ash growled. His voice cut through the fog like a knife, sharp and dangerous, and final. “You need to stay with Sloane."

I wanted to move. I wanted to speak. But I couldn’t. My body wasn’t mine. My thoughts didn’t form properly. All I could do was watch, fragmented images floating past—fighting, cops appearing, Ash in cuffs being hauled away, Colt holding me close. And then silence as he held me and I drifted off into blackness.

Years later, I’d remember none of the details clearly. Just flashes: their hands covered in blood, the sirens, the beating on the door, the pure dread I felt seeing Ash be hauled away. My mind had buried it deep, like a survival mechanism.

Colt holding me as our lives crashed out in front of us, the bond between us stronger than ever? THAT is exactly why I couldn’t bail on him now.

After everything we’ve survived — after every scar and every night spent running from the bullshit — this wedding isn’t just another day. It’s proof we made it out of the hell we endured alive. Proof that maybe, just maybe, we finally get to breathe. That at least one of us get their happily ever after.

So yeah, I’m anxious as hell. My heart’s in my throat, and my hands won’t stop shaking, my nerves completely shot.

The thought of seeing Ash again, the whole reason I left my hometown—my home state, my brother, Quinn, and everything I ever knew, sent me reeling.

But bailing on Colt?

Not a damn chance. I wouldn't dare. I owed him so much in life.

He’s been my hero since the moment we took our first breath — and even if my world falls apart all over again Saturday being in Ash's presence, I’ll be at Colt's wedding. Because that’s what twins do—that's what we do.

We show up. We have each other's back. No matter what.

Even when it hurts.

Especially when it hurts.

And holy fuck is this going to hurt.
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The way Ash had been cocky from the start was so exasperating, but yet so damn attractive at the same time. Instantly. Those dimples. That laugh that made my heart skip a beat. Oh, how I missed that laugh. But that laugh was trouble. That laugh was toxic. Everything about him was. And I knew it. But that didn't stop me.

I’ll never forget the first time I saw him — that arrogant devil with the cocky grin that melted me every damn time. The pull was instant. And here’s the kicker: we were seniors in high school still.

Colt had dragged me to a party at his friend Lena's house. I was scanning the crowded yard, trying to find someone I knew, when Colt had appeared beside me again after hunting Lena down, elbowing me lightly.

"Hey,” he said, nodding toward the pool. “I want you to meet someone.”

And then I saw him. Ash. About 6'2", leaning against his Harley just past the pool, drinking bourbon straight from the bottle. Chaos wrapped in muscle and leather. Faded ripped jeans, grease and oil stains. Dark hair a little messy — not in his face, long enough to curl slightly if wet.

Colt dragged me by my hand to where he stood. “Sloane, this is my new Underground buddy, Ash,” he said.

Underground... the fighting ring Colt had started last year to bleed out his anger.

He looked up, and my world went sideways. Piercing grey blue eyes that stared straight into my soul. A scar above one eyebrow. He grinned at me, and my knees almost betrayed me on the spot.

“Sloane, huh?” he asked, voice low, laced with trouble. Holy fuck.

I nodded, mouth dry. “You heard him,” I said, trying to sound playful.

“Oh, did I now?” Ash asked, almost like a challenge, winking. I could smell the whiskey on his breath.

He tilted the bottle toward me. “Want a sip?”

I hesitated for a heartbeat, then took it — because that’s what you do when the devil offers something you know you shouldn’t want. The bourbon burned all the way down, but it was his eyes on me that set my body on fire.

I shuddered, and he laughed. His laugh. Oh Lord. My knees weakened again, and that wink — that tiny, teasing tilt of his mouth — threatened to consume me entirely.

That’s when I noticed it: the barbed wire tattoo curling around the side of his neck, sharp but faded, yet bold as hell. Like a warning.

He didn’t look away. He didn’t smile. Just watched me, like he already knew exactly what he was doing. His gaze alone electrified me.

Colt’s grin faltered slightly. A flicker in his eyes — a warning, or maybe recognition — as if he could see the storm about to hit.

“Careful,” Colt said, low and sharp, cutting through the haze like ice. He grabbed the bottle from my hand, rough enough to make me flinch. Not just about the bourbon — a subtle push to get me away from the pull I couldn’t name.

Ash smirked, eyes never leaving mine. “Guess your brother doesn’t think you can handle the burn,” he said, mocking me.

Something inside me snapped at the challenge. My chest burned, not from the bourbon — but from the way Ash’s gaze devoured me, hungry and relentless, like we were the only two people there.

“Please,” I shot back, crossing my arms. “I can handle more than you think.”

His grin widened, dimples cutting deep, and it damn near knocked the air out of me. He leaned in close, whiskey heavy on his breath.

“Oh, I don’t doubt that, sweetheart. Question is—can you handle me?”

My pulse kicked, furious and reckless, but I refused to give him the satisfaction of seeing me fold. “Try me,” I whispered, sharper than I meant to, a crack in my words betraying me.

The corner of his mouth tilted, dangerous and slow, gaze dropping to my lips for half a second — long enough to set my entire body on fire.

“That mouth of yours is gonna get you in trouble,” he murmured, low and dangerous.

Colt’s jaw flexed. “Enough. Let’s go, Sloane.” He grabbed my wrist, cold and final, dragging me across the yard toward our house.

“Not happening,” Colt snapped, low and furious. “I saw the way you two looked at each other. Don’t act like I didn’t. No fuckin’ way. Bad news, Sloane. He’s nothing but bad news.”

I opened my mouth, but Colt cut me off. “I’ve watched him play the fuck outta multiple women at the same time. All of them stuck on him. All at his beck and call. I refuse to let you be his next victim. He’s bad news. Period.”

I tried again. “Colt—”

“No,” he slammed down harder. “Don’t. Don’t try to explain it away. I don’t want to hear it. I won’t let you ruin yourself over him.”

Every time I tried again, he shut me down sharper, cutting, desperate. Eventually, I went quiet. My hand still stung from the way he’d yanked me out of that house, but what burned hotter was the fire Ash had already lit in me with just one look.

And deep down, I knew Colt was right. Ash was trouble.

But God help me—I already wanted more.

That was before the wreckage. Before the heartbreak. Before I learned what it meant to survive loving Ash Walker.

Now? I’m just trying not to bleed out every time I hear his name.

I didn’t just leave Ash. I left me — the wild, reckless version of myself that only existed with him. The one who felt untouchable. Invincible. Alive.

It wasn’t that I wanted to leave. God, I didn’t. But I felt everything for Ash — too much. And I was scared. Scared of how deep he’d already cut me. Scared of how i ripped him wide open. Scared of what would be left of both of us if we seen each other again.

I knew we wouldn’t survive it. So I ran... before we burned everything to the ground.
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My phone started ringing, pulling me out of my thoughts. I looked down, not wanting to answer it, but it was Colt. My twin. I knew why he was calling, and I couldn’t avoid it anymore—especially with his wedding in just a few days.

I answered the phone slow and quietly "Hey C-Bear" and it wasn’t a gentle greeting I got in return.

“Look Lo, I get why you left. I really do,” Colt said, his voice calm but firm. “But you have to put the crazy away for my wedding. Because well... you know..Ash is my best man, so you two seeing each other is inevitable.”

That damn word hit me like a punch. Every time it came to Ash, it made my chest ache.

“I’ll be there,” I said, trying to steady my voice. “Nothing—not even Ash—is keeping me from your wedding. Cage and I will be there.”

“Sloane...” Colt said slowly, as if issuing a warning, “you know how messy that can get. Ash doesn’t have a lick of common sense when it comes to you, and he sure as hell doesn’t know when to zip it. You know exactly what you’re setting yourself up for if you bring him.”

I snapped. “It’s been almost five years. He’s over it by now. He’s always had an easy way of replacing me anyway.”

A sudden wave of sadness hit me—one I shouldn’t have felt.

“But he hasn’t, Sloane,” Colt said.

That slammed into me like a ton of bricks. He hasn’t... after all these years... he hasn’t moved on?

And then my world stopped. My chest tightened, my head spun, my heart raced. Too many feelings, all at once, crashing over me. I could feel myself slipping—overstimulated, overwhelmed, on the edge of dissociation. My voice shook. My breathing caught. My body felt disconnected, like I was watching it happen from somewhere far away.

“Lo...just relax,” Colt’s voice cut through the chaos. “Calm. Breathe with me. You can do this. Sit down and focus. You’re gonna be okay.”

I sank to the edge of the bed, gripping the sheets like they were the only thing tethering me to reality. Colt guided me through steady, even breaths—in and out—until my racing mind began to slow, until my body felt like mine again. He always knew when I was losing myself in a spiral. Especially when it came to Ash.

“I’ve watched you survive Ash more than once, Lo,” Colt said softly. “You’re going to be okay.”

I took a shaky breath. “Well... he knows Cage and I are getting married. Quinn accidentally told him.”

Colt went quiet. Then, low and careful: “I didn’t know he knew. This could get really ugly. You two better just... keep it together Saturday.”

I drew in a deep, steadying breath. “I’m heading out in a couple hours. Love you... see you soon.”

I hung up, heart still hammering. Keep it together. Easier said than done.

I was so royally fucked.

Because the second I thought of him—Ash Walker—my chest ached, and then I was twenty-three all over again. I couldn’t stop the memory from surfacing.

“Meet me at our spot,” he had said, voice quiet but impossible to ignore.

“You gonna ghost me like last time?” I snapped, hurt and betrayal lacing my words.

“You still haven’t let that go? I told you I didn’t ghost you. They picked me up, Sloane,” he said softly.

I went silent.

“Come on, babe. Meet me at the old football field.” His tone wasn’t pleading, but it never had to be. I always went. No matter how pissed I was.

I walked clear across town to the abandoned field—bleachers worn and splintered, lights long dead, the place echoing with memories. This had been “our spot” for so many years.

And there he was, a blanket laid out in the middle, soft music humming from a portable speaker connected to his phone.

I collapsed beside him, laying my head on his chest. “Can you see that?” he whispered, pointing up at the star-studded sky.

“Look how bright the stars are tonight. There's the Milky Way,” he said, tracing it out with his finger. We'd spent many nights here together and never had we seen the stars the way they were tonight.

“No way! I’ve never seen it before—only pictures,” I breathed, listening to the steady thump of his heart under my ear.

“This is the first time I’ve seen it too,” he murmured, pointing again. “There’s Orion’s Belt.”

I gasped. “And the Big Dipper!”

"That's a beer can." he said laughing.

We traced every constellation, marveling at the sky, laughing and whispering, losing ourselves in each other. By the time we finally fell silent, we were wrapped together so tight, hearts syncing, falling asleep under the infinite night, entirely lost in each other.

And now, after nearly five years, I was supposed to walk into a wedding with him—Ash Walker—the first man I’d ever loved, standing just a few feet away as my brother-Ash's best friend- says his vovs. The thought twisted my stomach into knots.

I told myself it was just a wedding. Just a wedding. Nothing more.

But memories like the football field, the way his heartbeat had felt against mine, the endless night sky—it all came rushing back. And I knew, as much as I tried to brace myself, that seeing him Saturday would be like walking into hellfire all over again.
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I forced myself to pack for Colt’s wedding, moving like a ghost through my apartment. My hands shook slightly as I folded clothes, tucking them into my suitcase with precision, trying to focus on anything besides the storm coiling in my chest. Cage walked in, arms sliding around me, warm and familiar. There he was—the man who’d asked me to be his wife. Two months engaged, a year together, and he had popped the question on our anniversary.

That night, standing on the balcony of his apartment, city lights spilling gold over us, he had that quiet, assured grin. I let myself believe it could be enough. Safe. Warm. Comfortable. For a moment, I thought maybe the storm inside me didn’t need to rage anymore. Maybe I didn’t need the fire. Maybe I could live without the chaos. Maybe I could finally rest.

Even wrapped in Cage’s arms, feeling the warmth and safety, I felt the pull—the memory of fire and chaos I’d once lived for. The wreckage I couldn’t forget. Safe wasn’t dangerous. Safe didn’t make me come alive. Safe was... just... safe.

That was Cage.

Safe.

Ash was the opposite of safe. He was reckless. Wild. The match I kept striking against my ribs just to watch myself burn. And even now—years later, with a ring on my finger and a man who would give me the world—Ash lived in me like an infection that never healed.

I should have been glowing. Excited. The kind of woman who gushed about venues and dresses and the future. Instead, I stood there with Cage’s arms around me and felt... nothing. No fire. No spark. No chaos that made my chest ache or my pulse race. Just calm. Safe. Predictable. Comfortable.

But comfort doesn’t set your blood on fire. It doesn’t twist your stomach or make your brain buzz with desire. It doesn’t haunt your dreams like Ash Walker did. Every quiet night with Cage felt like a gentle lullaby compared to the crackle of electricity I’d once shared with Ash.

I loved Cage—yes. Or maybe I convinced myself I did. But it was the kind of love I could walk away from. The kind of love that didn’t anchor itself to my bones or burrow under my skin. The kind of love that wasn’t dangerous.

We had nothing in common. He’s a nightclub chain owner, buried in meetings or opening new bars. I’m a trauma therapist, always seeing clients, never home. I see him rarely, and when I do, it’s like glimpsing another world I can’t quite step into. He wants order. Structure. Predictability. I crave chaos. Fire. Movement that shakes me awake. Yet here I was, choosing the safe route, a route that didn’t leave me raw and dizzy and wanting.

And yet, I stayed in a “safe” relationship. One that wasn’t with Ash. One that wouldn’t ruin me completely. One that didn’t leave me aching the way he did.

Packing my bags, I folded each piece of clothing like I was sealing away a piece of my soul. Cage packed his, too, methodical and calm, humming some soft, forgettable tune.

Then together, we started the thirty-nine-hour drive from California to South Carolina. The highway stretched out before us, long and unyielding, and with every mile, I felt the weight in my chest grow heavier.

I rolled a few backwoods blunts before we left—because I already knew I wasn’t going to sleep, and the thought of going home sober, of seeing Ash with all my walls stripped bare, was more than I could take. The smoke curled in lazy spirals around me, filling the car with a familiar haze, a temporary shield against the storm I could already feel waiting for me at the wedding.

This wedding I couldn’t avoid.

To the moment I couldn’t outrun.

To the place that would throw me straight back into Ash’s orbit again.

The thought made my stomach twist. My pulse stuttered. My fingers tightened around the steering wheel as though I could steer myself away from what was coming. And yet... no matter how many miles I drove, no matter how many blunts I smoked, I couldn’t escape him. He was there in the quiet hum of the tires against asphalt, in the rush of wind past the car windows, in every shadow and turn of the road.

I stared out the windshield, watching the trees blur past like the memories I couldn’t keep from chasing me. The wedding wasn’t just an event. It wasn’t just a gathering of friends and family. It was a trigger, a countdown to standing face-to-face with the man who’d been my undoing for nearly two decades. The man who’d burned his name into my veins.

Cage squeezed my hand gently, breaking the tension for a fraction of a second. I turned to him, forcing a small smile. Safe. Warm. Predictable. And yet, in the pit of my stomach, I knew that no amount of safety could drown out what Ash had left behind.

I exhaled slowly, trying to convince myself this was just a drive. Just a wedding. Just... life. But the truth lingered, heavy and undeniable: Ash Walker didn’t just live in my past. He was still here. Waiting. Pulling. Infecting every calm moment I tried to steal from myself.

And as the car hummed on, mile after mile, I realized the cruelest part of all: I couldn’t outrun him.

Because sometimes, some things are just inevitable. Even when you know it’ll be your absolute undoing.

Inevitable.

Ha.

How ironic.
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I had took the first shift of driving. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to sleep anyway. Why bother?

Cage got comfy in the passenger seat, stretching out, his arm propped against the door as the highway stretched ahead—long, dark, endless.

The blunt I’d rolled earlier burned slow between my fingers, smoke curling out the cracked window into the night. The hum of the tires and the low music from my Spotify DJ blended into a kind of silence that felt too heavy, too full of all the things I didn’t want to think about.

We drove like that for miles. Cage didn’t ask what was on my mind. He never did. That was the thing about him—he knew when to press and when to keep quiet. Right now, I was grateful for the quiet, because my grip on the steering wheel was too tight, and we both knew why.

My mind was already a hundred miles ahead.

Home.

For Colt’s wedding.

For the people I hadn’t seen in years.

For Ash.

The name hit like a punch to the ribs—sharp, merciless, knocking the air from my lungs. I told myself it would be fine. I could smile, hug people, watch my brother marry the love of his life, and keep my heart right where it belonged—in one piece.

But the closer we got, the more I knew I was lying.

Because Ash was there.

And Ash was the one place I’d never truly left behind.

I had the music on low—just my Spotify DJ doing his thing, tossing out random tracks. Harmless background. But then he decided to ruin me. DJ can be a cruel motherfucker.

The opening notes cut like glass. My chest caved, breath locking tight. I knew that melody like I knew the taste of bourbon on Ash’s tongue. Knew it because he’d put it there—years ago—on a playlist he made just for us.

My entire body went rigid.

That song.

Of course it had to be that song. Not just any song. Our song.

The one I hadn’t heard in years. The one I’d avoided like it carried a virus, skipping it so many times the algorithm should’ve buried it in a shallow grave by now. But no—tonight, DJ decided to dig it up and carve me open.

It only took seconds before I was gone, pulled backward into a night I’d tried to forget.

We were stretched out on the football field, the damp grass sticking to the backs of my thighs. His Harley was parked on the edge, its metal still ticking as it cooled. The stars spilled wide and endless overhead, and Ash’s arm was heavy around my stomach, anchoring me in place even as my chest buzzed with the urge to run.

"I made us a playlist." Ash said turning the portable Bluetooth speaker he brought with him on low. We listened to it for a long time while his arms were tight wrapped around me.

"This song especially reminds me of us." He said wrapping his arms around me tighter.

I traced the barbed wire tattoo snaking his neck, sliding my finger down the line of his chest. My voice was barely a whisper.

“You believe in fate?” I was looking into his eyes, drowning in the storm that was always brewing in them.

Ash tilted his head back, scanning the sky like he was daring it to answer.

“What, like the inevitable? The shit you can’t control?”

“Yeah.”

“I do,” he said finally, low, carved in stone. His thumb brushed circles over my arm, slow and possessive. “But it doesn’t mean what you think, Sloane. Doesn’t mean we’re written in the stars or some fairytale bullshit.”

I blinked, chest tightening, heart hammering against its cage.

“Oh really? Because lying here with you feels... exactly like that.”

He flinched—just barely—but I caught it. His jaw flexed, then he pulled back, creating an inch of space that hurt more than a mile.

“Sloane...it—”

“Don’t.” My voice cracked as I gripped his wrist, desperate. “Not tonight. Please. Just let me have this one night where you don’t break me apart.”

But his answer was a blade.

“I’m not doing this tonight.”

My pulse hammered.

“Not doing this tonight? That’s epic, Ash. You planned this whole night—you
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