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Prologue

	The Woman I Destroyed

	I used to think betrayal looked like lipstick on a collar, a late-night confession, or a guilty man caught in a lie.

	I was wrong.

	Betrayal looked like a husband smiling across the dinner table while he shattered your world piece by piece.

	It looked like trust handed over willingly, only to be used as a weapon.

	And it looked exactly like the man I married.

	The man every woman wanted.

	The man every member of the Iron Reapers Motorcycle Club feared.

	The man who swore he would love me until his last breath.

	My husband.

	Jaxon Kane.

	President of the most powerful motorcycle club in three states.

	King of our little empire.

	And the man who destroyed me.

	The night everything fell apart began like any other.

	The clubhouse was alive with music, laughter, and the roar of engines rolling into the parking lot. Leather-clad men filled the bar while women moved through the crowd carrying drinks and flashing smiles.

	To outsiders, it probably looked dangerous.

	To me, it looked like home.

	I had spent eight years at Jaxon's side.

	Eight years standing behind the throne he built from blood, loyalty, and fear.

	Eight years believing I was the one woman he would never betray.

	God, I had been such a fool.

	I remember standing near the bar, accepting congratulations from club members after a charity fundraiser we'd organized that afternoon.

	I remember laughing.

	I remember feeling happy.

	And I remember seeing her.

	Blonde hair.

	Red dress.

	Perfect smile.

	The kind of woman who knew exactly what effect she had on men.

	At first, I didn't think anything of it.

	Women flirted with Jaxon constantly.

	They always had.

	He was handsome in a dangerous sort of way. Tall. Broad-shouldered. Covered in tattoos earned through violence and loyalty. The kind of man who walked into a room and owned it without saying a word.

	Most women looked at him.

	Some stared.

	A few openly offered themselves.

	He always ignored them.

	Or at least, I thought he did.

	That night, something felt different.

	A feeling settled in my stomach.

	Small.

	Cold.

	Sharp.

	Instinct.

	The same instinct women have been cursed and blessed with since the beginning of time.

	I looked across the room and found my husband.

	He wasn't looking at me.

	His eyes were on her.

	And the way he looked at her made my blood turn to ice.

	Because I knew that look.

	I had once been the woman who inspired it.

	The room suddenly felt too loud.

	Too crowded.

	Too hot.

	My heart started pounding.

	I told myself I was imagining things.

	That I was being paranoid.

	That my husband loved me.

	Then she smiled at him.

	And he smiled back.

	Not a polite smile.

	Not a friendly smile.

	A private smile.

	An intimate smile.

	The kind shared between people who already knew each other's secrets.

	The kind shared between lovers.

	My stomach dropped.

	I should have walked away.

	I should have confronted him right then.

	Instead, I watched.

	Because some part of me already knew.

	Some part of me was terrified of hearing the truth spoken out loud.

	The rest of the night passed in fragments.

	A laugh.

	A glance.

	A touch that lasted a little too long.

	Every piece of evidence stacking itself neatly on top of the last.

	Building a case I didn't want to believe.

	Building a nightmare I couldn't escape.

	By midnight, I could barely breathe.

	By one o'clock, I was shaking.

	By two o'clock, my marriage was over.

	I found them by accident.

	Or maybe fate simply decided I had suffered enough.

	The hallway behind the clubhouse offices was empty.

	Dark.

	Quiet.

	Far away from the music.

	I wasn't looking for him.

	I wasn't looking for her.

	But there they were.

	And in a single moment, every lie became truth.

	His hand was on her waist.

	Her mouth was on his.

	And my entire world shattered.

	The sound that escaped me didn't even sound human.

	It sounded broken.

	They pulled apart instantly.

	Jaxon turned first.

	Shock flashed across his face.

	Then guilt.

	Then panic.

	For the first time since I'd known him, the great and powerful Jaxon Kane looked afraid.

	Not because of the club.

	Not because of an enemy.

	Because of me.

	Because he knew.

	He knew there was no excuse.

	No explanation.

	No lie clever enough to erase what I had seen.

	The woman stepped backward.

	I barely noticed her.

	The only thing I could see was my husband.

	The man who promised forever.

	The man who promised loyalty.

	The man who promised me everything.

	I stared at him.

	He stared at me.

	And in that moment, I realized something devastating.

	The affair wasn't what hurt the most.

	It wasn't the lies.

	It wasn't the humiliation.

	It wasn't even the cheating.

	It was the fact that I still loved him.

	Even while he was breaking my heart.

	Especially while he was breaking my heart.

	Because love doesn't die the moment betrayal arrives.

	It lingers.

	It fights.

	It refuses to let go.

	And that makes the pain infinitely worse.

	"Baby," he whispered.

	One word.

	One stupid word.

	I almost laughed.

	Instead, tears filled my eyes.

	Not because I wanted them to.

	Because I couldn't stop them.

	Because the strongest woman in the room had just become the weakest.

	And because the man I loved had become the man I hated.

	I looked at him one final time.

	Then I made a promise.

	A promise he couldn't hear.

	A promise only I would know.

	The woman he betrayed would die tonight.

	The woman who walked away from him would never come back.

	And before this story was over, Jaxon Kane would learn exactly what it cost to destroy the only person who ever truly loved him.

	He just didn't know it yet.

	Neither of us did.

	But his penance had already begun.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	PART ONE

	THE BETRAYAL

	 


Chapter 1

	The King's Queen

	People always said I was the luckiest woman in the room.

	I used to believe them.

	Whenever I walked into a gathering beside Jaxon Kane, heads turned. Men nodded respectfully. Women watched with open curiosity, some with admiration and others with envy.

	I couldn't blame them.

	Jaxon wasn't just handsome.

	He was power wrapped in leather and muscle.

	The kind of man who commanded attention without asking for it.

	The kind of man who could silence an entire room with a single look.

	And somehow, out of every woman who wanted him, he had chosen me.

	At least, that was the story everyone believed.

	Including me.

	For years, I wore that story like armor.

	The queen beside the king.

	The president's wife.

	The first lady of the Iron Reapers Motorcycle Club.

	A title that carried both privilege and responsibility.

	People imagined it was glamorous.

	They imagined expensive gifts, roaring motorcycles, wild parties, and endless excitement.

	They only saw the surface.

	They never saw the sacrifices underneath.

	Being married to a club president wasn't easy.

	It meant sleepless nights.

	It meant unanswered phone calls.

	It meant worrying every time he rode out to handle club business.

	It meant pretending you weren't terrified whenever violence threatened the people you loved.

	Most women couldn't handle it.

	I had.

	Because I loved him.

	And because I believed he loved me.

	Looking back now, that might have been my greatest mistake.

	Love makes liars out of all of us.

	Especially when we're lying to ourselves.
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