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A promise is a promise is a promise... 

Lily James has two loves outside of her family... Maverick Quinn and ballet. She’s a Dogs of Fire Motorcycle Club princess who has found her prince. But when faced with an agonizing truth, she must decide whether to pursue her dreams or protect the one she loves.

Maverick Quinn knows what he wants in life, and it all starts and ends with Lily James. He’s loved her since he was a boy and his love has only grown with age, but when she walks out of his life without warning, he questions their entire relationship.

When a threat from inside her family comes to light, he makes the ultimate sacrifice, because a promise is a promise is a promise.

​

For Brett

You have always been the inspiration for Maverick and I love your super pretty face! You’re a hell of a nice guy too... 

​
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Lily

A BLOODY NOSE.

Never in my wildest thoughts did I ever imagine something as simple as a bloody nose would be the beginning of the end of “Liverick.” We were forever. 

I had just started my senior year of high school at the Arts school in Vancouver, Washington, and my boyfriend, Maverick, was off fulfilling his first year of a full-ride athletic scholarship playing football for Notre Dame. It was our first time away from each other, and we were miserable. But we’d concluded it was just one year. I’d join him the following year, and we’d be back on track. There was never any talk of me not moving to Indiana to be close to him, even my parents were on board. If I didn’t get in, then I’d go somewhere else close to Mav. After all, we’d been together since I was five and he was six. This was it for us. 

Well, until... 

It was a Wednesday. It was raining, and school had sucked. Ballet, however, had almost made up for my crappy day, but I was still late. I ran through the front door, yelling, “Hi, Mom, bus was late, sorry, gotta call Mav,” and rushed up to my room, powering up my laptop. Our black lab, Rex, followed, so I greeted him quickly. I peeled off my wet clothes and changed into dry pajamas while I tried to connect the video call. This was new for me... Maverick’s home was right next door, and our bedroom windows faced each other, but for now, I was relegated to seeing him on a screen. It sucked.

Maverick answered on the second buzz. “Hey, gorgeous.”

“Hi, Möosh.”

He chuckled. I’d given Maverick that nickname one night when we’d been out at Frenchman’s Bar, lying on a blanket and making out like crazy. He was always saying the sweetest things, and I always found it funny how the men in my sphere of influence were the romantic ones, while the women... not so much.

“You’re so mushy,” I said, kissing him.

“It’s because I love you.”

“So because I’m not as mushy, I don’t love you?” I challenged.

He grinned, the crater on his left cheek melting me. Seriously tall and muscular with longish dark hair, blue eyes, and dimples, Maverick Quinn was the hottest guy on earth. He’d always reminded me a little of Superman. You’d never guess he was the son of a badass motorcycle club member, being way more jock than biker... but I suppose, you could say that about me as well. I was far more ballerina than biker chick. 

“Mom and Dad are the same way,” he pointed out. “So are your parents.”

“This is true.” I giggled as he squeezed me. “I do love how you get all mushy, and then you smoosh me, though. They just make out and play ass grab with each other. It’s weird.” I craned my head to look up at him. “But you’re totally my moosh.”

Maverick laughed. “What the hell?”

“I’m over ‘babe’ and ‘honey’ and ‘sweetie.’ From this point on, you’re my moosh.”

“You already picked ‘Liverick.’”

“Well, we couldn’t be Maly... that’s just silly.”

He shook his head. “Well, if I’m your moosh, I want something cool. Something with umlauts in the spelling or some shit like that... like a bad European rock band.”

I giggled. “Like m-ü-s-h?”

“Nuh-uh. I want m-ö-o-s-h. The second umlaut is silent.”

I laughed so hard, I snorted, which was always Mav’s goal. 

“How was dance?” he asked, bringing me back to the present.

“It was really good, actually. Your mom’s kicking my butt.”

“As she should.”

I sighed. “She wants me to do a showcase for the Rose City Dance Company.”

He leaned forward. “And what did you say?”

Maverick knew how much I hated attention... good or bad. I was naturally shy and tended to stay in the background whenever possible. “I said I’d think about it.”

He gave me a gentle smile. “Just tell her no, baby. She’ll understand.”

“Outside of the fact there could be scholarship money, I don’t want to hurt her feelings.”

“Lil,” he said, his voice a gentle admonishment. “You won’t hurt her feelings. She’s asked before, right?”

I nodded.

“She’ll get it, baby doll.”

“I’ll tell her tomorrow,” I promised. “You’re playing Duke this weekend, right?”

“Yep.” He shrugged. “But I’m ready.”

“I know you are.” Maverick was not one to talk about game day this close to game day, so I changed the subject. “I miss you.”

“I miss you, too. Less than six weeks and I’ll be home for Thanksgiving.”

“I’m crossing the days off my calendar.”

“Me too, baby.” He leaned forward. “Lil, your nose is bleeding.”

I touched my lip, and my hand came away with blood. “Oh, gross. Hold on.” I rushed into the bathroom attached to my bedroom and grabbed a washcloth. Rex followed inside and sat beside me as I got the cloth wet. 

“Press it against your upper lip, just under your nose,” Maverick directed from the computer. “Apply lots of pressure.”

I kept my head tilted back slightly and sat back down at my desk, peering at Maverick around the bloody washcloth. “So video sex probably wouldn’t be attractive right now, huh?”

Maverick laughed, shaking his head. “If your dad heard you say that, he’d have my balls.”

I grinned. “He doesn’t know about us... you know.”

“I’m sure he suspects.”

“I’m sure he doesn’t,” I countered in a whisper. There’s no way my dad suspected we were doing the nasty because if he did, Maverick probably wouldn’t be able to walk, let alone play football.

Maverick and I had waited a long time to have sex... well, a long time by teenage standards, really. It was my seventeenth birthday, and we’d been given permission to take my dad’s boat out for the day alone, provided we were home in time for the big blowout party my parents had planned. 

The whole day had been one of dreams. We’d made love, swam a little, and then made love some more. After that, I found it difficult to keep my hands off him. Everything with Maverick was always perfect, and I couldn’t wait until we could find time to be together again. 

Maverick smiled. “Well, I’m not telling anyone.”

“Me neither.”

“How’s your nose?”

I pulled the washcloth away. “Seems good. That was weird.”

“Probably allergies.”

I nodded. “Probably.”

“I have to go grab dinner with the guys. I’ll text you later, okay?”

“Okay, Möosh,” I said, but it wasn’t okay. I wanted to keep talking to him. 

He smiled. “I miss you, too, baby doll.”

“I know.”

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

“I’ll text you before I fall asleep,” he promised.

He disconnected the video call, and I headed downstairs. Hunter, my eleven-year-old brother, was in the family room, playing some Disney Infinity game with Case, my nine-year-old brother, so I patted their heads (they did not like to be interrupted during playtime) and walked into the kitchen. Rex was attached to my side, so I once again laid my hand on his head.

“Hi, Mom.”

Payton wasn’t my biological mom, but she’d adopted me when she and my dad had gotten married. She was my mom in all the ways that counted, especially considering my bio mom was a druggy and total waste of space.

“Hey, honey. How was school?”

I wrinkled my nose. “Um, totally sucky.”

“Because it’s school or for a specific reason?” she asked, sliding some kind of pie into the oven.

“Because it’s school.”

“Sorry, babe.” She opened the fridge. “I grabbed that cheese you like. Want some?”

“Yes, please.”

She handed me the wedge of Beecher’s Flagship Cheddar.

“Thanks.”

I had a small obsession with cheese. Okay, maybe not so small—but mostly because I had to have it every day. I had a few things I was passionate about and tended to also be vocal about them. Along with my obsession with cheese, I’d always wanted to visit Charleston, South Carolina. I was a sucker for antebellum mansions and American history, and it had always been a dream to explore the East Coast and the South. I’m not sure why I focused on Charleston so much, because several other places were rich in American history, but Charleston had always been my dream. Mom always said I was born at the wrong time in the wrong place. I should have been born in the 1800s and lived through the hoop skirt era.

“Cass asked me to do that showcase,” I said as I broke a piece of deliciousness off the triangle.

“I know. She told me,” Mom admitted. “It’s five thousand, baby girl.”

“No pressure,” I grumbled.

“I am sympathetic to your stage fright and the discomfort you feel having people watch you, but if you can put that aside and are chosen, it’s a nice chunk toward school.”

“What if I’m not chosen? Then I would have done all of that for nothing.”

“Valid argument,” Mom conceded. “But the likelihood of you not being chosen is pretty low.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“That’s all we ask. You know, the collective ‘we.’ The mom and dad who work hard to pay for a great education... those two. The ones who could use a five-thousand-dollar break?”

I giggled. “I hear you.”

“I appreciate that.” 

“Are you making a peach pie?” I asked, changing the subject.

She grinned. “I am. Your dad requested it.”

I clapped my hands. “I love your peach pie.”

She waggled her eyebrows. “So does your dad.”

“Okay, gross. I did not need to know that.”

“How’s Maverick?” Mom asked with a laugh.

I sighed. “Not here.”

“I’m sorry, honey. This has got to feel like forever, huh?”

I nodded. I loved this about my mom. She never minimized how I felt or told me things like, “It’s only a year, or a few weeks, or whatever.” She let me cry on her shoulder and validated every emotion, distracting me when things got really tough. 

I heard her gasp and then a towel was pressed against my face. “Your nose is bleeding,” she said.

“Oh, yeah, that happened when I was talking to Mav,” I said. “It stopped for a bit. It’s probably just allergies.” I held the towel against my lip again and waited.

“Maybe. I’m going to have Macey take a look. If she thinks it’s allergies, then I won’t rush you to the emergency room wrapped in bubble wrap.”

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t help my smile. Macey was Mom’s best friend and a registered nurse. She used to work in the emergency room at the hospital but started working in labor and delivery part-time after she had babies. Mom called her about everything more serious than a hangnail. It was the running joke, but Macey was really good at her job and could usually tell if an ailment was something minor or if a doctor needed to do tests, so everyone trusted her.

I heard the garage door go up and then Dad walked in, throwing his leather jacket and cut in the closet. My dad, Alex ‘Hawk’ James, was Treasurer of the Dogs of Fire Motorcycle Club, and tonight was their club meeting, which they referred to as “Church.”

“Hey, baby girl,” he said and hugged me as he walked into the kitchen, nodding toward the towel. “What’s up with that?”

“Hi, Daddy. Allergies, I think.”

He released me and pulled Mom in for a grosser than normal public display of affection, which I avoided by turning around and looking outside. So much for my opinion they didn’t smoosh. In my need to avoid the PDA, I almost stepped on Rex who still hadn’t left my side. I settled my hand on his head again as I kept pressure on my nose with the other.

“You call Mace?” Dad asked Mom.

“She’s coming over to borrow a dress, so she can look at Lily then.”

“Gonna go say hi to the boys.”

“Okay, baby,” Mom said.

Dad headed out of the kitchen, and I faced Mom again. “What time’s Macey going to be here?”

“I think she and Dallas are swinging by around nine.”

“Okay. I have some homework, so I’ll work on that before dinner.”

“Sounds good.”

I made my way upstairs and started on my homework. Dinner was pretty uneventful, the peach pie was divine, and then my world imploded.

Macey didn’t think it was allergies.

Macey was right.
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Lily

Two weeks later... 

“I CAN’T TELL him,” I argued.

“Why not?” Mom asked.

“Because he’ll give up everything he’s worked for in order to be with me during chemo!” I snapped. “And what if I die? He’ll have wasted his whole fucking life for no reason!”

Tears streamed down Mom’s face. My aunt Kayla (Dad’s sister), dropped her head in her hands and swore. Luckily, this argument was happening while Dad was at Church. No one knew about my diagnosis outside of the four of us and Macey... not even my brothers. Chemo started in two weeks, so we’d have to tell them then, but for now, I wanted it kept secret until I could figure out how to handle the Maverick situation.

“Don’t do something this dumb,” Kayla said. “You’ll regret it.”

“Kay, I have to,” I said. I felt sick. The thought of going through chemo without Maverick almost broke me, but the thought of him giving up everything to be by my side gave me a deeper resolve. Whether or not my life was over, I refused to subject him to that uncertainty. 

“I get that you feel that way, honey,” Mom whispered. “But I don’t think you need to go to that extreme.”

“I think I do,” I countered.

“This is probably the hardest thing you’ll ever have to deal with, honey,” Mom said. “He’ll want to be there for you... you’ll want him there for you.”

“Mama, he’ll stop his whole life for me. You know he will. I just can’t let him do that.” I bit my lip. “I have to break up with him.”

“That boy is gonna lose his fucking mind,” Kayla ground out.

Mom shook her head. “I wish I could give you some sage advice and make all of this better. Are you sure you want to do this?”

Kayla just groaned.

“When he comes home, he’ll want to see me,” I continued. “I’ll probably be bald, or look like some kind of ugly molting bird, which will give away the fact that I’m dying, and then he’s going to freak out and be the good guy and quit college in order to be with his dying girlfriend. No. If I dump him—really break his heart—then he’ll move on, play harder than he’s ever played, get drafted for the NFL, win a hundred Super Bowls, and be happy.” 

“I thought he wanted to be a vet,” Kayla argued. 

“If he makes it to the NFL, he won’t need to be a vet,” I snapped.

Mom burst into tears and shook her head. “Okay, first, you’re not going to die, and I swear to God, if you say that in front of your dad, I will slap you! Second, I think you’re overestimating Maverick’s ability to overcome a broken heart. Third, if you say you’re going to die one more time, I’m going to go postal on your ass.”

I sighed and pulled her in for a hug. “I’m sorry.”

She held me tight. “You’re forgiven.”

“I have to do this, Mom.”

“What about Poppy?” Kayla challenged.

Poppy was my closest friend next to Maverick. She was also our neighbor, and her dad was a Dog, so that could pose a problem. “She and Maverick don’t talk, so it’s not like he’ll find out from her, and as long as Dad doesn’t say anything to Hatch and you don’t say anything to Maisie, I think we can keep the secret. Poppy won’t rat me out, Mom.”

Mom let out a resigned sigh. “Honey, we’ll support you in whatever you need. But I’m going on record to say I don’t think this is a good idea.”

“Me too,” Kayla said.

“Noted.” I brushed away my own tears and nodded. “But I have to protect him. I love him too much to let him throw everything away.”

Mom raised her hands in surrender, and then she and Kayla left me alone. I mapped out my plan for Operation Save Maverick’s Future, and after calming myself and putting on a little makeup, I powered up my computer and made a call.

* * *
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Maverick

I had just stepped out of the shower when the call sounded. I grinned. God, I missed my girl. I sat in front of my laptop and answered. “Hey, beautiful.”

“Hey.”

I frowned. Lily didn’t look happy. “What’s wrong?”

“I have something to tell you and... well, I...”

“Just tell me, baby.”

“I’ve kind of met someone,” Lily said.

“Yeah? Made a new friend?”

She shook her head. “No. I’ve met a guy. Someone I’m really attracted to. He asked me out, and I kind of want to go, but I didn’t want to cheat, so I...”

My heart raced. “You want my fucking permission to go out with another guy?”

“Well, no. I’m thinking that if I’m feeling this way about someone else, you and I should probably break up.”

“Who the fuck is he?”

“You don’t know him.”

“What’s his fucking name, Lil?”

“Brad,” she whispered. “He just transferred into my school, and we’ve been talking.”

I dragged my hands down my face. She was messing with me. I forced a laugh. “Nice one, Lil. Stop messing around.”

“Maverick, I’m really sorry. Seriously. I didn’t mean for this to happen. I really hope you’ll understand.” She wiped tears away from her cheeks. “I need to go help Mom with dinner. Please don’t hate me,” she begged and hung up.

I sat staring at my screen for several minutes, my stomach churning, and my heart shattering. I couldn’t wrap my brain around any of it. We had plans. There was no way in hell some asshat named Brad was gonna mess up those plans. I grabbed my phone and called the only person I knew I could talk to about it.

“Hey, buddy,” my dad said after one ring.

“Hey, Dad.”

Carter ‘Ace’ Quinn wasn’t my biological father. Ace and Hawk were officers in the Dogs of Fire MC, and Ace had adopted me when he’d married my mom, Cassidy.

“You doin’ okay?”

“Lily just dumped me.”

“What the fuck?” my dad retorted. “Hold on. Gonna go somewhere away from the kids.”

I had a younger brother, Liam, and younger sister, Tillie. Liam was almost ten, and Tillie was almost eight.

“Okay, tell me everything.”

I filled my father in on the conversation and tried my best to keep it together. 

“I’ll talk to Hawk,” my dad said.

“Dad, I’m not some twelve-year-old girl who needs my daddy to fix this.”

My dad sighed. “Still your dad, bud. Kinda feel the need to.”

“I know, but I’m going to let this ride out for a week or two. Lily’s smart. She’s probably just missing me and having a moment of insanity. Let her go out with this Brad pussy. She’ll figure out who the real man is and come crawling back.”

“I’ll talk to your mom. See if she can find out what’s going on.”

“Do not get Mom involved,” I insisted. “Not yet, anyway.”

My dad chuckled. “Okay, bud. Got your back.”

“Thanks, Dad.”

We chatted a bit about football and classes and then hung up. I felt better and was ready to wait out Lily and whatever emotional crisis she was dealing with... well, I was ready for about a day. But when she changed her social media status and started posting pics of her kissing some asshole who wasn’t me, I was no longer Zen. 

I was enraged. I forced aside my pain and anguish and focused on the pure, unadulterated hatred I felt, which served me well on the field. Not so much in my interpersonal relationships, but by the time I was due to return home for Thanksgiving, I didn’t really give a fuck about anyone, or anything, anymore.
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Lily

I LEANED OVER the bucket and puked for the umpteenth time, groaning at the pain in my stomach as I sat back in the hospital bed. I was on day three of my five-day chemo regimen, and it sucked. Dad was at Church; I didn’t know how he was keeping all of this from his “brothers,” but he’d made me a promise not to breathe a word. And when Dad made a promise, he kept it.

I’d had no contact with Maverick over the past few weeks. I’d roped Brad (who was very, very gay) into posing as my boyfriend for social media purposes because I knew Maverick would see the pics and rage. I also knew, because of said rage, he wouldn’t delve into it too much further because he didn’t really know anyone at my school. Maverick didn’t text me, and I didn’t text him, so Liverick was officially over.

His mom, Cassidy, was a problem, however. Admittedly, I didn’t plan that part out well. Cassidy was my dance instructor and, although the ballet session hadn’t started yet, she still gave me private lessons. I’d had to “break up” with her as well, and that was almost as hard as breaking up with Maverick. She’d been sweet, and I knew she wanted to know why—the real reason—but she didn’t press, and I loved her more for it.

Poppy was a trooper, as I knew she would be. She didn’t talk about it with any of our other friends at the club; she just played dumb. She wasn’t a liar, so she just directed people to ask me if they wanted to know anything. I, on the other hand, just stayed away.

Mom settled a cool washcloth on my forehead and handed me a clean vomit bag.

“Thanks,” I whispered.

“I’m going to get you some stronger nausea stuff. I’ll be right back.” She left the room, returning quickly with Martha, my day nurse, who plunged a needle into my IV. My stomach calmed, and I took a ragged breath.

“Better?” Martha asked.

“Yes. Thanks,” I said.

“Good. Don’t be a hero, honey, okay? You need more, you let me know.” Martha patted my arm. “I’ll get you some Sprite.”

I nodded and closed my eyes. I couldn’t help myself from thinking back to Thanksgiving. Maverick didn’t come home, and I’d been both sad and relieved. His parents said he’d had a big game, so they went to him, but I knew his schedule, and knew that wasn’t true. That was okay, though, since it meant I didn’t have to pretend to be happy and healthy, but at the same time, I ached to see him. I wanted to make sure he was okay. 

We’d spent the holiday with Mom’s parents, and we made the choice not to tell the family until after the holiday was over. I was glad because Thanksgiving was always so fun with all the cousins, and I really didn’t want it ruined. I wasn’t sure how I was going to get through Christmas, but for now, at least, I had one happy holiday to help sustain me for a few weeks.

“How’s my girl?”

I opened my eyes to see my grandma, and I gave her a tired smile. “I’m good, Grams.”

“How’s my other one?” She hugged my mom.

“I’m okay, Mom.”

Grandma leaned over and kissed my cheek. “Only you could go through chemo and still look like a supermodel.”

I giggled. “Thanks, Grams.”

That was my grandma to a T. Always positive. She looked like a supermodel herself. She was in her sixties and looked more Christie Brinkley than typical grandma. Granddad called her his G.I.L.F. (Grandma I’d like to... well, you get the picture). It was both sweet and gross at the same time.

“Boys okay?” Mom asked.

Hunter and Case were with Granddad for the day.

“All good, honey. Your dad took them fishing after school.” Grandma sat on the chair beside Mom’s and set her purse on the counter. “They’ll be exhausted by the time he drops them home.”

“Perfect.”

“How’s Hawk holding up?” Grandma asked.

“He’s doing okay,” Mom lied.

“No, he’s not,” I countered, keeping my eyes closed. The light hurt, and I was tired, but I couldn’t quite sleep yet.

“No, he’s not,” Mom agreed. “He wasn’t going to go to Church tonight, but he’s got to keep up appearances for the moment, so he’ll be here in a few hours.”

“All this deception over a boy,” Grandma mused.

“Grams, he’s not just any boy.” I tried to keep the irritation out of my voice, but I didn’t think I succeeded.

“I get it, honey,” she said, but I wasn’t sure she really did.

“You should try and rest, Lil,” Mom said. “Grams and I’ll just hang out and be quiet while you do.”

I felt like she was saying that as more of a warning to my grandmother than anything, but I appreciated it just the same. Now that the nausea had subsided, I was able to fall into a dream-filled sleep.

* * *
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Twelve years ago... 

“Ow!” I cried out. Ethan Walker was squeezing my arm really hard. He kept trying to kiss me, but I didn’t want him to... He was gross. I was in kindergarten, and Maverick and I were at the same after-school program, but we hadn’t been here long. So far, I didn’t really like it very much, but at least, Maverick was with me. I had just turned five, and he said he was there to protect me.

“Let go of her!” Maverick demanded and rushed up to him.

Ethan squeezed harder. 

“Stop!” I screamed. My arm burned.

Maverick hit him, but Ethan wouldn’t let go. Even though Ethan had a bloody nose, he just held me tighter.

“Maverick,” I begged with a whimper.

Maverick wrapped his arm around Ethan’s throat and held him until Ethan let go of my arm. I wiped the tears out of my eyes and watched as Maverick dropped Ethan on the floor. He was asleep.

Maverick pulled me in for a hug. “Are you okay?”

“I’m okay, Mav,” I whispered.

Ethan groaned and slowly sat up.

“What’s going on?” Ms. Smith demanded. “Maverick! What did you do?”

“He was hurting Lily,” Maverick said with a scowl. “He wouldn’t let her go.”

“All of you, come with me.”

After Ms. Smith had made sure Ethan was okay, she led all three of us down to the director’s office where they promptly called our parents. 

“You go sit over there.” Maverick shoved Ethan into the chair by the window then came and sat next to me, keeping himself between Ethan and me.

Our parents arrived, and my dad looked really mad. Madder than I’d ever seen him. The lady who ran the daycare left Maverick and me with Ethan while she took our parents into her office.

“What the hell happened to your face?” an angry man’s voice growled.

I peered around Maverick to see Ethan staring up at a big old fat guy. The fat guy scowled at Maverick. “Did
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