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        If you are a long-time follower of the Heaven Hill Series, you may notice, some ages have been had liberties taken with them. When I first started writing Heaven Hill, I didn’t plan on extending past the original books, but as storylines progressed, it became clear these two needed their own story.

        I am in the process of going back and correcting any age discrepancies in the original storyline. So please, take this as my apology upfront if you believe the ages are wrong. I’m working on fixing it for anyone who reads the stories from the beginning from now on.
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      We finally get our happily ever after…..

      Remington “Remy” Sawyer

      For most of my life I’ve been the person who lived with the hand he was dealt. Not much in my life have I had a say in. Birthed by parents I don’t talk to, I was raised by the only person who ever cared for me – my brother, Cash. Under his guidance, I’ve become the person I am today.

      Productive member of society, and patched brother in the Heaven Hill MC.

      I don’t want for anything, other than Tatum Walker.

      We had a shot, and we both screwed it up……massively.

      Tatum “Tate” Walker

      Being the daughter of the President of the Heaven Hill MC is a burden, but one I’ll face every day with pride. It’s hard for me to know what people like me for. Is it my personality, my looks, or are they trying to get close to the Club? There’s one person I’ve never doubted.

      Remington Sawyer.

      A year ago we had one night of almost passion – that ended with me walking away in tears – and him walking away in anger.

      Some time away from each other has given us perspective. Now, instead of the storm of chaos that was our one attempt at a relationship, we’re both ready for calm.

      And nothing, they say, is as calm – as the eye of a Hurricane.
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        Tatum

      

      

      I jerk my head upright as the roar of a motorcycle breaks through the otherwise peaceful Bowling Green, Kentucky morning. The book on my phone’s reading app is forgotten as I put a hand to my chest and cut my gaze directly across from Cash’s Customs, the body shop specializing in foreign makes and models I work at. Walker’s Wheels, which specializes in domestic vehicles and motorcycles, is my dad’s shop, and the man leaving the parking lot is the one who pissed me off a year ago. In all honesty, he’s still pissing me off. I glare at his leather-jacket covered back as he rides down the street. Pissed off because he ruined my concentration, I try not to think about how the guttural sound of the engine mimics the way he moaned when he came. Remembering our interlude in the garage of the Heaven Hill Clubhouse does nothing but make me angry – angry that things aren’t different than they are right now.

      “It’s been a year Tatum, you ever gonna talk to him again?”

      My eyes roll by themselves as I shift my weight to one hip. Leaning back against the counter with my other, I shoot a glare at my boss. Cash Montgomery has been fair to me, but this question? Makes me purse my lips and roll my eyes heavenward, letting out a huge sigh to go along with it.

      “You think I should just because he’s your brother?”

      He shakes his head, running a hand over his scruffy jaw. “I’m just a guy who knows that guys screw up, and I’m wondering if maybe you aren’t overreacting.”

      “Overreacting?” I spit the word out like it’s on fire. “You have no idea what went down with us last January. Boss, friend, and his brother, or not, you should probably shut the fuck up.”

      It was still embarrassing, the way we’d treated each other. I almost wish he’d left me on the side of the road. For weeks after, I’d cried, trying to figure out where the fuck we’d messed up. How had we gone from this crazy attraction that suffocated a room when we were in it together to me having sex with another guy? I know that part was my fault, and I feel guilty. I wish I could take it back. That part of my personality is a bitch – ya know the one where I have to hurt anyone who hurts me worse? Truthfully, I think I learned my lesson this time.

      The words Remy spoke to me still ring in my ears. Are you proud of yourself? Even today, they cause goosebumps on my arms, and I rub my hands up and down the flesh to warm it. I hate the way we left things; I would change it if I could. But I can’t be hurt again by him, and I don’t think I can stand to hurt him, either. No matter how much I’ve had to harden my heart to him, I know it’s the right thing to do. We can’t seem to be mature around each other – we get stupid. Not speaking to him is my way to keep my head about me. I know the minute I give in, it’ll be like it always was with us. He’ll give me that sexy smirk he doesn’t give anyone else, be his quiet, brooding self, and I’ll be doe-eyed again, wanting to know all the secrets he keeps. Nobody knows how difficult this has been for me. We were good friends. I want to talk to him, I want his opinion on things, and I sure as fuck don’t want to have to avoid him at every club get together. We were building something, even if others didn’t know it, even if I was the only one willing to put my heart out there. Remington Sawyer has always been a loner – quiet, closed off, and happy to spend time on his own. I wanted to change that, be the person he could be his true self with, but we never got the chance.

      “I’m gonna take lunch if that’s okay with you.”

      Cash gives me a grin, and for a moment I’m reminded hardcore of Remy. In looks, they don’t favor each other, having different fathers. In mannerisms and smiles, they could be twins. “You’re gonna do it whether I say it’s okay or not, girl. Go ahead, I need to run by the bakery and pick up something from Harper anyway. Just stick a note on the door saying when we’ll be back.”

      “Will do, see you in about an hour.”

      I watch as he leaves, then stick a note on the door, giving the lock a turn. When I hear the click, I go to the back of the building and let myself out. Quickly I arm the alarm for the garage and get to my car, cranking up the heat and checking out the gray sky. The clouds are low today, a low-ceiling I’ve heard it called. Later on in the day, they’re calling for rain, and given how cold it is, it might turn into something more.

      It’s reminiscent of the day last year when Remy and I stopped speaking to one another. I have no desire to relive that day, and stupid me never realized it’d be such a turning point in my life.

      Remington Sawyer. I shake my head as I think of the teenager I met when I wasn’t even a teenager myself and the man he’s become. Even now, I get chills when I think about him. He’s an addiction I can’t quite kick, one I’m not sure I want to. As much as I want to feel his hand in mine, get more kisses, and generally have him around, the stubborn part of my personality won’t allow it. Especially not when he’s the one who created the issue by telling me I’m too young for him, thinking I don’t know my own mind.

      What a fucking joke. I’ve known my own mind since I was old enough to know what love and sex are. My parents, Liam and Denise Walker, aren’t shy when it comes to showing how much they care for each other. I’ve grown up with a very healthy respect for marriage and sexuality, and I’ve wanted that with Remy since I realized the thumping of my heart when he’s around meant I like him in a way that’s not going anywhere anytime soon.

      I threw myself at him. Let him take the first orgasm I’d never given to myself at a club party, and then given him the same pleasure before he pushed me away. Talking some shit about him being too old for me and he respected me too much to take my virginity.

      “Oh, my virginity.” I curl my nose up as I make a left-hand turn at the end of Louisville Road heading for the strip of fast food restaurants, hoping that at least one of them didn’t have a line for lunch rush.

      Thinking back to the night I gave my virginity to someone else, just to get rid of the obstacle, still causes a pain so deep it makes my chest hurt. Rubbing my hand against my breastbone, I wonder when that pain will go away. Because what happened that night set into motion this face-off between the two of us, and it looks like neither one is willing to give in anytime soon.

      And that sucks, because before all of this happened, he’d been one of my best friends, and fuck if I don’t miss him. But I have enough friends. Tatum Walker wants a love like her parents, like my brother and sister have with their significant others, like every other member of the Heaven Hill MC has, and I’m not going to settle until I get it. Never again will I settle. Settling hurts, and I’ve had enough of that to last a lifetime.
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      “It’s cold out here today,” I comment as I enter my sister-in-law’s bakery in the Bowling Green downtown district. It’s quiet this time of day; most people want sweets in the morning, not so much after lunch, so I have the place to myself.

      “You here, Harper?” I yell out, when I don’t see her manning the front counter.

      “I’m here.” She laughs, coming from behind the wall that separates the front area from the private area. She’s fixing her hair, and I have to wonder what I’ve interrupted when my brother comes out from behind her, wiping his mouth of her lipstick.

      “Shit, y’all. I’m sorry.”

      “No, it’s okay.” Cash gives me a shit-eating grin. “Wrong place, wrong time.”

      They look at one another, giggling again, and I feel the kick in my chest. That damn loneliness. God, I want what they have so badly. The fact that my brother has been able to find it after the childhood we had gives me so much fucking hope. My problem is that the woman I want it with still won’t talk to me. Three hundred and sixty-six days now, to be exact, since Tatum Walker has looked at, let alone spoken, to me.

      Oh sure, she’s said things when we’re in a group together, but it’s never directed at me. Never pertaining to anything I talk about or ask. It’s as if I’m an invisible entity to her, and I wonder what I’ll have to do to get her to see me again. Being invisible to her hurts, taking me back to my childhood when I was invisible to everyone except Cash and Harper. They were the only two people who truly cared about me.

      Both of them come out from behind the counter, having a seat at the table nearest me. Taking the hint, I sit down too, waiting for them to speak.

      “What brings you by here?”

      “Harper, do I have to have a reason to come visit my sister-in-law?”

      “Not usually, but you’ve seemed down the past few weeks. I’m worried about you, kid.”

      At twenty-seven, I’m not a kid anymore, but everyone still thinks of me as the small boy who toted around an inhaler like a backpack. Still, I can’t be rude, not to the two people who’ve always supported me.

      “Just got a lot of shit on my mind.”

      Cash leans forward on his biceps, letting the table take his weight. “Hey man, you know you can always talk to me, no matter how old you get. I’m always going to be here for you. Nothing changes that, you know?”

      “I know, and I appreciate it, but it’s shit I don’t wanna talk about, to be honest.”

      “Shit having to do with a certain employee of mine who just told me to shut the fuck up when I asked if she was ever going to speak to you again?”

      “Why the fuck did she do that?” I flick a piece of paper off the table. “I swear to God she does stuff just to piss me off.”

      “No, she does stuff to get a rise out of you,” Harper argues.

      “What does it even matter when she won’t speak to me? I can be yelling in her face, and she won’t speak to me, doesn’t even act like I’m looking at her.”

      I hold my hands palms up in a what the fuck gesture before I put them back on the table. “I’m at a loss.”

      Harper turns her chair so that she’s looking at me head-on. “Have you ever wondered if she doesn’t talk to you because you’re so loud about it? Loud isn’t the Remy any of us know. You’ve never been that type of guy, but I get it. You’re frustrated. You want things to go back to the way they were. She’s always been one of your best friends. But what happens if you go about it in a way that’s not a show? Send her a note? Make a small gesture, one that she’ll know is from you.”

      “I tried texting her.”

      “Jesus Christ,” Harper moans, rolling her eyes. “Texting is so impersonal. Write her a damn note. Use a pen and a piece of motherfucking notebook paper, and let her see you took a minute out of your day to do it. Women want to know you can make time for them, that in the middle of the craziness of everything you’ve got going on, you’re thinking about them. Which is why your brother is here today and almost got lucky in the back.”

      “Cockblocker.” Cash coughs into his hand. I shoot him a glare, trying to remind him we’re talking about me here.

      “I think about her all the time,” I admit softly. The hole she’s left in my life is big, one that no one else is ever going to be able to fill.

      “Then show her. Don’t tell her, show her.”

      The idea has its merits, and I understand what Harper is trying to say, but I wonder if I’m too late.

      “What if she doesn’t want me anymore?”

      Cash chuckles darkly, rapping his nails on the table. “Trust me, she does. The way she watches you across the street every day, she wants you and the relationship you two can have. The guys who try to give her their numbers, that she doesn’t take? She’s waiting on you bro. Now man up and do something about it.”

      For the first time in a year, I have a plan.

      I’m going to win Tatum Walker back, I’m going to show her what she means to me, and I’m not going to stop until I have her in my arms.

      No matter how long that takes.
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      The rest of my day is spent helping Tatum’s sister-in-law and sister, Charity and Mandy, with a few things at the law office they run – mainly errands and making sure nobody fucks with them. Since I got patched in, that’s been my go-to assignment from the club, and I’m good with it. I like being downtown, and those two are fun to be around. Their husbands, Drew and Dalton, are the closest in age to me within the club, so I don’t feel completely nervous and awkward around them either.

      “See you tonight?” I yell at the two of them as I lock up.

      “We’ll be there,” Charity answers, before hopping into her SUV.

      I watch as Mandy does the same from the back door of the office. Once they’re gone, I do one more check, making sure nothing is out of the ordinary. It’s been ingrained in me since there was some trouble when Mandy was pregnant. I’m thorough with my work; nobody is getting hurt on my shift.

      Walking back out into the weather, I shiver as the air cools with the approaching cold front. The wind has picked up, and I groan as a raindrop hits my neck in between where my jacket and shirt sit. Reaching into my saddlebags, I take the leather jacket off, shrug on a hoodie and stick the material up over my head, before putting my helmet on. No matter what happens, at least I’m covered from head to toe. I put the leather jacket back on, zipping it up to my neck. The gloves are the last things to go on. Suited up, I hop on the bike and make my way toward the clubhouse, which for now, is where I stay most of the time. Like many of the other members of our club, I own some property and a small house, but with no one to share it with, I don’t stay there often.

      Ten minutes into my ride, I know without a doubt it’s going to be a nasty night. The wind is stronger than it was downtown, and the temp feels much cooler than before. Even though I have layers on, I can feel the sting through them, and the road is getting tricky, especially being on two wheels. I wish I’d driven my truck today, but I hadn’t looked at the forecast before I left.

      As I come to the stoplight at the corner of Porter Pike and Louisville Road, I have to stop to accommodate traffic. Gazing up at the sky, I see it’s gotten darker. The gray, washed out color from earlier is now darker and deeper. Sort of the kind of darkness we have in the summer when the sky’s about to open up and the rain pours down. The light changes, and all I wanna do is get home.

      What used to be a patch of gravel is now a parking lot at the clubhouse. And it’s pretty damn full once I finally make it. Took me forty-five minutes, when it normally takes less than fifteen. I’m freezing, tired, and not really up to dealing with a bunch of people right now. That’s neither here nor there, because tonight is Bianca’s birthday, and if there’s anyone who knows how to party – it’s Jagger and B.

      With a remote on my keyring, I open the garage, just as another car is coming up the drive. My heart pumps faster and my chest tightens as I see the sleek, black Tahoe that Tatum drives. Liam got it for her for Christmas, and I have to approve her having such a large vehicle. It should protect her if anything were to happen on the road. I drove it from the dealership here, the only kind of connection I’ve been allowed to have with her since our stubborn natures and smart mouths got in the way.

      Instead of letting the garage door close and allowing her to ignore me the way she has been, I make a split-second decision. I’m not what most would call forceful on a good day, the extreme alpha gene passed me up. I grew up in a world where men used their fists on women, and I didn’t want to be that guy. But fuck me if I don’t want to hear her say my name again, even if it’s to tell me to fuck off. My stride is purposeful and determined as I eat up the distance between us. The sleet coming down doesn’t faze me in the least. It bounces off the leather of my jacket, sticks to the slight beard I have, and collects on the jersey hood of the zip up I wear underneath. None of that matters as the driver’s side door to the Tahoe opens, and Tatum slips out. She’s not dressed for this weather, at all, and I bite my tongue to keep my nagging to myself. Instead, I box her in before she can turn and tell me to hit the damn road, because for once she’s going to listen to me. For once in this stand-off we’re having, I’m going to make my voice heard. My body gets as close to her as I can without touching her, and I grab hold of the door, holding it open.

      “What the hell?” she mumbles as she turns to face me.

      Our breath is warm against each other’s skin as we stare at one another. We haven’t been this close since that night. “Two minutes, Tate.”

      “Don’t call me that.” Her dark eyes flash with irritation. “You don’t get to have a nickname for me, not after how we left things.”

      “We left things really fuckin’ shitty because you refuse to talk to me, babe.”

      “You don’t get to call me babe, either.” Her words are laced with annoyance, but I can see a flicker of interest in those eyes now.

      Using the same mindset I use when I have to do things for the club, I step further into her space. Instead of boxing her in, I’m basically pinning her against the driver’s seat. “You’re gonna do one thing for the next two minutes and that’s listen to me.”

      Her chin lifts defiantly. There’s the girl I know, the woman who drives me nuts, the soul that arouses me beyond belief. Every part of her is a piece I care about, an almost-completed puzzle that’s only missing one thing: me. Pressing further into her and asserting what little authority I have over her, I move one hand off the leather of her seat and let it fall to her chin. I wish it wasn’t covered against the elements and I could feel her skin against mine, but beggars can’t be choosers, and right now I’ll take what I can get.

      “Last year was bad.” My dark eyes meet her blue ones, the truth shining between us. “Both of us were at fault.”

      She opens her mouth to argue, but I slap my hand over her arguments.

      “You did things to piss me off, and I let you. I refused to see what you were trying to show me, and that’s my fault.” I swallow roughly – past the lump in my throat, past the emotion those eyes evoke in me. “I’ll never forgive myself for letting you sleep with him.”

      “You didn’t let me.” She manages to get her mouth lose. “I wanted to.”

      I lift my eyebrow. “It’s easier to lie to me than to yourself, Tate. I know you; your reactions are responses to actions. I’m willing to admit my actions weren’t what either of us wanted. I should have manned the fuck up and let things progress naturally, but I had to try and control it. For that, I’m sorry. I put us both in a bad situation and ruined an awesome friendship in the process.”

      My words become progressively quieter as I spill my heart out to her. The body that had been tense against me isn’t tense anymore. She’s leaning fully against me, letting my muscle take her weight. It’s a motion of trust, one I won’t forget anytime soon. We’re quiet as I let my words trail off, both shivering as the sleet beats down on top of us.

      “This doesn’t change anything.” Her stubborn words break the silence.

      “It might not right now, Tate, but it will. I’ll show you.”

      She bites her bottom lip before her eyes jerk back up to mine. “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry too. I shouldn’t have done what I did.”

      I breathe as the apology slips over her bee-stung, red lips. My chance is here, waiting for me to grab it. It’s hard to admit right now might not be the time for me to reach out and take it. Looking at her, I can see it written all over her face.

      “But it still doesn’t change anything. Please let me go. Let me go into the clubhouse.”

      I let my forehead drop to her shoulder, sheltering her body in the warmth of mine for a few precious seconds. I let myself enjoy the closeness, inhale the scent of her, and commit to memory the way she feels against me. “Thanks for listening.” I move back, allowing her to escape from the prison of my arms.

      “Thanks for apologizing,” she whispers before she runs across the gravel, her combat boots slapping against the rock. She’s almost to the door when she turns back. “For the record, Remington Sawyer, that was way longer than two minutes.”

      Something about the way she busts my balls makes me smile. Gives me hope that we have a chance. Encourages me to go along with my plan, which I’ll set into motion tomorrow morning.

      Closing the door to her SUV, I put my hands in my pockets, hunching over against the wind as I run back to the garage. With a grin on my face that hasn’t been there in a long time, I join the group in the clubhouse. For the first time in a year, I finally feel like I belong again.

      All because Tatum Walker talked to me. Call me a pussy, tell me to hand over my man card, whatever you wanna do. Home is a person, a feeling, an emotion, and my home is her.
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      The clubhouse is a beehive of activity when I enter. A part of me feels like this place should look different. As far as I’m concerned, my life partially changed out in the driveway. An apology from Remy isn’t something I thought I’d ever get. Not because I didn’t think he would give it to me, but rather I didn’t feel like I deserved one. If truth be known, I probably owe him the apology, not the other way around.

      I’m not stupid enough to not take what he’s offering. If him apologizing means we can move on, then so be it. One of us had to extend an olive branch. I’m willing to admit the more mature one of us did the extending.

      “About time you got here!”

      Seeing Addie puts me at ease. She’s been my best friend for years, and knowing she’s here tonight helps me not feel so anxious. “Sorry, I ran back to the apartment to change.”

      She looks down at the dress, leggings, and combat boots I’m wearing, giving me a look. “Did you spill something on the clothes you wore to work, or were you wanting to show Remy what he’s missing?”

      I can’t deny the intent was there. After my conversation with Cash today, I’d thought about Remy more than I have in the last twelve months. My self-esteem needs for him to look at and want me. Since he pushed me off him and rejected my advances, I’ve been struggling to have the same confidence I had before. Remy didn’t ever think about his actions affecting my confidence, I know he didn’t, but I can’t help how I’ve been feeling or how I’ve reacted.

      “Maybe.” I shrug, not meeting her eyes.

      She steps closer to me, her dark gaze meeting mine. Addie is very much the daughter of Tyler Blackfoot. She’s intuitive, observant, and having been my best friend for much of my life, can read me like a damn book. “Are you ready to move on, Tee?”

      Her nickname for me grounds me and settles me into a place where I’m comfortable, even around all of those I consider family. Grabbing a shot glass someone passed to me, I shoot the burning liquid, glancing to make sure my parents didn’t see it. Not being twenty-one is the shitty part of coming to a club party right now. It’s not that my parents think I’m innocent, but I don’t necessarily like to flaunt it in their faces either. I’m about to answer her when I feel him.

      Literally, it’s an awareness in my body, and I’ve been ignoring it for the past year. Tonight ignorance isn’t bliss. Turning to face the entrance from the garage, I see him. It’s almost as if I’m looking at him for the first time again. He’s emerging from a fog I’ve kept him under for so long, and now I’m letting my gaze wash over him. For these few minutes, I’m not allowing myself to push back the feelings I always do when faced with him. He’s apologized, and it’s only fair that I let some of the grudge I’ve been holding go.

      The last year has changed him. His hair is longer, he’s gotten more tattoos, and his smile isn’t as quick to spread across his face. There’s an air of danger about him, a brooding loner vibe that he didn’t have before. It’s sexy, and I want to push past those walls he’s built, tear them down with my bare hands, and burrow under his skin.

      “What do you think when you look at him?” Addie asks, watching me closely.

      “What do I think? Nothing, not anymore.”

      If she’d asked me how I feel? That would be a whole different answer. No matter what Remy and I have or haven’t gone through in the past year, he still evokes a ton of emotions in me. Sadness, love, lust, loneliness, a gnawing in my gut for the friend I once had. A profound loss for the love I knew we were going to have. If I had it to do over again, I would stubbornly tell anyone who asked that I’d do it the exact same. Thing is though, I wouldn’t. I wouldn’t push him so hard, wouldn’t give myself up to someone else just so I’d get it over with. Regret has hit me hard the last year, but no one knows what I’m regretting more than anything is my lack of patience.

      Remy deserved that patience, and I blew it.

      It’s something I’ll live with for the rest of my life. Most everyone thinks I don’t talk to Remy because I’m pissed at him. Fact is, I’m pissed and disappointed in myself. The easiest way to deflect is to not put myself in the situation again.

      The only problem is I’m not sure how in the world we can move on from this. Even with the apology and the promise, I don’t know that I can let my guard down and let myself be vulnerable, knowing that I may ruin this again – it’s the worst feeling in the world.

      Addie rolls her eyes, probably pissed at the way I dismiss everything with a sort of nonchalance. She of all people knows there’s a lot of feeling there.

      “Whatever girl, you keep telling yourself whatever you need to. Your eyes following him every time you’re around him tell a totally different story than the words coming out of your mouth.”

      I want to argue with her as she turns her back on me, but it’s not worth it. She knows me better than I know myself most of the time.

      Turning around I notice my mom sitting at one of the bar top tables we have around the room. She’s by herself, which is unusual. Typically, she and my dad are attached at the hip. Feeling a little down, I walk over to her, pull myself up into the high chair, and lean my shoulder against hers.

      “Hey, Momma.”

      She puts her arm around me, running her hand up and down my arm. “Haven’t seen you around here lately.”

      I cut my eyes at her. “Scenery tends to be a bit confusing sometimes.”

      Her laugh is loud, louder than the people around us. “Love always is, sweetheart.”

      “Who said anything about love?”

      This time she cuts her eyes toward me and takes a drink of the rum and Coke she’s fond of in front of her. “I saw you outside with Remy. When are you going to let it go, Tate?”

      She’s the only person besides Addie who knows what happened last year. It’d taken me three weeks, but I’d ended up on the screened-in back porch Mom and I spent so many afternoons and evenings together, crying to her about loving Remy and how I fucked up by sleeping with a guy who didn’t give a shit about me. She’d held me, let me cry, and told me all about the father of my half-brother and half-sister. Everybody makes
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