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        Thank you so much for reading my books!

        Thank you so much for following this family from Meant To Be until now, and thank you for being such a support in my life!

      

        

      
        - Laramie
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        If you haven’t read the original Heaven Hill series, I do suggest you do that!

      

        

      
        But if it’s too time intensive for you. Here’s a quick Cliff’s Notes version, just so you know who everyone is!

      

        

      
        The Walker’s/Barnett’s

      

      

      
        	Liam Walker - member of Heaven Hill MC, married to Denise, father to Tatum, adopted father to Drew and Mandy, brother to Roni, best friend to Tyler, grandfather to Justice, Harley, and Walker.

        	Denise Walker - married to Liam, mother to Drew, Mandy, and Tatum, grandmother to Justice, Harley, and Walker.

        	Drew Walker - member of Heaven Hill MC, married to Charity, father to twins Justice and Harley, best friend to Dalton, brother to Mandy and Tatum.

        	Charity Walker - married to Drew, mother to twins Justice and Harley, attorney.

        	Tatum Walker - crushes hard on Remy, daughter to Liam and Denise, sister to Drew and Mandy, aunt to Justice, Harley, and Walker, best friend to Addie.

        	Mandy Barnett - married to Dalton, sister to Drew and Tatum,  mother of Walker

        	Dalton Barnett - Member of Heaven Hill MC, married to Mandy, father to Walker, best friend to Drew.

        	Justice and Harley Walker - twins to Drew and Charity.

        	Walker Barnett - son to Dalton and Mandy.

      

      
        
        The Blackfoot’s

      

      

      
        	Tyler Blackfoot - member of Heaven Hill MC, married to Meredith, father to Caelin, adopted father to Addie, carries a skull mug.

        	Meredith Blackfoot - married to Tyler, mother to Caelin, adopted mother to Addie, runs CRISIS.

        	Addie Blackfoot - adopted daughter of Tyler and Meredith, sister to Caelin, best friend to Tatum.

        	Caelin Blackfoot - son of Tyler and Meredith, brother to Addie

      

      
        
        The Hancock’s

      

      

      
        	Rooster Hancock - member of Heaven Hill MC, former Sheriff’s deputy, married to Roni (Liam’s sister), father to Carter, cousin to Jagger.

        	Roni Hancock - works for Walker’s Wheels, married to Rooster, brother to Liam, mother to Carter.

        	Carter Hancock - son of Rooster and Roni.

      

      
        
        Others

      

      

      
        	Jagger Stone - member of Heaven Hill, married to Bianca, brother to Christine, cousin to Rooster, loves to play music at Wet Wanda’s

        	Bianca Stone - teacher for the Warren County school system, married to Jagger, the life of the party.

        	Layne O’Conner - member of Heaven Hill, ex-military member, married to Jessica.

        	Jessica O’Conner - former Hollywood Starlet turned romance writer, married to Layne.

        	Travis Steele - member of Heaven Hill MC, married to Christine, is a computer expert.

        	Christine Steele - married to Travis, sister to Jagger, runs a salon in Bowling Green.

        	Remington Sawyer - love interest of Tatum, brother to Cash, and prospect of Heaven Hill MC.
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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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        Remy

      

      

      “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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        Tatum

      

      

      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 mistakes she’d said. And here I am, still making them.

      “I don’t know why I’m still holding on to it,” I whisper. “The part of me that believes in fairytales wants one with him.”

      “Bikers who wear leather jackets and work protection for strip clubs sometimes have different ideas of what the fairytale is baby.” She laughs. “My advice to you, because you are totally my child, is to let it happen when it does. You keep pushing him away? One day, Tate, he’s not going to come back. He’s going to listen, and he’s going to hear you loud and clear.”

      Those thoughts are heavy on my mind as I hear a loud cheer come up from the crowd. Jagger is pushing a birthday cake in B’s direction, and his beautiful, clear voice can be heard over everyone else singing “Happy Birthday” to his wife.

      At the end, he sets the cake down, wraps her in his arms, and kisses her passionately while everyone whistles and shouts encouraging words. In the midst of it all, my eyes lock onto Remy’s. We stare at each other, until I feel a shiver against my skin, his gaze heating, telling me with no words that could be us.

      As I turn to face my mom, breaking our stare, I know without a doubt it could be.

      If only we could get our shit together and stop fucking around.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Remy

      

      

      The sound of an alarm calms me, weird I know, but when I hear it in the morning, it reminds me I’m alive. It gives me a sense of a routine. A kind of routine I never had until my brother took control of our lives and custody of me. Before that, I didn’t have any kind of routine. My life was chaos, hunger, and fear.

      After Harper, my sister-in-law, came into our lives, things changed. Cash wasn’t by himself, wasn’t trying to do everything on his own as a young man who had no idea how to take care of a kid like me. Together, even when I rallied against them and fought against their authority, they petitioned a judge and got custody of me. I don’t know how he did it, never asked, but I have a feeling the Heaven Hill MC had something to do with it.

      Nobody has ever said, has ever made me feel as if I’m a charity case, or like I started in the dredges of human waste that I did, and I thank them for that. There are a lot of things about my childhood I choose not to remember, and every single one of those memories involves my mom and dad. In every way that counts, Cash is my dad, and he’s taken care of me better than anyone ever has before. Which is why I’m trying so damn hard to be a man he can be proud of.

      Getting up from the bed, I go about my business, showering, dressing, letting the slight beard I have grow for another day, before I go out into the main room of the clubhouse. Just like any other morning, it’s bustling.

      “Morning, Rem.” Liam tips his coffee cup at me from where he sits at the head of the huge table we have set up.

      Liam is another father figure that came into my life when I wasn’t looking for one. But from what I’ve learned since I’ve patched into Heaven Hill, he’s a father figure to everyone in the club, whether they want him to be or not. He’s their support, their encouragement, and typically a voice of reason.

      “Morning,” I answer back, walking over to the coffee pot and pouring a cup of coffee for myself. I’m not a straight black guy, I like it with more cream and sugar than coffee. It takes longer than I admit for me to fix a cup, but we all have our quirks.

      “You want some coffee with that sugar?” Jagger teases as he watches, eyeing the way I shake it in. If I had to pick anyone here I’m closest to, it’s probably Jagger.

      A few months ago, he found me in the garage by myself, sitting on the couch that Tatum and I had our first and only sexual encounter on, nursing a fifth, and wishing like hell I was someone else than who I am. I honestly don’t remember what I said to him, but I do know the next day I had a text from him, checking to make sure I was okay. Since then, he’s invited me to do things with him and his wife, included me in things I haven’t been included in before, and generally been a friend. I’m more comfortable here now than I’ve ever been.

      “I don’t know how you drink it straight.” I nod toward the cup he has in his hand.

      “Puts hair on your chest.” He takes a drink with a straight face.

      “If that’s the case, I don’t ever want hair on my chest.”

      He laughs loudly as he turns back and walks toward the table. I normally don’t eat breakfast here, for a reason, and I’m reminded of it, as I take in everyone who’s had a seat.

      All the brothers that are here and accounted for have a woman at their side; some of them have kids, too. Looks like even Tatum’s best friend Addie and her brother Caelin have made it over this morning.

      The difference between me and them?

      I’m alone. I have no one at my side. No family other than the people in this room and at a house over in a development about fifteen miles from here. I don’t know my place in life, I haven’t found my spot yet, and it’s a tough fucking place to be.

      “Can you top mine off?” Tyler asks as he sees me put the coffee pot down.

      “Sure.” I make to walk over and grab his cup when Jagger puts a heavy hand on my shoulder.

      “Trust me man, don’t touch the cup.”

      Everyone in the vicinity laughs, but I’m unsure as to why.

      “It’s cursed,” Jagger whispers to me. “Take it from someone who found out the hard way. You do not touch Tyler Blackfoot’s skull mug.”

      “He serious?” I jerk my thumb in his direction as I pose the question to everyone at the table.

      “What do you think?” Tyler eyes me.

      Without a word, I grab the coffee pot, top off the cup, and walk back over to set it down again.

      “See y’all at the shop.” I wave a hand to them as I head out to the garage, taking my to-go cup with me, and hopping on my bike. I got enough shit going on in my life right now, I don’t need to be on the cursed side of Tyler Blackfoot.

      I go take my breakfast where I always do. With Harper.
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      “Just me!” I yell as I make my way into the back of Harper’s bakery. She gets here early, usually around six a.m. to get started for the day.

      “Was wondering when you’d get here.” She pops out from the cooler.

      “Give me that.” I help her with the heavy tub she’s carrying. “Traffic was shitty this morning, sorry I’m a little late.”

      “One day you won’t come here, you’ll have a woman at home cooking for you. I realize that.” She throws a grin my way. “But until then, I’ll gladly have breakfast with you in the morning. That being said, if you’re gonna be late, text me. I worry.” She leans in, giving me a kiss on the cheek.

      “Got it.”

      She reaches into one of her ovens, pulling out the best sausage biscuits I’ve literally ever had in my life.

      “Grab us some drinks, and we’ll eat.”

      I do as she told me to, pulling out her chair as she brings the plates over. As I always do, I moan when I take the first bite of the fluffy biscuit and taste the spice of the special sausage she gets. No one in my life has ever cooked like her, and no one has done it just for me every day. She and I share a bond I’m not sure I can explain to anyone. “How’s it going?”

      She sighs, taking a much less enthusiastic bite of her breakfast, which isn’t like her. “I think Cash and I are going to stop trying for another baby.” Her voice is small, tight, and fucking sad.

      “What? Why?” Cash hasn’t mentioned a word to me, but then again, I haven’t asked. I’ve avoided him for the most part since what happened between Tatum and me. I know his loyalty will always lie with me, but I hate to put him in the middle.

      Tears pool in her eyes. “I got my period this morning. TMI, I know, but we’ve been trying for a year, Rem. Doing everything we’re supposed to do. We didn’t even have to try with Maddie, it just happened. Now that we feel like we’re in the spot to have another one, it’s not happening.”

      “I’m sorry.” I reach out, grabbing her hand in mine.

      “It’s okay, I mean we have one little girl who’s perfect.” She swallows a sob. “But I just wanted to have another one, ya know?”

      I don’t really know, but I nod anyway. “It’s okay to be sad about it.”

      “Cash is upset,” she reveals to me. “He acts like he’s not, but he is. The bitch about it? I don’t know if he’s upset that it’s not happening or that I’m putting myself through this every month. He keeps saying he’s happy with our lives.” She shrugs. “But I just don’t know what to do.”

      “You two will figure it out. You have one of the strongest marriages I’ve ever seen in my life.”

      “I know.” She wipes her eyes. “I know you’re right. Thank you for listening, Rem.”

      We’re quiet for a few minutes, each mindlessly eating, alone in our own thoughts. The memory of the morning, feeling so out of place, slams my gut and makes me nervous. If there’s someone I trust with the question I’m about to ask – it’s Harper. “Is something wrong with me?”

      “What? What do you mean?” There’s shock in her tone.

      “This morning at the clubhouse, I looked around, seeing everyone with their families and women at their sides. It hit me like a ton of bricks. I’m the only one alone.” The words are hard to push against my tight throat. They’re a bitch to admit out loud.

      “You have a family, Rem. You have us.”

      “No.” I shake my head, needing her to understand. “You, Cash, and Maddie. You’re a family. I’m the half-brother, brother-in-law, and uncle who doesn’t have one full-blooded relative in this equation.

      “Don’t think like that. You know none of us feel that way.”

      “I do,” I say as I put my palm against my chest, feeling the familiar ache, deep in my breastbone. “I feel that way, and it hurts. Lately I’m feeling it more than normal.”

      Carefully she takes a drink from her cup and lightly grasps my hand. “Does this have to do with Tatum? Do you want her to be your family?”

      The question hits me hard in the gut. She’s gotten it all, with a few little sentences from me. I miss Tatum. That girl was my best friend. Even when I never let anyone get close to me, she was able to find out little snippets that I’d never told anyone else. The fact that I fucked it up weighs heavily on my mind.

      “I do, and I’m not sure I can fix this clusterfuck she and I have found ourselves in.”

      “Are you at least working on it?” She gives me a look. “You can’t expect change without making a change yourself.”

      “I’m working on it,” I confirm. Reaching into my cut, I pull out an envelope. “This is her first note.”

      Her eyes widen and a smile plays across her face. “Oh Remy, you took our advice.”

      “Yeah, and I got some crazy looks when I went to that stationary store a few doors down. The woman looked at me like she wondered if I could even write.”

      “You have to admit, the cut you wear makes some people afraid of you.”

      I cut my eyes at her over the biscuit I’m polishing off. “That’s profiling and illegal.”

      “Only for cops,” she retorts.

      Glancing at the clock on my phone, I realize I gotta go if I’m going to make it work on time. “Thanks for breakfast, sis, but I gotta go.”

      She stands, hugging me tightly. “Thanks for letting me cry this morning.”

      “Hey.” I tilt her chin up to look into her eyes. “I love you in a purely platonic way, and if you need something, all you ever have to do is tell me.”’

      “I know, just like all you ever have to do is tell me.”
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      The garage is busy as I pull in, even before opening. We have a couple of cars we didn’t finish yesterday and customers are dropping off work that needs to be done in the next few days. Jagger and Tyler are in essence directing traffic as I pull my bike around back and run to the office to clock in.

      “Morning, Roni.” I give our bookkeeper, sister to Liam and wife to another member of our club, a smile.

      “Morning, Rem.” She gives me one back as she watches me clock in. “Hope you’re ready to work today. This list keeps getting longer and longer.”

      “I know, it’s never-ending, but that’s good for us, right?”

      She nods. “Most of us older than you can remember lean times. Luckily for you, that’s not been the case since you patched in.”

      Maybe not here, I want to tell her, but I have lived through lean times in my life. I’ll do whatever it takes to never have to live through those again. It’s a promise I made to myself, and one I never plan on breaking.

      Giving her a wave, I go out to start my day.

      “I don’t know why the hell you choose to do this,” Jagger grunts as he tries to loosen a bolt on the part he’s working on. “You’re one of the few of us who has a damn degree, and yet you choose to work here.”

      The degree I got for Cash, because he’d worked so hard to give me that opportunity, but it hadn’t been what I’d wanted. He’d agreed if I got the degree, I could do whatever I wanted. And this was it.

      “I can’t stand to be cooped up,” I explain. “So much of my early life I was stuck inside because of my allergies and asthma. I promised myself if given a chance, I’d live as much of my life as I could outside. I can breathe here; if I’m stuck in four walls all day, they start to close in,” I admit.

      “We all have demons we have to deal with, choices we have to make,” Jagger grunts as he finally loosens the bolt. “Be glad you know what yours are as such a young guy.”

      I don’t tell him I’ve known mine since I was around the age of eight.

      At lunch, there’s a lull as everyone starts taking a break. Glancing across the street, I see Tatum leave to go get her lunch. “I’m running across the street,” I tell Jagger. “Be right back.”

      “Take your time.”

      Cash is about to lock the door as I open it. “Hey, Rem.” He lets me in, moving back.

      “Hey, this’ll only take a few seconds. Just leaving this for Tatum.” I take the envelope out of my cut and put it on the counter so that she can see her name printed on the front when she returns.

      He gives me a smile. “Proud of you, bro. You want it, you work for it.”

      I give him a smile back. “Learned that from you. Nobody else cared enough to teach me.”

      As I’m leaving, I reach out and give him a hug. “And if you and Harper never have another baby, just know that you’ve been more of a father figure to me than my own dad was. You may never get to have that son you want, but know even though you’re my brother, I love you way more than that.”

      We don’t talk much about how I grew up – the hard times, the lean times – but the look on my brother’s face is shock.

      “Thank you, Rem.”

      “No,” I say as I shake my head, putting my hand on his shoulder, “I know you did things to make sure I had what I needed that weren’t always kosher. There were decisions you had to make and deals you had to negotiate to make sure I was taken care of. Don’t think for two seconds I don’t know that. I’m trying to say I appreciate it, and the life I have now wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for you.”

      “I never did it for a thank you,” he whispers. “I did it because I love you.”

      “And that right there.” I give him a small smile. “Is what makes you a great father. Whether it be to one, two, three, or even four kids. The amount isn’t going to change what you got here.” I put my hand over his heart.

      “I hear you.” He sighs. “You talked to Harper I take it?”

      “Yeah, and I think you need to talk to her, too. She’s worried and doesn’t think you’re being completely honest with her. You both need to be crystal clear on this second baby issue. Especially if you’re both so upset.”

      The realization becomes clear in his eyes. “You mind watching Maddie tonight for a few hours? If we have this conversation, it doesn’t need to be in front of her.”

      “I’ll be over right after work.”

      “Love you, bro.” He gives me a black slapping hug.

      “Same to you. Make sure Tatum gets that.” I point back to my envelope.

      As I leave Cash’s shop, I hope like hell I’ve made the right decision. Chances are I’ll find out very soon.
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        Tatum

      

      

      Work isn’t my friend today after the party last night. I ended up drinking way too much and letting my brother Drew get me back to my and Addie’s apartment. Luckily, I don’t think my parents noticed, and if they did, they didn’t say anything. Drew left me a stern text message this morning, but that’s him, and I’m used to his judgement. I’ve been reveling in it since I was a kid. My brain is a little cloudy, so I went to the apartment and slept for forty-five minutes, instead of going to grab lunch. I’m hoping like hell it’ll make me feel less sick and more alive.

      As I open the shop up and go back to the counter, I see an aqua blue and gray envelope sitting there, propped up against my stapler. I recognize the black ink scribbled on the front as Remy’s, and my name is on it.

      Cash isn’t back yet, otherwise I would ask him when Remy showed up, why he did it when I wasn’t here, and what this envelope means. A part of me knows I should confront Remy, I should let things go, but we hurt each other so badly, and we’ve continued to hurt one another.

      Remy isn’t the same guy he was last year, and I’m definitely not the same girl. He’s quieter, more of a loner (if that’s even possible), has gotten more tattoos (some hot as fuck ones on his neck) and let his hair grow out. Given the way he’s bulked up, I’m imagining he’s spending a lot of his time in the gym.

      Me? I’m spending more time with Addie, hanging out with my parents, spending less time being the social butterfly I’ve always been, and trying like hell to find out who I am. I spent a semester at college and hated it, I won’t be going back. Yet, I haven’t found that one thing that’s mine yet.

      Is Remy the thing that’s mine?

      Flipping the envelope over in my hand, I carefully tear it open, not wanting to destroy anything he’s done. Nobody has ever given me anything in an envelope like this, and I can admit even if they did, it wouldn’t mean as much as it means right now.

      My hands shake as I unfold the gray paper with polka dots on it. A grin plays on my lips. He knows me and my style so well, probably better than anyone besides Addie. The realization is a kick in the gut, since I basically said fuck you to those feelings last year when I slept with that other guy. If truth be told, I can’t believe he’s willing to overlook it, but if he’s willing to do so, then I’m okay with trying to figure out where we stand.

      I love his handwriting, and for a moment, I stare at it, not actually seeing the words, but when I do, tears pool in my eyes and I choke back a sob.

      Dark hair

      Blue eyes

      Dramatic flair

      Passionate sighs

      Remember every time I kissed you

      Damn Tate, I fuckin’ miss you

      The smile that played at my lips breaks into a huge grin as I read the words over and over again.

      “I miss you, too.” Whispering the words to myself, I pull the paper closer to me, holding it like the precious object it is. I want to tell him, but a text feels so impersonal after what he’s just done for me. Talking face-to-face isn’t happening yet, and I like the idea of notes.

      But I don’t wanna half-ass it. I want to put as much thought into it as he did for me.

      “You okay?” Cash asks as he comes through the front door, holding what looks to be my favorite coffee in his hand.

      “Yeah.” I nod, surprised at how honest that answer is. I haven’t been okay for a long time. Truth be told, I’ve been going through the motions, being the strong girl everyone sees me as being, but I’ve been fucking lonely. I’ve needed something in my life. Something I wasn’t aware of until I got this letter. “I’m good.”

      Cash hands me my coffee. “You looked like you could use this.”

      “Thank you.” I take a large drink from the to-go cup, before I level him with a glare. “When did he drop it off?” I hold up the envelope.

      “After you left for lunch. Did it say what you’ve been wanting it to say?”

      I think about the question. For a year, I haven’t known what I wanted Remy to say, not really. Holding onto the hurt was enough, living with embarrassment and holding it in front of me like a shield. What’s in the envelope is an opening, a peace offering I never thought I’d have, made even more special by what he said to me last night. “Yeah, it was everything I wanted to hear,” I admit. “I just hope I’m able to express to him the things he’s expressed to me.”

      “You’re a tough girl, Tate, because you’ve had to be. You have a reputation that precedes you. You’re the daughter of the president of the Heaven Hill MC, the only full-blooded one. Even if it doesn’t matter to you, it matters to other people. Many feel like if they can take you on, they’ve taken on the baddest bitch around, which is why you’re so tough. I don’t know if you realize this about yourself or not, but even though you’re nice, it’s that type of polite your grandmother teaches you. You know, the politeness you give strangers.” He takes a second and runs a hand through his hair. “It’s hard to get to know the real Tatum.”

      “It is.” I agree with him. “When I was younger, I was open to people, let them be my friends, and did things for them. Then I realized the only reason they wanted to be my friend was because of who my dad is. They wanted to see what it was like to have a sleepover at our house. Did he have guns? Did he keep his bike in the house? Did I ever see anything illegal? I went out with one guy for two months before I understood why we were going out.”

      “Why were you?” he asks softly.

      “His friends bet him money to see what he could find out about the club,” I admit. “I never went out with another guy again.”

      “And then whatever happened with you and Remy last year occurred?”

      This sucks to admit to someone, how inexperienced I am. How little I’ve lived in life because I don’t know people’s true motives. “Right.”

      “Honey.” He tilts his head. “Not everyone is like that, and I wouldn’t stick up for my brother if he was a dick. I hope you know me well enough to know that.”

      “I know, he’s not.” I take a deep breath, putting my hands on my hips. “Truth is, last year was my fault. I made a decision, and it was an awful one. If anyone deserves blame for how he and I left things, it’s ninety-five percent mine.”

      He comes around the counter and pulls me into a hug I need desperately. “Lucky for you, Remy’s a fixer. He’s willing to do what it takes to make sure the people in his life are good.”

      I’m angry and sad that he’s had to do that most his life. I hug Cash back, burying my face in his shoulder. The words I whisper almost can’t be heard. “He shouldn’t have to do that.”

      “It’s what he does. I’m sure he’ll tell you all about it one day, but my point is, let him. If this is what the two of you need to fix this rift – and it’s a huge one that anyone looking at the two of you can see– let him. Be open to fixing it. Life isn’t easy, Tate, and love isn’t either, but it can be beautiful – if you let it.”

      He leaves me after those words, and I realize he’s right. I have to let things happen, I have to be open, and I have to be accepting. Which means it’s time to stop running, hiding, and blaming. I’m an adult, and I need to act like it.

      Pulling my phone out of my back pocket, I text Addie, seeing if she wants to join me after work to go look for some manly
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