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DEDICATION






Well I’m going, with or
without you.

~ Brave Little Toaster






For me, the one who never
thought this could happen to begin with, much less a reboot.
<finger guns> Proved ya wrong!.







Contents

Before the Road

Roadside Assistance

Testing the Edges

Finding His Feet

Trouble Brewing

The Breaking Point

New Home, New Life












ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

 


Welp, I’m back, sorta.

There are few things more humbling
than running straight into the fraility of ones own body. After a
year and a half, I’m not really back, no matter how much I want it
to be true.

Between the various and many
falls, surgeries, illnesses, concussion/TBI, and broken bones, 2023
and 2024 are my years to forget.

Because of <gestures
vaguely> all that, and the residual effects of the TBI, it meant
working on this story was two steps forward, five steps back. But
we persevered, me and Irish and Ellen, because this tale may have
started as a short story in an anthology, but it has been brought
to life as a novella one hard-fought sentence at a time.

And here we all are, the three
of us, hoping that readers love the story and characters. Not gonna
lie, there’s more nervousness now than with the first ever book,
because I never thought anyone would see that one. This one, I
halfway hope people read it and I halfway hope they don’t. No, I
wholeway hope they do!

This novella was first
published in the anthology 12
Bikers for Christmas, way back in 2022. It’s
been modified, with quite a lot of new content added. If you read
it back then, and still bought this copy, I’m deeply grateful for
your trust and love.

Woofully yours,

~ML







Outlaw Heartstrings

Liam "Irish" Connor and his ride-or-die
brother Lyon Baxter lived for the roar of their bikes and the
freedom of the road as members of the Liars & Fools Motorcycle
Club. Bound by loyalty thicker than blood, the two men shared a
life of wild rides and wilder nights—until a deadly ambush
shattered their world, leaving Irish kneeling in the dirt, his
brother’s blood on his hands.

Haunted by Lyon’s death, Irish sets out on a
pilgrimage to Bozeman, Montana, to pay his respects at his
brother’s grave. But the road has other plans. A blown tire strands
him in the small Wyoming town of Grass Creek, where fate introduces
him to Ellen, a widow with a spark that reignites his soul, and her
spirited daughter, Lucy. As Irish finds himself drawn into the
warmth of a new community, and the arms of a woman who understands
his pain, he faces a choice: cling to the ghosts of his past or
embrace a future that feels like home.

















Before the Road

The North Carolina hills rolled out like a
crumpled blanket under the late summer sun, heat shimmering off the
asphalt where Liam Connor straddled his bike. The engine growled
beneath him, a steady heartbeat syncing with his own, loping along
contentedly. Next to him, Lyon Baxter leaned over his own ride,
fiddling with a carburetor that’d been giving him hell all week.
His grease-streaked hands moved with the confidence of a man who’d
been born to wrench, and his crooked and wild grin flashed up at
Liam.

“Why so glum, Irish? Give me just a couple
more minutes. Fuckin’ thing’s gonna purr like a kitten by the time
I’m done,” Lyon said, wiping sweat from his brow with the back of
his wrist. “Then we’re ridin’ to the coast, brother. Big helpings
of beer, sand, and women. Big. Large helpings. We’ll run the
fortune in that order to start, then turn it around and find more
women. Riding to the coast with your brother. Best way to spend a
weekend.”

Irish chuckled. He killed the bike’s engine
and put down the kickstand. Still sitting on the bike, he rolled a
pebble with the toe of his boot. “You say that every time, Ly. Last
trip, you spent half the night pukin’ up cheap whiskey and the
other half cryin’ about that redhead who wouldn’t give you her
number.”

“Details, man. Details.” Lyon’s laugh was a
bark, sharp and bright, cutting through the humid air. “Point is,
we ride together. Always do.”

That was the truth of it. Lyon had been
Irish’s shadow since they were kids tearing through the backwoods
on beat-up dirt bikes, joined the military together, and then once
discharged, patched into the Liars & Fools MC within a month of
each other. Lyon was the loud one, the reckless one, the one who’d
jump off a bridge just to see if the water was deep enough. Irish
was the steady hand, the one who pulled him back—or jumped in after
him when he couldn’t be stopped. Brothers, not by blood, but by
something thicker.

The day Lyon died, that thickness turned to
tar. It was a run gone wrong. So fucking wrong. They’d been
ambushed by a rival club out on a lonely stretch of highway.
Bullets flew, and Lyon took one to the chest, falling immediately.
In moments Irish’s hands were slick with his brother’s blood. He
ignored the still raging battle as he tried to hold life inside a
body that wouldn’t keep it. “Stay with me, Ly,” he’d begged, voice
cracking like a boy’s. “Hold on, brother.” But Lyon’s grin faded,
his eyes went dull, and Irish was left kneeling in the dirt, a hole
in his soul where his brother used to be.

After Lyon’s death, the club tried to stitch
itself back together, but Irish couldn’t. Every ride felt like a
ghost was tailing him, every laugh a betrayal of the silence Lyon
left behind. His vest hung heavier, the Liars & Fools patch a
weight he wasn’t sure how long he could still carry.

Then came a final and unexpected letter from
Lyon’s mother. He’d been haunting her phone a couple times a week
since Ly passed. The woman was a haughty bitch, and she was in fine
form with this final letter. The delivery of the requested details
was cold as ever, curtly conveying she’d had Lyon’s ashes buried in
Bozeman. Fucking Bozeman. In fucking Montana. Snow and cold nine
months out of the year. Wouldn’t have been Ly’s choice of final
resting places. There’d been no invite to whatever limited
services she’d had for Ly, which hadn’t given Irish a chance to say
a final goodbye, just the curt note. He knew it probably pissed her
off to even include an address. She’d always hated Ly’s life in the
club, her only boy, riding the wind far outside of her controlling
efforts. And she’d always blamed Irish.

Irish stared at that letter for the
hundredth time over the weeks, the paper creasing under his
fingers. He didn’t owe her shit, but he owed Lyon everything. So,
he packed his bags, fueled up Hester, and hit the road. A promise
to his brother, a pilgrimage to lay the demons to rest. He didn’t
know what he’d find out there. Alone. Closure, maybe, or just more
ghosts. But the highway called, and Irish answered, the wind in his
ears drowning out the echo of Lyon’s last laugh.



Roadside Assistance

Irish

“Sonufa…”

Liam Connor, also known as Irish, braked and
cautiously steered the bike towards the narrow shoulder of the
small Wyoming county highway, glad to see it wasn’t too steeply
sloped, at least. The racketing thuds bouncing the bike underneath
his ass were in counterpoint to the thumping of his racing heart.
Nothing like a blowout at highway speeds to get the adrenaline
flowing.

Once safely on the side of the road, he took
a moment to balance the bike between his thighs, noting the way his
body trembled.

“Just watch…next, it’ll be no cell service,”
he grumbled as he thumbed the kill switch and heeled down the
kickstand.

This entire trip had seemed fraught with
issues. Between pop-up rainstorms and a tank of bad gas, he wasn’t
as close to his destination as he’d planned. Longer routes chosen
had something to do with it, but he’d found the closer he drew to
Bozeman, the easier it was to take another break or chase twisty
curves. Now with a blown back tire? At minimum, he was looking at a
wrecker and a shop visit before he’d be able to get back on the
road.

Eyeing the dark clouds scudding along the
horizon, Irish wondered if snow might be the next hurdle. 

He’d known making this trip so close to
Christmas would be a crapshoot on weather conditions, but he wasn’t
going back on his promise of making this trip before New
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