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      Des Nations. Mac. He has to win because anything less is unacceptable.

      Angie is from the enemy’s camp and Mac’s chivalry lands her smack in the middle of his life. She doesn’t believe she’s good enough to fit in and maybe her choices prove her right.

      With his dad's health in question and a team spot on the Des Nations tour, Mac doesn't have time for the spunky Angie to get in his way. But when she ends up needing a knight, he can't help but hope she'll want him for more than aid in her distress.

      Mac makes the mistake of trusting her and his heart, learning secrets which hurt more than just his career. Can they ride off together in the sunset or will both of their losses block their chances at love?
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      Mac

      Heathrow Airport was like a small city. People of so many nationalities and with varying goals milled around the shop fronts or rushed from terminal to terminal. Some sat on benches while they hurriedly ate or talked on the phones. A line of irritated men and women leading into the restrooms was the only thing worth avoiding on the main level.

      The only thing missing as far as Mac was concerned was a motocross track. He could do without the stores and the banks and the multiple resting areas. But then again, Mac wasn’t the biggest fan of anything that wasn’t racing oriented.

      His stomach growled. Reaching into his pocket, he jangled the Euro coins he had left over from his racing trip. There wasn’t a lot of time in between his flights but he could fit in ten minutes or so to shove something in his face.

      As much as he loved the treats his mom sent him, he couldn’t live on junk food alone – no matter how much he wanted to.

      Coming to a stop by a sandwich shop, he winced as his duffel bag clanged against his knee. The dang strap was too long and he needed to fix it when he had a spare moment.

      Breakfast that morning had been in Frankfurt and he hadn’t eaten since. His stomach growled again, attesting to his hunger. “I get it. I get it.” He muttered to no one in particular.

      Best bet would be to stay away from the traditional fare pubs on the south side of the airport. Last time he’d been through there, he’d accidentally ordered haggis and he hadn't been able to eat for a couple days. Nothing against English food, but the texture of the haggis he’d had reminded him of curdled milk. Instead of the sour taste, it had reminded him of a very iron-based liver.

      Thinking about it made him wince. He couldn’t do that again.

      A sandwich it would be. And fries. Nothing better than fries.

      Mac ordered a pita with chicken and so many other things the pita itself was splitting on the sides. He said fries a couple times and then remembered chips was the correct English term. The girl didn’t give him a hard time, instead she smiled and watched him as he walked toward a table.

      While she was cute enough, she wasn’t his type – obsessed with dirt bikes and not afraid to tell him like it was. Being a world-renowned champion racer had its perks, but for the most part, people weren’t really themselves around him.

      Grabbing a seat by the railing, Mac adjusted his baseball cap and leaned into his meal. He liked to watch people, as long as he wasn't recognized.

      On his home turf, he loved being recognized. Who wouldn’t love beautiful girls asking you to sign their various body parts because you are were on billboards and in magazines and commercials?

      Being abroad, Mac wore his hat low and his hoodies baggy. He didn't even wear his sponsor products, because he didn't want to bring attention to himself.

      Euro fans weren’t very forgiving to United States racers. They were loyal to their countrymen which Mac respected more than he could report in any interview.

      Hunched over his place setting, he took a bite of the pita, pulling away with sprouts dangling from his mouth. Thank goodness there weren’t any cute girls around.

      Just then, he looked up and, of course, met the startling green eyes of a very beautiful woman. Her long blonde hair had been French-braided down her back with long fringe style bangs that she tucked behind her ears. Small gold studs twinkled from petite earlobes.

      Green wasn’t the right color of her eyes. They were more like a cross between green and blue and deeper than the ocean.

      Mac caught her staring at him and he froze, his mouth half open for his next bite.

      The woman glanced away from him, pink claiming her smooth pale cheeks. She tapped a small stack of papers on her palm and made a point of not looking his way again. Turning, she faced away from him, her braid whipping with her movement and her yoga pants showing the curves of her backside and legs.

      Lunch and a very enticing view.

      Mac lowered his pita and grabbed a napkin to wipe his mouth off. Why did that always have to happen to him? He put the napkin down and hid behind the bill of his hat.

      He lacked the general suaveness Blake and JT seemed to have in spades. He apparently had to eat like a pig in front of a beautiful girl. Classic Mac.

      His phone buzzed in his pocket, pulling his embarrassment away from his situation. He’d probably never see her again, anyway. Shifting to the side, he pulled his phone out and glanced at the screen. His sister, Eva’s profile picture flashed on the phone.

      Tilting a water bottle to the side, he drank out of the corner of his mouth so he didn’t glub-glub on the phone. “Hey, sis, what's up?” Putting down the drink, Mac ignored the sandwich on the basket-style tray and opted instead for a French fry dipped in ketchup. He swirled it around the red sauce and munched a couple before Eva finally spoke.

      “Malcolm,” Eva's voice was drenched in tears. She dragged in a loud breath, as if gasping for air.

      His sister never cried. Mac stilled. His chewing slowed. Eva never used his full name unless things were extremely, extremely serious. “What’s going on? Just tell me.” Don’t drag it out. Most likely she and Blake had gotten in a fight. They were about due. They couldn’t be in a state of perfect bliss forever… could they?

      “Dad… Did you… Did you know he has stage-four pancreatic cancer? I think that's what it's called. I just saw the note from the doctor. Did you know about this? Did you know he's not going to get treatment? I tried calling you a couple times this last week but kept getting a roaming signal.” Her words tumbled through the connection, landing around him on the floor of a far-off place more than a huge ocean away where he couldn't do anything about any of it.

      “I just turned roaming on.” Mac’s tongue felt like a dry brick, sucking the moisture out of his mouth and throat. Everything had a scratchy feel to it.

      The bite he had taken curdled in his stomach. Mac sat back, the rungs of the seat digging into his bunched back muscles.

      All his thoughts of the beautiful girl escaped his mind. He focused on his sister and what she was trying to tell him about his family. He spoke slowly, staring at the table. “Eva, calm down. What are you talking about? Dad doesn’t have cancer. He's just been a little sick, lately. Remember? That's why you were supposed to go in and take him to the doctor. What quack did you take him to?” Mac's fear turned swiftly to anger. There was always an answer. There was always a way to fix things or prevent things. The best way to be prophylactic was to be on top of it, stay ahead of the game.

      Eva had not been on top of it.

      At the same time, though, Mac knew deep down none of it was Eva's fault. Dad was a big boy. If he could manage two major careers, help out two other major careers, and still run the family, he could certainly get himself to the doctor. Dad didn’t need to be babied. Unless he did.

      Eva’s tears abated enough she could spit out the first few words in her retort. “I didn't do anything wrong. I got him to the doctor, Mac. This is the result. They took a bunch of blood, did a bunch of scans. I've been taking him to a specialist every day this week, sometimes two or three in one day. He’s too far along. They won’t even attempt surgery.” She sniffed, her despondency returning. “They offered chemo, and some kind of radiation thing to slow stuff down, but they said something about quality of life? I don’t know what it all means. Kelsey has been at school all week. JT said she’d help us understand everything next week.”

      The burden was heavy on her, and she started to cry hard. “I can’t get… a hold of Mom. She's… still on the cruise with… her sisters. Middle of the ocean and no reception… What do I do? I haven’t been told… how long he has.”

      Mac closed his eyes, leaning forward to brace his forearms on the table. He hung his head, making a silent plea to whoever in the galaxy would listen to him. “You’re okay. You’re doing good. I'll be home by tomorrow morning. I'll get there, okay? Mom’s cruise is supposed to return tonight or tomorrow morning, too. Keep trying to get her. Make sure he’s comfortable and I’ll get there soon. I’ll take care of this.” He set his jaw. No matter what it took, he’d change the circumstances. Mac never left things outside of his control for long.

      Eva’s sobbing turned to sniffles. “Okay. I'll let Blake know. He's torn up, too. I'll see you soon. Love you.”

      “Love you, too.” Mac hung up slowly. He was glad Eva had Blake. The man had been Mac's brother for all intents and purposes during the best of times. When they fought, they were relegated to just best-friends.

      Not too long ago, Blake and Eva had finally admitted their feelings for each other. Feelings that Mac, JT, and the whole rest of the Hudson family had already known about for years. It had taken Mac's interference to get them together. Something the rest of the family said would never happen.

      The doctors could say Dad was going to die and that he wasn’t treatable all they wanted. When Mac got home, he’d find the answer and make it happen. It’s what he did.

      He didn’t consider the alternative an option. Until he found the answer, though, what were they going to do? As far as Mac was aware stage IV was bad. He didn't know all the stages, but just the big C-word was enough to make his heart pound a little faster.

      Checking the time on his phone, he tucked it hurriedly back into his pocket and stood from his seat. He'd only planned on taking a few minutes to eat. Now, though, he wasn't even hungry after the conversation with his sister.

      Mac tossed the basket of food into the garbage, upset about the waste but unable to force anything else down. He dragged one last drink from the water bottle and tucked it into the side pocket of his bag.

      His duffel hit him in the knee as he picked it up.
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        * * *

      

      Claiming his ticket-assigned seat by the window, Mac pulled his earphones out of another side pocket of his duffel, and looped them around his neck. As soon as the stewardess gave the okay, he planned on pulling out his iPod and listening to his favorite tunes. Flying wasn’t his favorite, but he did what he had to do for the job.

      And the job. He was a lucky man to be able to do what he loved and get paid for it. Entertaining people was one thing – riding a dirt bike, catching air, being in front of the world as he excelled further and further and further was more than a dream come true.

      Mac Hudson got paid to play.

      Covered in a gray overcast, London didn’t care that Mac was leaving or that his father was sick and could be dying. The ever-present rain made it difficult to see the beautiful greenery Mac knew was there. The entire island had constant access to water which showed itself in its green foliage and aged trees.

      One of the first people on the plane, he’d allowed himself to be distracted with thoughts of his father. He’d embarked and claimed his seat before the other people in his row had arrived. He couldn’t drag his eyes away from the small window by his shoulder.

      The row he’d been assigned sat just in front of the wing and most of his view was filled with the large, white, accordion-style on-ramp. The emergency exit wasn’t by him either.

      He didn't bother looking away from his reflection in the glass as the rest of the plane’s occupants filed inside and packed their carry-ons in the luggage compartments overhead. He stared out the window, avoiding the gaze of his own reflection. He looked too much like his dad. He didn’t need to have a meltdown before the flight even left the tarmac.

      A garbled message from the pilot instructed the passengers to keep their blah blah blah in their blah blahs. Mac tuned in and out to the redundant message. He got it, put on the mask, breathe, whatever.

      He rested his elbow on the armrest and leaned away from the person next to him. Folding his arm across his waist, he angled himself closer to the window. Why hadn’t they left yet? Mac needed to get home. The nausea hadn’t left… not since he’d hung up with Eva.

      If he wasn’t careful, he was going to get sick. A guy didn’t have to be diabetic for low blood sugar to get to him. At least that’s what his dad always said.

      The plane moved slowly away from the airport. Drops of rain on the glass didn’t make it easier to see as they moved along the runway, faster and faster until they jerked up into the air.

      Mac closed his eyes. The heady ascension was never his favorite, but he preferred thinking about that then the possibility that the news about his dad might be right. He’d rather dwell in denial and demand that the information was incorrect.

      The possibility that the doctors had gotten false positives wasn’t unrealistic.

      For the Hudsons, it wouldn't be the first time.

      Two years back, Mac’s mom came home and said she’d been diagnosed as pregnant again. She’d just announced it over dinner, with her hand in Brian’s and his eyes wide like he’d been slammed over the head with a frying pan.

      Eva had stared at them both and Mac had snorted while eating his spaghetti. Blake had drunk some pop and watched the family with a curious tilt to his eyebrows.

      Everyone had gone through
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