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High Point is the Motocross Edition of Awestruck. Both books feature Mia and Jett’s love story, but High Point veers off into the exciting world of Motocross soon in the story while Awestruck keeps to full rock star topic. 

This novel is a unique second-chance M/F straight romance. A full-length standalone read at over 95K words. No cliffhanger.

This book is not erotic. There is mild language and soft M/F love scenes. Delicate topics such as child abuse are addressed but not portrayed.
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It’s only rock and roll but I hate it. Groupies, parties, a cheating ex, and a dark night spawned a wake-up call. I’d shifted my focus to work and avoiding social media. Singing lead for a famous band had become nothing more than a steppingstone to my true dream of racing Pro Motocross. I hadn’t dated in years. Then ‘she’ showed up and everything in me longed to be with her. I was stoked she’d agreed to join me at High Point Raceway for the weekend, even if it meant putting up with Mack. Better still, Mia wasn’t a groupie, not even close. She wasn’t even a fan of our music. If love at first sight had a name, it would be Mia Fringe and I had to make her mine. ~ Jett
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I’d seen him in passing over the years. He was the neighbor of my best friend. But we’d never officially been introduced until the night Mackie badgered me into meeting him after attending his band’s concert. I tried not to look awestruck, stunned that someone this gorgeous had been within my scope for years but had not caught my attention. He had success written all over him. Girls like me didn’t end up with guys like him. Recently unemployed, still living on the family farm, and recovering from a nervous breakdown, I was a mess. But Jett saw something in me that nobody else ever had...worth. ~ Mia
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Action, drama, and chaos kick off right from the start at High Point Raceway when Mackie has second thoughts about playing matchmaker between Mia and Jett. However, when the week of bliss comes to an end, Mia is heartbroken and confused as to why Jett doesn’t keep his promise. She accepts a job as a reporter three thousand miles away to escape the pain.

Ten years later, Mia and Jett cross paths in the most startling way. She’s about to discover the truth of what really happened so long ago. Will she be able to trust Jett again when he pleads for a second chance? Can love and forgiveness conquer a decade of hurt? It all goes down in the dirt during the last race of the season.  
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I give thanks to God for guiding me through this book.

My heartfelt thanks to my husband and real-life hero Den, whose input and support are priceless. Thank you for living in this story with me. What an amazing journey we took...again. 

I have always loved you and always will.
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Chapter 1


It’s Only Rock and Roll
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Mia

“Aren’t you glad I dragged you out of your cocoon?” Mackie asked with an eyebrow shrug.

“Ask me again in two hours.” I glanced at the time on my phone. Seven PM on a Friday night heading into Memorial Day weekend.

The venue in downtown Pittsburgh was jam-packed, increasing my already anxious state. I’d become a social recluse following a traumatic ordeal that had led to a nervous breakdown. This was my first outing in three years. I’d done nothing but work, read and hang out with Mackie since my crash and burn.

“Want a beer or something?” she asked.

My fingers peeled at the label on my bottled water. “Nope. I’m fine,” I lied. I was anything but fine. 

A million OCD thoughts raced through my brain as I visibly and secretly mapped out an escape route should I need one. What if the place caught fire? What if I had a panic attack and needed quick access to fresh air? What if there was a long line at the restroom should I need the toilet? What if a herd of turtles from outer space launched an attack? 

Ridiculous questions of worst-case scenarios. Probably not what everyone around me was thinking. 

I sipped my water, daring not to drink too much of anything that might force me to use a public bathroom. What if there was no soap to wash my hands? 

Loud talking and chants for the band to play swirled around my head and merged into an unpleasant buzz. Sweat beaded my palms. I felt all shaky inside and increasingly uncomfortable, teetering on the brink of flight. Just when anxiety threatened to compel me to push my way through a mass of people to make my getaway, the lights dimmed, and the crowd erupted into a deafening roar of applause.

I focused on the stage and drew a deep breath. There’d be little chance of escape now. People behind us had surged forward, crushing Mackie and me against the stage barrier. Lucky me, she’d scored floor tickets from her neighbor who sang lead in the band we were about to see. She wanted me to meet him after the show.

I’d seen him from a distance during my visits to her house, but we’d never been introduced. He was extremely popular, and rumor had it, quite the ladies’ man. Well, a young ladies’ man. He was only in his early twenties. But he already had a hot reputation, a fast car, and rebel attitude. Not the kind of guy I’d survive with. And not the type who’d be remotely interested in a mess like me. 

We were polar opposites.

Besides, the last thing on my mind was romance. Life had become hard enough just getting through the day. Still living at home on the family farm, recently unemployed, and battling agoraphobia. There was no way dating could squeeze its way into that clutter.

He burst from the shadows and into a spotlight, microphone clutched in one hand. His gaze roamed the crowd then settled on those of us crammed into the front row. His focus homed in on me. He singled me out with a casual pointing gesture then winked.

My mouth fell open slightly. Mercy, he was fine! Dressed in tight, faded, threadbare jeans and an unbuttoned vest frayed at the shoulders, he was a sight to behold. My gaze trailed over him, from a mop of rich mink-brown hair to his incredibly handsome unshaven face then down a bare chest and the sexiest rippling abs I’d ever seen.

And oh my gosh that wink. I almost swooned. He simply oozed charisma.

Wayward strands of shiny hair curled above gorgeous eyes. Even in the low lights, his striking green eyes were unmistakable. I tried not to look awestruck, but that’s exactly what I was, stunned that someone this magnificent had been within my scope for years but had not caught my attention.

“Dang, Mia. You caught his eye.” Mackie elbowed my side.

“I’m sure he was saying hi to you, Mack. After all, you’re his neighbor.”

“Nope,” she argued. “He wants to meet you. I know that look he gave you.”

He launched into a cover of Flirtin’ with Disaster, and wowed me with his gritty, raw, powerful vocals. His sensual voice stimulated all my senses, bringing them to life and holding me captive as he sang. Everything around me simply disappeared as I watched him perform. 

For the next two hours his band rocked the house with classic rock, contemporary blues and a few romantic ballads sprinkled into their set list, most likely to give his voice a rest. The band exuded energy to the max and held the audience riveted to their adrenalized show the entire time.

After two encores, they lined up along the stage front and took a bow. The hottie lead singer gripped the mic one last time.

“Thank you!” He flashed a dazzling smile. “Thank you all for coming out. We had a great time. We’ll be playing at High Point all weekend. Hope to see you there!” And with that, he disappeared back into the shadows as the lights darkened.

Thundering applause vibrated the floor. Once the band was offstage, the lights came on in full. Everyone began a slow exit. Not the herd of elephants I’d feared, I laughed to myself. More like the herd of turtles.

“Wanna meet him?” Mackie shouted.

“I’m right here. Why are you hollering?”

“My ears are still ringing.” She laughed. “C’mon. I’ll take you backstage.” She grabbed my elbow.

I wrenched my arm free and shook my head. “No! I’m ready to leave.”

“Why sit in traffic when we can hang out with the band? His brother-in-law can get us in. He helps haul their equipment when they play locally.”

“No!” I reiterated.

“C’mon. You had a blast. Admit it. This is the most fun you’ve had since I met you.”

“Okay, yeah, I had a good time. But I don’t wanna go backstage.”

She frowned. “It’ll be better than sitting in gridlocked traffic for two hours. I finally got you out for some fun. Don’t stop now.”

“They might be doing drugs. I’ll feel out of place.”

“You’ll be fine. I really wanna go backstage and score some weed. Do it for me, please?” She poured on the puppy-dog eyes. “I’ll buy you dinner on the way home.”

“Fine. But I’m not doing this for a free meal. I’ll do it to make you happy, like everything else I do.”

Her face brightened. “Awesome. Let’s go.” She took my hand and led me back through a corridor. “Bob! Is the band still here?” Mackie shouted as we approached. “I wanna introduce Mia to Castle.”

I knew Bob and his wife Kat on a casual basis simply in passing throughout the three years I’d been friends with Mackie. The four of us had hung out at her house a few times. He was never friendly toward me, but I didn’t care. He wasn’t someone I’d want as a friend anyway. He was arrogant and bossy. Seeing him brought on those anxious feelings again.

“He doesn’t need more groupies,” Bob retorted with a scowl.

Mackie flipped him off. “Just let us in, huh? Don’t be an asshole. I know that’s tough for you, but don’t pull shit on me tonight.”

“You’re such a man, Mack.” Bob glowered at her but opened the door, nevertheless.

Smoke billowed into the hall, along with laughter. Mackie nudged me into the crowded room. Somehow, she navigated our way through the chaos until she found the band.

“Hey, Jett!” she screeched above the noise then led me right up to him.

He pivoted slowly, then stared down at us, first at her, then at me. “Sup.” He flaunted a glassy-eyed smile. He was bare to the waist, wearing only the tattered faded jeans and Nike High Top shoes. He stood tall over me, at least six-foot or better.

This was the first time I’d seen him close up, face-to-face.

The moment I gazed at his breathtaking smile and got lost in those ‘make love to me’ eyes—I heard disaster whisper my name.

I tried not to gawk at his perfect chest, long muscled arms that bore a summer tan, or those drool-worthy abs.

“Mia, this is Jett,” Mackie made a sweeping gesture toward him. She appeared totally at ease with the guys and the setting. She prodded me even closer to him.

“Castle,” he added, looking me over with those amazing eyes. Tiny flecks of warm brown around his pupils enhanced the green irises, making them even more pronounced. We were standing just that close. 

“Excuse me?” I lifted my brows.

“Jett Castle,” he replied, shooting a disapproving look at Mackie. “She left out Castle. Most people call me Castle.”

I smiled in greeting. “Nice to meet you.”

“Your name’s Mia? I’ve seen you hanging out at Mack’s house.”

“Yes, my friends call me Mia.”

“Pretty name.” He paused with another once-over from those piercing eyes. “Did you enjoy the show?”

“I had fun.”

“That’s what it’s all about. Can I get you a drink? It’s wicked hot back here.”

“If you have bottled water, sure.” Awkwardness crept over me, but I had given up liquor after the breakdown.

He raised his bottle of water. “Good choice.” Then he poured what was left of it over his head.

I stifled a gasp. Water dripped off his hair and coated his perfect torso in a glorious shimmer. He shook the wet strands of hair off his face with a toss of his head then grinned. “I’ll grab a couple fresh bottles.”

I had to turn away to compose myself. 

Mackie chuckled. “I knew you’d like him.”

“That’s not quite the word I’d choose,” I managed to squeak out.

“He’s single, ya know. Just broke up with a girl cuz she cheated on him.”

“A girl cheated on him?” I repeated in disbelief.

“That’s what Kat told me. She would know.”

“Yeah, I guess she would. Where is she anyway? Doesn’t she come to see her brother’s shows?”

Mackie shrugged. “Sometimes. I think she’s doing something with her mom tonight, but she’ll be at the High Point gigs.”

Jett returned with two cold bottled waters. “Here ya go.” He twisted the cap off one, then handed it to me.

“Thank you.” I took a few hearty swallows to quench my thirst and cool myself down.

“You coming to High Point?” he asked.

“What’s High Point?”

“Motocross Races. They host a big event every summer. This year, my band is playing there. We’re the weekend entertainment. Bikers from all over the world race at High Point. It’s one of the most renowned raceways in the circuit.”

“You sound excited.”

“Hell yeah. We’ve been hoping to play there for years.”

“Congratulations then.”

“Are you coming up?” he asked again.

“Oh...I don’t know. I’ve never been there, and we don’t have tickets.” I shied away.

“You don’t need tickets to see us play there. You only need to pay admission to the raceway. Everything past the gates is included. Makes for one hell of a fun weekend.”

“Where is it located?”

“About ninety miles south of here on the West Virginia border.”

“That far, huh?” Nervous jitters began nipping at my heels.

Jett glanced at Mackie then back at me. “Ride up with me, Mia. We’ll have a blast.”

My eyes widened. I hoped I didn’t appear too naïve. I didn’t even know this guy. Though the thought of getting to know him invoked flutters of excitement.

“What about me?” Mackie spoke up. “I’m off this weekend. I can bring her. She’ll be more relaxed riding up with me.”

How did she figure? It wouldn’t matter who I rode with. Traveling ninety miles from home to an event I knew nothing about was in itself anxiety provoking. Another round of twenty questions trampled through my brain.

“I appreciate the offer and that both of you want to give me a ride but I’m not sure. Are there hotels or anything nearby? I imagine the riders sleep in their rigs.” I knew a little about that from showing horses in my youth.

“Everyone camps on the grounds,” Jett replied. “You’ll be safe with me, darlin. Safer than riding up with Mack in her rattletrap.”

“Hey! Leave my car alone.” Mackie frowned. “It gets me around.”

Jett scoffed with a slight eyeroll. “You better find Mike before he takes off. Wouldn’t want you to miss out on what ya came back here for.”

“Dammit, Castle. You can be such an ass. Talk her into High Point in the meantime. I really wanna go but not without her.” Mackie glanced at me. “I’ll be back in a few.”

“Uh...okay.” Great. She left me standing there with someone I’d just met so she could score weed.

“Hey,” Jett said in an invitingly soft tone. “I don’t bite. I’ve seen you at Mackie’s house a number of times. She never mentioned you, though. How long have you been friends?”

“We met at work about three years ago.”

“You work together at the nursing home?”

I shook my head. “She’s still there but I’m between jobs. Three years as a CNA was long enough.”

“Certified Nursing Assistant, right?”

“Yeah.”

“My sister tried it, but she couldn’t hack it. Tough job, huh?”

“Very.”

He chugged the rest of his water then tossed the bottle in a trash can. “What do you say? Will you come to High Point with me? I promise you a fun weekend. And I won’t leave you standing alone while I run off in search of drugs.”

I laughed a little. He seemed sweeter than expected. “You looked a little toasted a few minutes ago.”

“Eh. A few guys were toking-up around me. I’m not into it, though. My band won’t get far if we do that shit.”

“I’m impressed.”

His smile spoke volumes. He was utterly charming. “Does that mean you’ll accept my invite?”

“How about a compromise? I’ll get Mack to stay straight long enough for us to follow you up in her car. Then we can see how things go as to who I ride home with. Sound fair?”

“Now I’m impressed,” he said.

“How so?”

“Most girls throw themselves at me. I can’t even get one date alone with you.” He gave me a wink.

I couldn’t withhold a grin as heat flushed my cheeks. “Keep winking at me like that and the status quo might shift.”

He stared into my eyes for a moment, just stared, as if trying to figure me out. Then that heart-melting smile slid across his full lips complete with charming dimples. “Sounds promising.”

This was one instance when my anxiety disorder leaned in my favor. Had I not had any social dysfunction or gone through a hellish ordeal several years in my youth, I’d have been one of those girls throwing herself at this irresistible singer.

“We’ll see.” I smiled casually.

“We leave early tomorrow morning. We usually head down Friday night, but we had this gig, so we’ll catch a few Z’s then hit the road.”

Mackie returned with a stupefied grin on her face and eyes glazed over, looking like she’d tested the product before buying.

“Gimmie the keys.” I sighed.

She handed them over without a fuss. “You and Castle get High Point worked out?”

“I think so.”

Jett gave her an offhanded look. “Be ready to leave at dawn. Mia agreed to come if you can stay straight long enough to follow me up in your car.”

“Sweet,” Mackie responded.

“It was nice meeting you,” I told him.

“See you tomorrow, right?” He enchanted me with another smile, revealing perfectly straight white teeth. “You won’t stand me up, will ya?”

I must’ve appeared seriously skittish for a guy of his stature to think that. I offered him a reassuring smile. “I’m not that kind of girl.”
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Chapter 2


No Groupies Allowed
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Jett

“Who’s the girl?” Levi, my closest friend and confidant, asked as I stood watching her walk away with Mack.

“She said her name’s Mia.”

“Wasn’t that your neighbor Mackie with her?”

I nodded. “Mack brought her back to meet me. She seemed shy or nervous or something.”

“Maybe Mack used it as an excuse to get backstage. She knows where to find the party favors.”

“Either way, the girl is hot. No, better than hot. Something unique about her, she’s like, stunningly hot in a demure sort of way with mystery in her eyes. Did you see her down front?”

“Yeah.” Levi chuckled. “She looked about as comfortable as a guppy in a shark tank.”

“For sure.” I laughed. “But the way she blushed when I winked at her, damn, really got to me. She’s definitely no groupie.”

Levi cocked a brow. “Ah. She’s piqued your interest then. I know how you feel about groupies.”

“She’s different. I can tell. I’m glad Mack brought her backstage. They’re meeting us at High Point.”

“You invited them?”

“Well, I invited Mia. Mack invited herself because Mia was a little nervous about riding up with a stranger, so Mack jumped right in on that.”

“Be careful, my friend if she’s with Mack, that could be trouble. But on the upside, I haven’t seen you interested in a girl since the breakup.” 

“I hear you, but something tells me she’s a girl worth getting to know.”

“Well then go for it. I trust your instincts.” Levi gave me a friendly slap on the back then strolled away.

I kicked back in an upholstered chair, stretched, and folded my arms behind my head, watching the backstage party. Levi and I had started the band. He always had my back and vice versa. Tomorrow would be our biggest gig of the year yet, High Point, known as a launchpad for rock bands looking to move up. And that we were. We started out playing small pubs around Pittsburgh, then gradually gained better and bigger gigs.

Memorial Day Weekend, High Point, and a date with a lovely lady. Mia—I’d never met anyone with that name and wondered if it was her real name. She’d looked cagey as hell crushed against the stage next to Mack. That was what drew me to her. Surprising that Mack introduced us considering the rumors around town.

Word in my circle was that Mack had her claws deep on a babe named Mia. There wasn’t more than one girl around my area with that name. Still, looking at them, if Mack were into Mia, it could be one-sided. Mia didn’t seem cozy with Mack. I had a hard time believing they were a couple after seeing them together. I wasn’t one to buy into rumors. I’d rather get the truth firsthand. 

And that was my plan. If that luscious golden-haired lady was straight and single, I needed to uncover the mystery behind those sultry blue eyes. I’d deliberately passed her way several times during the show to get a closer look when the roaming lights moved over her.

Meeting her face-to-face did not disappoint. She was even more exquisite closeup. First time in a long time my self-control felt strained. I wanted to reach out and touch her long wavy hair or slide my arm around her slender waist and even let my hand glide down over her nice ass. Though she was dressed modestly, unlike most of the girls at the show, I couldn’t help but notice her beautiful figure.

Most of all, she wasn’t faking the shyness or her obvious anxiety. It was clear she wasn’t a seasoned concertgoer. That alone was a gold star for me. And other than the adorable blushing and intrigued expression in her eyes, she wasn’t gaga over me. She almost shot me down. So, she was either Mack’s partner as I’d heard, or a straight-up-no-chaser type of girl.

Standing close to her, gazing down at such a flawlessly pretty face, she about took my breath away. Her cute little nose, delicate features and naturally pouty lips reminded me of the artist dolls I’d seen in my mom’s collection. 

She was a living doll, couldn’t be more than a few inches over five-foot tall. She wore practically no makeup and her skin looked creamy smooth, begging for my touch.

My thoughts ran amok. I hadn’t had sex with a woman in many years. Groupies, parties, a cheating ex, and a dark night spawned a wake-up call. I’d shifted my focus to work and improving my social habits.

This girl reignited my desire to date. Her aura felt real—a characteristic not easily found these days. I knew nothing about her outside of the local gossip, which sparked my urge to delve behind the apprehension in her eyes and uncover her secret desires.

The way in which she’d gazed up at me, then balked at going out with me, was an utter turn-on. Nothing drew me to a woman more than inner strength. And that’s what I saw in Mia. Despite the outer wariness, something tremendously strong lurked in the shadows of her captivating eyes. Something that called to me in a powerful way.

Besides the instant physical attraction, there was a deeper aspect that I’d never seen in another woman. Secrets? A troubled past? 

Regardless, she was a rare gem in my world and no rumors would stop me from exploring her further. I was stoked she’d agreed to join me at High Point, even if it meant putting up with Mack for the weekend. I was no stranger to Mack’s controlling personality as she’d been friends with my sister all our lives. I could handle any shit Mack tried to dish out. 

Moreover, I wanted to discover for myself if Mia was on or off the dating market. I’d met hundreds, maybe thousands of women during our years as a band and none had affected me this quickly or intensely. 

Mia. I pondered the name as the memory of our brief encounter floated through my mind. She looked as sweet as her name. Tomorrow couldn’t arrive fast enough.

“Levi said you’ve got your eye on that little blonde,” Heath, the band’s keyboardist, said upon sauntering over.

“Yep. She’s going to be my guest for the weekend.”

“Cool. Nice to see that spark back in your eyes.”

“Thanks, mate. How about you? Got a date for High Point?”

Heath sighed. “I wish. I’ve been in a dry spell lately.”

“Don’t worry. The right girl will come along when you least expect it.”

“Thanks, Jett. Your glass is always half-full. I hope this chick works out for you.”

I gave him an appreciative nod. Heath was a nice guy and the only other member besides me and Levi not fond of the groupie scene. He kept himself in excellent physical condition and longed for a steady partner. 

“What are the other misfits doing?” I asked teasingly.

“Partying with the girls. I’m gonna call it a night. Long drive in the morning. I wanna be fresh for the show.”

“I hear that, mate. I’m leaving at dawn. Mack is supposed to follow me up with Mia.”

“Mack’s coming, too?” Heath frowned.

“Mia wouldn’t come without her.”

“Strange.”

“I know what you’re thinking,” I said. “That the rumors are true. I just didn’t get that feeling about them. Mia’s body language was completely closed off to everyone, especially Mack.”

“You have better instincts than anyone I know,” Heath said. “I’ll keep my fingers crossed for ya.” He glanced at his nails. “I need a manicure. What color do you think?” He held both hands up in contemplation. “Purple, black, or royal blue. Which color screams Rockstar?”

“You know I’m partial to Mediterranean Blue.” I winked.

“Mm. Yes. That sweet ride of yours is eye candy.” He studied his nails a few seconds longer. “Okay, blue it is. Thanks.”

“No problem.” I chuckled. “If the toughest decision you have to make this weekend is nail color, you’ve got it made.” 

He grinned then moseyed away. Vargo, Ledger and Dante staggered over with young girls clinging to their arms. The entire group was plastered.

I raised a brow. “You sure those ladies are legal?”

“Sshh...” Vargo hushed, a cockeyed smile on his boyish face. “We didn’t card them. That’s Bob’s job. He’s watching the door.”

“We-we heard you got a d-date with some foxy blonde,” Dante slurred. “You leaving the monastery?”

I gave him the finger. “Piss off.”

“Aw, c’mon, Castle,” Ledger chimed in, draping an arm around my shoulders. “Everyone knows you’ve been celibate for like, a million years. When ya gonna give the girls a piece of action? They pay to watch us play. Don’t be so stingy.”

I scowled and pushed out of my comfortable spot. “You reek. Don’t be late tomorrow. And make sure you’re sharp for the show. This isn’t some low-class pub we’re playing.” My scrutinizing gaze moved over them. “Don’t blow this gig, guys.”

Vargo gave me a sloppy sarcastic salute. “Yes, sir.”

I rolled my eyes.

Dante smacked Vargo upside the head. “Don’t dis the leader, asshole.”

“Levi’s the leader,” Vargo refuted.

Ledger swatted both of them. “Levi and Castle are leaders, ya dolts. Show some respect.”

“Later, guys.” I shrugged Ledger’s arm away. They hadn’t learned their lesson yet. Hopefully, they wouldn’t learn the hard way as I had. I ignored their stupidity. “See you tomorrow.” I walked away. 

Levi caught me at the door. “Everything okay? I saw the younginz giving you static.”

I laughed a little at the Pittsburgh spin on younginz. “Yeah. I’m good. They’re trashed as usual after a show.”

“They always seem to pull their act together in time to perform, though,” Levi reminded me.

“I know. They piss me off with the celibate shit, though. It’s my business whom I take to bed.”

“Don’t let it get to you,” Levi said. “You’ve come a long way, been through some hard adjustments. Just keep wowing the fans with that awesome voice of yours and everything will fall into place. I’ve been making progress on getting us better gigs.”

I clasped his shoulder in appreciation. “I see that. Let’s just hope those three realize what’s at stake if they don’t slow down on the partying.”

He stared me in the eye. “I’ll have a word with them. No worries.”

“A word, huh?” I couldn’t withhold a grin. 

“You, me, and Heath have worked too hard to let anyone drag us down. I’ll handle it.”

“I know you will.”

“Get some sleep. You’re our frontman. We need you looking alive out there this weekend.” He offered an encouraging smile.

“I’ll be on fire. No worries.”

“I never worry when it comes to you.”

I smiled with a shake of my head. Levi knew me better than anyone. We clasped forearms, exchanged a quick shoulder pat, and parted ways. 

Before I left, Levi was on his way to round up the kiddos. I worried at times, over taking on three guys still in their teens. Though they were all legal at eighteen, they were still immature in many ways. 

Sitting in my car was better than being at home. No women jabbering endlessly, specifically my sister and mother. They never shut up. No grumbling from my dad about getting a ‘real job’, no asinine sitcoms blaring from the TV—just the calming scent of leather, softly flickering lights from my dashboard, and solitude. Time when I could think and sort cluttered thoughts.

And what I wanted to think about was Mia. I leaned my head back against the padded bucket seat, closing my eyes and taking a few moments to really soak her in before driving home.

I wondered if the soft curls in her long hair were natural or permed. 

She struck me as the natural type. Soft-spoken with the type of voice I’d never tire of, not twangy, raspy, or whiny but composed and sincere. 

I couldn’t picture her losing her cool and turning into a screaming maniac. She’d danced to our music, flinging that mane of wild hair around her face, yet not once had she appeared on the verge of hysteria. She was poetry in motion. I could barely take my eyes off her the entire time.

And though her gaze had devoured me, she still carried a reserved air about her, as if to say, ‘Yeah you’re really hot but I’m not that easily won over’. A woman who could convey passion and restraint with a mere glance, exhibited class.

The weekend ahead felt promising indeed. 
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Chapter 3


High Point
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Mia

The Saturday morning ride to Mount Morris was peaceful, more relaxed than expected. We listened to music and Mackie didn’t smoke at all during the whole trip. I’d never ventured out of my hometown so had no idea what to expect.

“What do you think of Castle?” she pried.

“I don’t know him yet.”

“Kat and I agree you’ll make the perfect couple. He needs a nice girl.”

“You’ve talked this over with his sister? When?”

“A few months ago, after he broke up with Linda.”

“Were they serious?”

“He was. Linda wasn’t.”

For the life of me, I couldn’t fathom how any girl would cheat on a guy like Jett. Unless he had some deep dark kink, any chick who tossed him aside was an idiot.

“And Kat likes me? I barely know her or Bob.”

“She knows her brother is safe with you.”

“What was his ex like?” My inquisitive nature refused to be denied.

“Stuck up. Rich.”

“Is she pretty?”

“I guess. She’s one of those chicks who can shop in the children’s department for clothes.” Mackie laughed in jest. “No tits. No ass. Bottle blonde. More mouth than anything. Not my type.”

“I’m baffled on why you would want me to date him. Why did you go along with Kat on this matchmaking idea? Did you finally meet someone?” My hope rose. Mackie had been pursuing a romantic relationship with me for the past two years. She was a lesbian. I was not. But I didn’t want that fact to come between our friendship. I was nobody’s judge.

“Uh...not really. I just got tired of watching you wither away in your shell. I figured Castle might be good for you.”

“Let me get this straight. You’re willing to finally accept that you and I will never be lovers just to get me out of the house?”

“As I said, Kat and I feel that you and he are right for each other.” Her evasive reply raised a red flag.

“Kat’s family is wealthy, aren’t they?” I pried.

“Yup. What’s your point?”

“Nothing. Just curious.”

I didn’t push further. I wanted to get through one weekend out of my comfort zone without going to pieces. I had desperately been trying to conquer my demons. 

Over an hour later and in the middle of nowhere, we followed Jett’s car along a dirt road, up a hill to a massive field bustling with activity. A guard stopped us at the gate.

“Forty each,” he said upon peering into the car.

“Dollars?” I panicked. 

“No. Donuts, lady,” came his snarky response.

I slumped back in my seat.

Mackie had enough money to pay her way in, but I didn’t. “Let’s go home. I can’t afford this. I’m unemployed, remember?”

She rooted through her pockets. “I’ve only got twenty left and I’ll need it for gas.”

While we sat there arguing over a solution, Jett walked over to her side of the car. “What’s going on?”

“She doesn’t have enough money,” Mackie blurted out. “She wants to go home.”

I sank further into my seat, utterly embarrassed.

“I’ll cover it,” he said without a fuss. He paid the guard, and they waved us through.

Mixed emotions washed over me. He wanted me to stay but I hadn’t even been brave enough to ride with him. The situation felt suddenly uneasy. Mackie stayed on his tail until we reached a vacant area of field to camp. They parked their vehicles in a circle with Bob’s truck. 

“Jett forgot the firewood.” Kat rolled her eyes.

“Anyone feel like helping me find some?” he asked.

“I will. It’s the least I can do to thank you for paying my way in.”

He smiled. Warmth shone in his eyes. “I wasn’t about to let you get away that easy.” He held out his hand. “C’mon, it’s a perfect morning for a walk.”

The sun had just begun to rise, it was indeed a beautiful day as we strolled across dew-laden grass. He laced his fingers with mine. His hand felt strong and safe wrapped around my much smaller one.

Bob and Mackie followed while Kat stayed back and set up camp. The fields were alive with wild parties and people. Campers, trucks, and cars parked everywhere.

The four of us set out to search for wood. We ended up at the bottom of a hillside where grass ended, and thicket began. I walked straight into a patch of briars, the kind that leaves little black prickles clinging to you. I was a tangled mess. 

Jett didn’t hesitate to rescue the damsel in distress, and I ate it up.

Mackie let out a groan. We both knew I could maneuver my way out of briars but who was I to deny him his moment of valor? 

He played it to the hilt, slowly wrapping long muscled arms around me and carefully freeing me from nature’s viny thorns. I soaked it in. Being that close to him made me giddy with excitement and eased some of the anxiety I had been feeling since we arrived.

We returned to the campsite with enough wood for at least one night. 

“I hope there’s a lot more where that came from,” Kat growled. “I don’t know how you managed to miss the whole stack of wood Bob had set beside your car before we left.”

Jett shrugged. “I’ve had less than three hours of sleep. Back off, Kat.”

They didn’t seem especially close. I made a mental note to keep my distance. She didn’t seem happy to be here. Maybe Bob had pressured her into coming the way Mackie had pushed me to attend the concert. Kat had never struck me as the outdoors type.

We hung out at the campsite until the first moto race. After locking the vehicles, the five of us hiked up a hill to the main grounds then made our way through the crowd to a viewpoint alongside the track. 

Jett found a gap big enough for two and gave me a nod. “This is the best spot to watch.” He pointed toward a banner emblazoned with the words ‘Finish Line’ erected high above and across the dirt track.

“Yes, I guess so. Is the whole track full of those dips and hills?” I glanced back at Mackie standing with Kat and Bob. She didn’t look pleased that he’d ushered me away.

“There’s a whole different lingo for the track,” he replied. “Whoops, rollers, ruts, the rhythm section...berm turns, takes a while to learn it all. The riders have some slang of their own, too.”

“You seem to know it all.” I shot him a curious look. “Is there more than lead singer for an awesome band on your resume?”

“Nah. I’ve just always enjoyed the sport. I love motorcycles. Should’ve done this instead of starting a band.”

“Unusual comment from a budding rockstar.” I furrowed my brows.

He shrugged. “It’s a mixed bag. Let’s enjoy the race.”

I didn’t pry. We barely knew each other yet. 

I’d never been to a motocross event, so it was exciting to learn about the riders and how the race worked. Jett was more than happy to answer all my questions. Two groups raced intermittently all day on two-fifty and four-fifty capacity, or technically CC, dirt bikes sponsored by name-brand companies.

The first races were qualifiers, which determined by best lap time who went on to the heat races. I learned that heat races established a rider’s position at the starting gate for the main events, in which there were only two mains. It was more involved than I initially realized and there was a lot of money to be had for the best riders. 

He knew the names of every motocross rider and the brands of bikes they rode. 

He was fun, a breath of fresh air. Full of life and energy.

As people moved about, I lost sight of Mackie. Spectators had gathered behind Jett, which boxed us in close to the track. The time alone with him left me feeling exhilarated. 

His band was scheduled to play twice, during the breaks for each class of riders to give everyone a chance to see them.

After the qualifiers, he led me to where his band would play. Mackie caught up to us and sat with me while Jett left to get ready to perform. The band set up on an outdoor stage beneath a canvas canopy. 

“How goes it with Castle?” Mackie asked.

“He’s nice.”

She feigned a cynical cough. “Nice? That’s all you have to say? I almost had to give you a bib once or twice. And I’ve never heard anyone describe him as just nice.”

“I’ve only known the guy for a few hours. He seems nice. I don’t need to state the obvious.”

“From where I sit, the obvious is that you’re totally hot for him.”

“There’s Kat.” I looked past Mackie. “Maybe you should let her know where we’re sitting.”

Mackie twisted her lips in frustration at my evasiveness. She stood and waved Kat over.

Jett appeared on stage. Perfect timing. “Hey, all!” He greeted the audience. “Everyone having a good time?”

Cheers rose into the air. He gave an alluring smile then visually scanned the crowd as he’d done at the first show I’d attended. He enjoyed the fans and in turn, they adored him. He was clearly a social maniac, which added to my puzzlement over Mackie and Kat’s peculiar matchmaking idea. 

He glanced at me and cast me one of those stirring winks. I playfully pointed at him, adding a ‘stop doing that’ expression. He chuckled and did it again. He was becoming a rogue, a rogue I began to like more than I’d let on. Ultra-sexy in black jeans, a sleeveless black tee that showed off his nice arms, and the Nike High Tops.

I sat on the grass and watched, utterly absorbed. Their first cover was Way Down We Go by Kaleo, a popular bluesy song that carried a strong rhythm. His vocal range amazed me, as did the smoothness of his voice. He hit bass notes as effortlessly as gliding up to tenor. I couldn’t look away. Watching him perform roused me in ways I’d never known.

The most remarkable part of the weekend to this point was that the longer I was with him, the more my anxiety faded into the background. 

Jett was as cool onstage as he was in everything else thus far. Confidence seemed a natural part of him, not feigned. He simply was so laid back with his own creative gestures that his charisma soared off the charts.

Mackie tried dragging me away. “Let’s get something to eat while the lines are short. There are food trucks up on the flat.”

“You go ahead. I’m not losing my front-row seat.”

“I’m not comfortable with this.”

“With what?” I snapped, annoyed over her intrusion into my bliss.

“The way you get all googly-eyed at him.”

“What? You’re being ridiculous.” I rolled my eyes mockingly.

Kat jumped into the mix. “Yeah, Mack. Don’t ruin things.”

“It’s moving too fast,” Mackie argued.

I shot her a pointed look. “You started this thing. Dragged me out of my safe space to meet him. Now you’ll just have to deal with how it plays out.”

Mackie plopped down beside me.

“I thought you were hungry,” I muttered without looking away from the stage.

“I can wait.” Typical Mackie. She wanted everything her way on her terms and in her timing then sulked if things ruffled her. 

Jett glanced at me every time he swaggered toward our area. He had a flair all his own. And that attitude, cocky yet sweet, personified every song he sang. His band played well, too. They delivered another energized performance for a full hour. I never left my seat, riveted to his dance moves and liquid gold vocal style.

After the show, he disappeared for a while with his band, so I followed Mackie to the food trucks. We ate hot dogs, fries and shared a funnel cake. I chased my meal with icy cola. 

Jett walked up just as we finished eating.

“Sorry I left you hanging.” He slid onto the picnic bench beside me. “I was helping pack the van.”

“You’re not performing again?”

He plucked a fry from my plate and shrugged. “If the weather holds up. Forecast is calling for severe storms. We have thousands of dollars in equipment. Better safe than sorry. We’ll reset the stage after the storms pass. Can I get you something to eat?”

“Oh...thank you, but I just ate. Mackie sprang for hot dogs.” I slid my fries toward him. “You seem hungry. Help yourself.” 

He offered a grateful smile. “How about a walk? I can show you around the grounds.”

“Okay.” My voice perked up.

Mackie sighed in open disdain.

“Hey, Mack. My sister and Bob need you at the truck.” Jett gave her a get-moving nod.

She scowled but didn’t argue. With a shouldered look toward me, she stalked away, both hands stuffed in her jean’s pockets. Mackie never wore shorts or dresses or anything feminine. Only jeans, sneakers, and graphic t-shirts. She flaunted her tomboy reputation and forced a cool attitude outwardly. But inside lurked a darkness hidden from the outside world. 

Her ‘I don’t care’ façade fooled almost everyone and initially even me. Our friendship had hit several snags along the way, but I wasn’t one to give up on people quickly. Her good traits had outnumbered the bad until now. Her behavior was getting strange. 

“Coming?” He held out his hand after polishing off my fries and downing a cola.

I smiled and slipped my hand into his large masculine hand. He wrapped long slender fingers around mine. 

“How’d you do that?” I looked up at him.

“What’s that?” He stared back at me.

“Get her to listen.”

He chuckled softly. “I see through her bullshit.”

“You’re the first.”

He lightly squeezed my hand. “I’m glad you stayed.”

We wandered across the field toward a hill that led down to a wooded area. He wasn’t chatty but I didn’t mind. The calmness in his presence made him easy to be with.

“Your band was great...again. I enjoyed watching you sing.”

“Thanks. I’ve always loved music and electronics. Didn’t know I could sing, though.” He laughed. “Apparently I can.”

“For sure. You nailed those songs.”

“Thank you again.” He smiled charmingly without a hint of arrogance. “Are you into music?”

“I love it. I’ve played guitar since I was a teen. Self-taught. Can’t read a note so I play by ear. I listen to the song, hear the chords then find them on my guitar.”

“That’s totally cool. I’ve never met a girl who plays.”

“I’m no Ted Nugent but I can jam fairly well.”

“Maybe you can show me sometime.”

“You don’t play?”

He shook his head. “You’d think I would, but we have enough musicians in the band. I wouldn’t mind giving it a try if a certain lovely young lady would agree to private lessons.”

“I don’t know,” I began with a coquettish grin. “Private lessons...with you...only if you promise not to wink at me.”

He chuckled softly, visibly taken by my first attempt at flirting.

We came to a huge flat rock overlooking a small stream. He slid an arm around my waist to steady me as we climbed onto it. We sat together. The slate was cool and smooth. Afternoon sunlight sliced through the treetops, casting an enchanting shimmer on the trickling water below. Lush foliage and moss hedged the stream.

“This is beautiful. A little oasis out of the sun.” I drew a deep breath and took in the scent of moist fresh air. 

“We play here every year. I love the woods. Found this spot a while ago.” He leaned back on his elbows and stretched long legs out to his front then crossed them at the ankles.

“Is this your own special place or does everyone hang out down here?” I didn’t see littering or any well-worn paths.

“Are you fishing?” he teased with a knowing grin.

“You do have a reputation.”

“Says who?”

“I’ve heard all about your escapades. Taking two girls out at the same time.” I laughed a little to keep it light. I was fishing but I wanted to do it tastefully.

“I only did that once and it was because the girl’s friend wanted to come along. Nothing happened. People talk too much.”

“They do at that. You probably know more about me than I want you to.”

He shifted slightly and stared up at me from his reclined position. “I’ve heard rumors. You don’t have to tell me, but I am curious about something. What’s the real deal between you and Mack?”

I searched his eyes for any signs of insincerity but found none. “We’re just friends. We met at work. Though if you ask her, she may disagree. I’m well aware of the rumors.”

“Are you straight, bi, lesbian?” he asked frankly yet in his naturally soft-spoken manner. A delicate question but from him not the least bit offensive.

“Does it matter? Will you think worse of me if I’m both?”

“Not at all.” He scoffed. “I only ask for a different reason.”

“Straight. Are you?” I had to ask just in case he was trying to subtly tell me something.

“I’m straight.”

“Well, I’m glad we got that out of the way.” I laughed a little.

He chuckled softly, nodding. “Yeah, me, too. That’s a biggie in these days of all-inclusive. Gotta tread lightly.”

“True. I prefer that people be open with me from the start, so I know where they stand. I didn’t know Mackie was a lesbian when we first met. The supervisor assigned me to train her. We became close friends while working together. She can be quite charming. About a year into the friendship, she let me know she wanted more but I wasn’t on board. It’s been a bit dicey ever since. She won’t accept that I’m not into women.”

His fingers floated lightly up and down my arm as he pondered my disclosure. “Why does she act jealous if you’re not a couple?”

“You noticed that, too?”

“I read people fairly well.”

“She still hopes I’ll swing her way. Yet it was her idea that I meet you. I’m confused over what’s going on with her.”

“You seem like a nice girl. Nonjudgmental and loyal. I admire that.”

“Thanks. I don’t judge. Heaven knows I’m no saint.”

“None of us are, darlin.” 

I gave him a studious look then continued. “Mackie caught me off guard when she came out and openly expressed her feelings for me. I was worried I’d sent mixed signals or something. She assured me that wasn’t the case. I can’t end the friendship just because she’s a lesbian. Then I would be judgmental. It’s a catch twenty-two.”

“I appreciate your honesty. I don’t buy into gossip and I’m glad we finally got a moment alone so I could hear the truth. I’d like to know just one more thing if you don’t mind.”

“Depends on the question.” I hoped he wasn’t headed toward inquiring about my past as I had no idea how much Mackie had told anyone. That subject was off limits and at times I regretted even confiding in Mackie.

“It’s an easy one. Promise.” He playfully walked those long, beautiful fingers up my arm. “Are you in a relationship?”

Goosebumps followed his touch along my bare skin. “No, I’m not. I removed myself from the dating scene three years ago to focus on a fresh start.”

He surprised me by saying, “I’m actually more of a loner though it doesn’t look that way.”

“You? A loner?” My brows lifted. “You’re a social icon.”

“Only in the band. When not performing, I want what most people want.”

“Which is?”

“A partner of my own. Someday I hope to find a girl who knows the meaning of fidelity.”

“Since you opened the subject and we’re being upfront and personal
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