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About More Than Miles (Lost Kings MC #6)

by Autumn Jones Lake

 

Blake “Murphy” O'Callaghan, Road Captain of the Lost Kings MC, has the world by the balls. Money. Women. The wide-open road. It’s all his, everything he wants…except the one girl he loves, the one girl who’s off limits. His best friend’s little sister, Heidi.

 

Abandoned by her mother when she was only eight, Heidi Whelan’s familiar with heartbreak. Especially the heartbreak of falling in love with her big brother’s best friend. When Murphy pushed her away, it broke her heart. Now, on her eighteenth birthday, he claims he loves her? Growing up around the Lost Kings MC, Heidi’s witnessed his manwhoring ways. He’ll never give that up for her. Besides, he’s too late: Heidi’s in love with her high-school boyfriend Axel.

 

Axel Ryan loves two things—motorcycles and Heidi. He signed up to be a prospect for the Lost Kings MC because it seemed like a fun way to get closer to her. Now that he’s gotten a taste of MC life, he’s not so sure this is where he belongs. He’s confident Heidi shares his dreams for the future, so even if he chooses another road, their relationship will survive the detour.

 

With more than miles between them, will the deceptions they’ve lived with for so long be too much to overcome? Can Murphy convince Heidi that the hard roads they’ve traveled will lead to the most beautiful destination of all, or is he destined to ride the open road alone?


The Lost Kings MC Series

Although Murphy’s story can be read as a stand-alone or first in the series, I think you get the most enjoyment from reading the series in order.

 

Slow Burn (Lost Kings MC #1) 

Corrupting Cinderella (Lost Kings MC #2)

Three Kings, One Night (Lost Kings MC #2.5)

Strength From Loyalty (Lost Kings MC #3)

Tattered on My Sleeve (Lost Kings MC #4)

White Heat (Lost Kings MC #5)

Between Embers (Lost Kings MC #5.5)

More Than Miles (Lost Kings MC #6)

White Knuckles (Lost Kings MC #7)

Beyond Reckless: Teller’s Story, Part One (Lost Kings MC #8)

Beyond Reason: Teller’s Story, Part Two (Lost Kings MC #9)

One Empire Night (Lost Kings MC #9.5)

After Burn (Lost Kings MC #10)

After Glow (Lost Kings MC #11)

Zero Hour (Lost Kings MC #11.5)

Zero Tolerance (Lost Kings MC #12)

Zero Regret (Lost Kings MC #13)

Zero Apologies (Lost Kings MC #14)

White Lies (Lost Kings MC #15

 

 

Stand-Alones in the Lost Kings MC world

Murphy appears in all of these.

 

Bullets & Bonfires

Warnings & Wildfires

Cards of Love: Knight of Swords
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The number of people who need to be thanked for making More Than Miles come to life might be longer than the actual book! I hope I don’t forget anyone, but if I do it’s not that I don’t appreciate you.

 

First, thank you to my readers. Your love of my characters continued support, and eagerness for each new book continues to amaze me. As a life-long reader, I know how many choices you have when you pick up a book. That you choose to read—sometimes re-read—my stories is beyond flattering. Thank you.

 

My critique partners, Cara Connelly, Kari W. Cole, and Virginia Frost. I don’t think I thank you enough for all of your support, encouragement, and help. You make Wednesday my favorite day of the week.

 

K.A. Mitchell, my friend, and mentor. You’re one of my favorite people in the whole world. Thank you for everything you’ve done and continue to do to help me become a better writer.

 

Lili Saint Germain, thank you for your cover advice and helping me focus on the why.

 

Angi J., Amanda, Brandy, Chris, Clarisse, Elizabeth, Iveta, Tamra, and Shelly. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for sticking with me for another Lost Kings book. Andrea F., thanks for jumping in for Murphy’s book!

 

Vanessa Bridges, my patient editor, thank you again for your dedication to helping me refine and shape Murphy’s story. Thank you for continuing to go beyond what’s required. Even if I’m a little prickly at first, your advice and guidance is always appreciated.

 

Lisa Miller, thank you for helping me with my research and allowing me to pick your brain. Also, thank you for taking the time to create the More Than Miles playlist for me on Spotify!

 

Johnnie-Marie, Tanya S., and Terra, thank you for the time you spend promoting my books. Elizabeth, thank you for “getting me” and shouting your love of LOKI from the rooftops.

 

My Lost Kings MC Ladies Facebook group, thank you for being there. Thanks for loving LOKI so much and laughing at my Mr. Lake stories.

 

Iza thank you for your continued #WrathLove and all the hot, bearded man photos.

 

Thank you to my readers old and new that I’ve met this year. It’s been wonderful getting to know you. If you see me at a signing, don’t be afraid to say hello—I’m more scared of you, than you are of me!

 

Ah, and finally, my own personal romance hero, Mr. Lake. My fiercest supporter, who is always ready to kick the ass of anyone who sneers at romance writers.





[image: ]



To Bub. It isn’t the same without you.


Glossary

I first used a glossary in the Road to Royalty Limited Edition boxed set and again in Tattered on My Sleeve and White Heat. I’ve made a few small updates and changes here. If you’re new to the Lost Kings MC series, this is a good place to start!

 

The Lost Kings MC Organizational Structure

 

President: Rochlan “Rock” North. Leader of the Upstate NY charter of the Lost Kings MC. His word is law within the club. He takes advice from senior club members. He is the public “face” of the MC. Much to his annoyance, Rock is seen as the “father figure” in the club, especially by the younger members.

 

Sergeant-at-Arms: Wyatt “Wrath” Ramsey. Responsible for the security of the club. Keeps order at club events. Responsible for the safety and protection of the president, the club, its members and its women. Disciplines club members who violate the rules. Keeps track of club by-laws. In charge of the club’s weapons and weapons training. Will challenge Rock when he deems it necessary. Outside of the MC, Wrath owns a gym, Furious Fitness. He is experienced in underground MMA style fighting.

 

Vice President: Angus “Zero” or “Z” Frazier. In most clubs, I think the VP would be considered the second-in-command. In mine, I see the VP and SAA as being on equal footing within the club. Carries out the orders of the President. Communicates with other chapters of the club. Assumes the responsibilities of the President in his absence. Keeps records of club patches and colors issued. Z also co-manages the MC’s strip club, Crystal Ball.

 

Treasurer: Marcel “Teller” Whelan. Keeps records of income, expenses and investments.

 

Road Captain: Blake “Murphy” O’Callaghan. Responsible for researching, planning and organizing club runs. Responsible for obtaining and maintaining club vehicles.

 

Prospect: A prospect is someone who has stated a clear intention of being a full patch member of the Lost Kings MC. The Lost Kings vet their prospects for two or more years. To vote a prospect in as a full patch member, the vote must be unanimous. Not all prospects will become full patch members. Some will realize the club is not for them. For others, the club will realize that the prospect is not a good fit for the club. Prospects are expected to show respect to all full patch members and do whatever is asked of them.

The Lost Kings MC has three prospects that we’ve seen so far. Hoot and Birch have been around since Slow Burn (Lost Kings MC #1). We first met Axel Ryan in Corrupting Cinderella (Lost Kings MC #2) and got to know him better in Three Kings, One Night (Lost Kings MC #2.5) and Strength From Loyalty (Lost Kings MC #3). He is a main character in More Than Miles (Lost Kings MC #6).

 

 

Other members

 

Cronin “Sparky” Petek: Sparky is the mad genius behind the Lost Kings MC’s pot-growing business. He is rarely seen outside of the basement, as he prefers the company of his plants.

 

Elias “Bricks” Serrano: We saw Bricks and his girlfriend Winter in Slow Burn and Corrupting Cinderella. One of the few members who does not live at the clubhouse, he performs a lot of general tasks for the club.

 

Dixon “Dex” Watts: We’ve also seen Dex throughout the series and gotten to know him better in Strength From Loyalty (Lost Kings MC #3). He co-manages Crystal Ball.

 

Sam “Stash” Black: Lives in the basement with Sparky and helps with the plants. We got to know him a little bit in Tattered on My Sleeve (Lost Kings MC #4). Otherwise, we’re not really sure what he’s up to downstairs.

 

Thomas “Ravage” Kane: We got to know him a little better in Tattered on My Sleeve. Ravage is a general member who helps out wherever he is needed.

 

 

The Lost Kings MC Ladies

 

Hope Kendall, Esq.: Nick-named First Lady by Murphy in Corrupting Cinderella (Lost Kings MC #2), Hope is the object of Rock’s love and obsession. Their epic love story spans four books; Slow Burn, Corrupting Cinderella, Strength From Loyalty, and White Heat.

 

Trinity Hurst: Caretaker of the Lost Kings MC clubhouse and the brothers. She and Wrath have a long, tattered love story full of lust, fury, and forgiveness in Tattered on My Sleeve (Lost Kings MC #4). She and Wrath are also featured in White Heat (Lost Kings MC #5).

 

Heidi Whelan: Teller’s little sister. You have seen glimpses of Heidi through Corrupting Cinderella, Strength From Loyalty, Tattered on My Sleeve, and White Heat. She is also featured in a short story in Three Kings, One Night (Lost Kings MC #2.5).

 

Lilly Volkov: One of Hope’s best friends and frequent “booty call” of Z. You’ve met her in Slow Burn, Corrupting Cinderella, Strength From Loyalty, Tattered on My Sleeve, White Heat and two short stories, “Z and Lilly” in Three Kings, One Night and “Infatuated” from the Pink: Hot ‘n Sexy for a Cure anthology. She will be featured in Zero Tolerance (Lost Kings MC #8).

 

Mara Oak: Friend of Hope. Also an attorney. She’s appeared in Slow Burn, Corrupting Cinderella, Strength From Loyalty, Tattered on My Sleeve, and White Heat. She’s married to Empire city court judge, Damon Oak. Their story, Objection, will be available soon.

 

 

Lost Kings MC Terminology

 

Crystal Ball – The strip club owned by the Lost Kings MC and one of their legitimate businesses. They often refer to it as “CB.”

 

“Conference Center” – The clubhouse of the Lost Kings MC. It was previously used as a high-end religious retreat and is sometimes still jokingly referred to as the “Conference Center” or “Hippie Compound.”

 

Empire – The fictional city in Upstate NY, run by the Lost Kings.

 

Furious Fitness—The gym Wrath owns, often just referred to as “Furious.”

 

Green Street Crew – Street gang the Lost Kings do business with. Often referred to as “GSC.” “Loco” is their leader and frequent nuisance to Rock.

 

LOKI – Short for Lost Kings.

 

Vipers MC – Rival and frequent enemy MC. Runs Ironworks which borders the Lost Kings’ territory. Their president Ransom and his SAA Killa appeared in Tattered on My Sleeve and White Heat.

 

Wolf Knights MC – Rival and sometimes ally of the Lost Kings. Their president Ulfric appeared in Slow Burn. Their SAA Whisper is a partner in Wrath’s gym and appeared in Tattered on My Sleeve as well as Slow Burn. Actions taken by the Wolf Knights have seriously impacted the Lost Kings in recent times.

 

 

Other MC Terminology

 

Most terminology was obtained through research. However, I have also used some artistic license in applying these terms to my romanticized, fictional version of an Outlaw Motorcycle Club.

 

Cage – A car, truck, van, basically anything other than a motorcycle.

 

Church – Club meetings all full patch members must attend. Led by the President of the club, but officers will update the members on the areas they oversee.

 

Citizen – Anyone not a hardcore biker or belonging to an outlaw club. “Citizen Wife” would refer to a spouse kept entirely separate from the club.

 

Cut – Leather vest worn by outlaw bikers. Adorned with patches and artwork displaying the club’s unique colors. The Lost Kings’ colors are blue and gray. Their logo is a skull with a crown.

 

Colors – The “uniform” of an outlaw motorcycle gang. A leather vest, with the three-piece club patch on the back, and various other patches relating to their role in the club. Colors belong to the club, and are held sacred by all members.

 

Dressers – Slang for a motorcycle “dressed up” with hard saddle bags and other accessories. It’s designed for long-distance riding.

 

Fly Colors – To ride on a motorcycle wearing colors.

 

Mother Chapter – First chapter of the club.

 

Muffler Bunny – Club girl, who hangs around to provide sexual favors to members.

 

Nomad – A club member who does not belong to any specific charter, yet has privileges in all charters. Nomads go anywhere to take care of business usually at the request of the club president.

 

Old Lady/Ol’ Lady – Wife or steady girlfriend of a club member. Has nothing to do with her age.

 

Patched In – When a new member is approved for full membership.

 

Patch Holder – A member who has been vetted through performing duties for the club as a prospect or probate and has earned his three-piece patch.

 

Prospect – A prospective member of the club. The club needs to unanimously vote him in to become a full member.

 

Property Patch – When a member takes a woman as his Old Lady (wife status), he gives her a vest with a property patch. In my series, the vest has a “Property of Lost Kings MC” patch and the member’s road name on the back. The officers also place their patches on the ol’ lady’s vest as a sign they have agreed to always have her back. Her man’s patch or club symbol is placed over the heart.

 

Road Name – Nickname. Usually given by the other members.

 

RUB: Slang for Rich Urban Biker. A term generally used by real bikers to describe a person who rides an expensive motorcycle on weekends, and never very far. A poser.

 

Run – A club sanctioned outing sometimes with other chapters and/or clubs. Can also refer to a club business run.
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On the Edge
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Been waiting for this day for what feels like forever.

My hand’s in the air, ready to knock when the door swings open. Heidi’s mouth drops in a surprised gasp. “What are you doing here? Axel was supposed to pick me up.”

“They needed him at the clubhouse. Besides, it’s your birthday, gonna take you for a ride.”

Her lips twitch into a smile. “Okay.”

She takes a step back to let me muscle my way inside. My arm brushes against her as I pass, and her sweet scent snaps something inside me.

My foot lashes out behind me, kicking the door shut.

“Happy eighteenth birthday, baby girl.”

She takes a step back and crosses her arms over her chest. “Thanks.”

Every step I take closer to her, she takes one away. Finally her back’s to the wall and she’s got nowhere else to go. She turns and I slap my hand against the wall to stop her.

“Heidi, look at me.”

Her big brown eyes blink up at me. Words can’t express what’s inside my head or heart. Instead, I lower my mouth to hers. Capture her lips in a soft kiss. As soft as I’m capable of. I pull back just to breathe her in. My hands slide into her hair, holding her still so I can taste every inch of her sweet mouth.

I’m a bastard, because this isn’t the first time I’ve kissed Heidi. We kissed two Christmases ago under the frigid night sky and last year on her birthday.

But it was nothing like this. I don’t have to hold back now. She’s mine and I’m ready to finally be hers.

Her hands settle on my shoulders. Not pushing me away. But not urging me closer, either. I pull back.

“What are you doing, Blake?” she whispers.

“Claiming my girl.”

Her gaze skips away. “I’m not yours.”

My arms wrap around her waist, tugging her against me. “Yeah, you are. You’ve been waiting for this day as much as I have.”

One corner of her mouth twists down. It’s an irresistible gesture she’s done since she was a kid. I’ve always found it cute.

Now? It’s fucking hot.

My lips seal over hers again. This time, she opens for me, slides her hands over my chest, twists her fingers in my flannel shirt, and pulls me closer. My hands slide from her waist to her ass, pulling her against me. She wraps her arms around my neck, holding on to me as I lift her off her feet and carry her to her bedroom.

I kick that door shut, too.

I’ve got fucking hornets buzzing in my stomach. I’ve thought about this for longer than is wise to admit. Yet I’m nervous.

We break our kiss.

“Marcel?” she asks.

“Your brother ain’t comin’ home any time soon.” Now isn’t the time to talk about my best friend. We’ll deal with him later.

Reaching out, I rub my knuckles over her cheek, then cup her jaw and pull her to me for another kiss. I’ve never loved kissing anyone the way I love kissing Heidi. Even if that’s all she lets me do today, I’ll be a satisfied man.

One of us moves us to her bed. Probably me. She slips off my cut, carefully setting it on her desk, barely breaking our kiss. My hands run down her back, cupping her ass, pulling her against me. I twist us onto her bed, keeping her on top of me. My hands slip under her sweater and she freezes.

“Baby, I’ll be gentle. I won’t hurt you,” I reassure her.

She snorts and rolls off me to the side. “I’m not a virgin, Blake.”

With a growl, I roll on top of her, pinning her to the mattress. “Don’t give a fuck, Heidi.” But deep down I do. I’m furious. Not at her. I could never be mad at Heidi. She’s the sweetest, brightest thing in my world. Always has been. It’s the whole situation that pisses me off. And I know right this second, I’m never voting her boyfriend, Axel, into the club. No fucking way.

I have no right to be mad. She was never going to wait for me. Especially not after she caught me in a three-way in the middle of her brother’s living room a couple years ago.

“We’re even, baby,” I whisper while kissing her neck.

She groans. “I doubt that.”

Yeah, well I ain’t been a saint. But that shit’s over. I don’t ever want another woman’s hands on me again.

I draw back, peering into her eyes. “Axel?” I fucking hate saying his name here in her bed. Thinking of him in here with her is royally pissing me off. I haven’t been with anyone in a while. It’s not much, but it’s all I have to offer her.

“None of your business,” she shoots back.

“From today on, everything about you is my business.”

She doesn’t answer. Her hand reaches up and tickles over my beard. “This is scratchy.”

I can’t help laughing. “I’ll shave it off right the fuck now, Heidi.”

There’s that little twist of her mouth again. “Don’t,” she whispers.

We keep kissing while I undress her. Slowly peeling off each bit of clothing. I’m fuckin’ excited, happy, scared and hard as steel all at the same time. She helps me toss my shirt on the floor. Those little hands of hers skating over my back and shoulders send shock waves through me. I move down her body enough to run my tongue over one nipple and then the other. She gasps and arches her back. It’s completely silent in here except for the sounds of us.

Her hands fiddle with my jeans. She gets the button undone, then runs her hands over my sides. I struggle to push and kick my jeans and boots off. I don’t want to leave the warmth of her body for even a second.

“There’re condoms in my desk,” she says, while slipping her arm out and pointing.

Like fuck am I using Axel’s goddamn condoms. “I got it,” I grumble, and I swear she smirks at me.

Heidi’s always had an independent—some might say bratty—streak. I love it. I need a woman who stands up to me.

I need her.

As I drag my fingertips down her belly, over her hip and down her thigh, she hums in my ear. This crazy sexy, humming-purring sound I’ve never heard from her before.

I want more.

My hand trails back up her thigh, between her legs. Her heat sears my skin. I hiss when my fingers brush against her. So fucking wet. I circle her clit, and her humming noises turn into moans. I bury my face against her neck. “Heidi.”

My finger traces her slick pussy and teases inside. She lifts, pressing herself into my touch. Next time I want to draw this out. When we’re in my bed. Or maybe I’ll take her away where we can be alone. Where I can spend hours devouring her. Learning everything about her. But now? My dick’s throbbing. I’m worried if I wait much longer, it won’t be good for her.

Her hands shackle my wrist while she keeps me in place. Her forehead wrinkles and her lips part. “Oh, right there. Please, more.” The words come out as breathless pants. She grinds herself against me faster, riding my hand while she comes hard and loud. She’s more demanding and sure of herself than I expected.

I like it. A lot.

I need to be inside her. If it doesn’t happen soon, I’m pretty sure I’ll die.
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I should feel guilty about this. Why don’t I feel guilty?

Twelve-year-old me is doing cartwheels inside, that’s why.

Future Heidi knows this is a horrible idea I’ll regret.

I’ve wanted Blake to look at me this way for years. When I found him waiting for me on the other side of the door, I knew this was where we’d end up.

It was inevitable.

The Heidi in the here and now wants what’s been denied for so long. I’ll have to fix the many broken pieces afterward.

Blood thunders through my ears as I come down. My eyes flutter open and I find him watching me intently.

“Beautiful.” To me, his low rough voice is both comforting and thrilling.

Between my legs, his fingers still gently trace circles against my sensitive flesh. “Are you all right?” he asks. I’ve known Blake my whole life, but never this version of him. Sweet, gentle, and determined.

“Blake, that was…” I can’t finish the sentence. I have no words.

He leans down and kisses my nose, then my lips.

My heart pounds impossibly faster as he reaches into the pocket of his jeans and slips out a gold foil square. Was he carrying that in the hopes that we’d end up here? Or is it one of many he carries around on a regular basis, in case some chick wants to drop her panties for him?

Fascinated and conflicted, I watch as he rips into the wrapper, tugs out the rubber and expertly rolls—

From the floor, Blake’s phone gives off a muffled buzz.

He hesitates. “Fuck.”

I’m practically panting with anticipation. He’s so close. The phone buzzes again, and I groan. He nips at my ear. “Ignore it, Bug.”

Goddammit. Past Heidi remembers the dismissive way he’s called me that for years. How insignificant it makes me feel. How much he knows I hate it and he calls me it anyway. To say it now, when everything’s about to change. When we’re about to…no. Just no. I can’t.

I press my hands against his shoulders and push him back. “You should get that, Murphy.”

His eyebrows draw down and his gaze roams over my face. “What’s wrong?”

A breeze from my open window drifts over me, and I close my eyes. “We should go.” I don’t wait for an answer. Instead, I shove my way out from under him and scoop my clothes up off the floor. I’ve been naked in front of one guy in my life—Axel, yet somehow that’s not what’s bothering me. I’m perfectly comfortable around Blake—and that’s what bothers me.

“Um?” His hand reaches out, latching on to mine.

“I can’t do this with you.”

He sits up and I focus on my closed bedroom door so I won’t drool all over his perfectly sculpted body. I swallow hard. I’ve fantasized about seeing Murphy like this for years. Years. And I can’t even enjoy it.

I love Blake with all my heart. But I’m in love with my boyfriend, Axel.

Tugging my hand out of his grasp, I take a step back and slip my shirt on. With some fabric between my skin and Blake’s hungry eyes, I can think straight.

“I’m going to…” I gesture at the bedroom door lamely and scurry out.

When I emerge from the bathroom, he’s fully dressed and waiting for me by the front door. As I approach, he glances up and a pained smile curves his mouth. “You okay?”

No. I’m rattled right down to my bones. “Yeah, I just know people are probably wondering where we are.”

I think he knows I mean Axel is wondering where I am because Murphy’s mouth turns down. He twists the knob and holds the door open for me.

When we pull up the clubhouse driveway, butterflies dance in my stomach. Except for lockdown situations, I’m not supposed to hang out at my brother’s motorcycle club. Most of that went out the window this past summer. The club president—Rock, who’s the closest I’ve ever had to a father—gave his okay for my party to be held up here, since it’s my eighteenth. That and I think since he’s settled down with Hope—who’s like a mother to me—the guys aren’t allowed to have the wild parties they used to. Blake parks his bike way down the hill. When he shuts the engine down, I get off and shake out my hair.

“Why’d you park all the way down here?”

“I need to talk to you.”

My gaze darts to the house. I know the layout of the clubhouse pretty well. There are no downstairs windows facing this way, but there are plenty of upstairs windows that do. Not that Axel should be in any of those rooms, but still.

“Can we walk while we talk?”

Blake shakes his head in an exasperated way that almost makes me feel sorry for him. I don’t mean to be a brat. I hate disappointing Blake more than anything. Maybe more than anyone. But I’m so damn confused. I need to get away from him. Away from everyone. I don’t even want to go to my party anymore. The thought of seeing Axel, while all the places Blake touched me are still tingling, twists my insides. In a few brief seconds, I lost control and turned into the kind of whore my grandmother always said I’d be.

Blake eases my helmet out of my hands and wraps his arm around my shoulders, guiding me up the driveway. “I meant what I said, Heidi. I want you to be my girl.”

I stop dead in my tracks. “Are you fucking kidding?”

“No, I’m not fucking kidding,” he says so low and determined my skin prickles. Using his bulky body, he pushes me off the driveway into a clump of trees. The emotions swirling in my belly scare me. I want him to do things to me that I have no business thinking about. Starting with ripping my clothes off and pinning me up against the nearest pine tree.

Why does it have to be wrong to have what I want? Why do I have to know that Murphy’s bedded every willing girl in the tri-state area? I don’t want to be one of hundreds.

With Axel, I know I’m special.
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Something’s wrong. My girlfriend can’t look me in the eye and that’s never a good sign. Murphy’s glued to her back and that isn’t a good sign, either. I’m not stupid enough to think it was an accident that I got called down to Crystal Ball right as I was supposed to leave to pick Heidi up.

This prospect gig is bullshit. I love to ride. Love Heidi. I even like most of the brothers. But giving up my life to the Lost Kings MC? Putting the club first? Every day it’s clearer I’m not cut out for this life.

I don’t trust Murphy.

The MC’s president—Rock, a guy I actually like and respect—just spent the summer in jail for a crime he didn’t even commit. Everyone had to be on lockdown in case a rival MC tried to hurt anyone associated with the club.

I don’t want to end up in jail.

Rock’s done a good job of keeping me out of serious club business. But I’d have to be an idiot not to know they’re into all sorts of illegal activities.

What the heck did I get myself into?

All because of Heidi.

“Hey,” she says softly as she approaches and wraps her hand around my forearm. “Where were you?”

“Hoot needed me to run something down to him.” I don’t mention the strip club, because I don’t feel like fighting over it.

She doesn’t even press me for details. Another bad sign.

“Why’d he come get you?”

Her shoulders nervously jiggle. “Birthday ride. Same old.”

Yeah right.

“There’s my baby sis!” Teller shouts as he picks Heidi up in a big hug. “You turning eighteen is bullshit.” He sets her down and leans over, placing his fingertips at knee-level. “I swear, just yesterday you were this big.”

Something sarcastic like, Maybe if you’d paid more attention to your sister rather than fucking around, you’d realize she’s been an adult for a while now wants to come out of my mouth. But I hang on to the thought—for now.

Heidi’s birthday party isn’t the place to start listing my beefs with Teller.
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I need a bucket of ice for my balls.

Two seconds from finally sinking inside Heidi and my phone ruined it.

Now instead of some after-sex cuddling with the only girl I’ve ever wanted, I’m being tortured by her scent still lingering on my skin. She came on my hand. It was fucking beautiful. Perfect. Better than I’d been fantasizing about for longer than I want to admit.

Then it got fucked up.

Motherfucking phone. Why didn’t I turn that shit off the second I pulled into the parking lot?

Now, she’s ignoring me. Pretending what happened between us doesn’t mean anything. Hell, pretending it didn’t happen at all. Heidi drives me crazy. She’s good at it. Been doing it for years. She’s been coming on to me since she was twelve. It killed me, but I rejected every one of her sweet-awkward-girlish advances because it was the right thing to do. Somewhere along the way, I crossed a line and hurt her feelings. I hated myself for it, but I didn’t know what else to do. Looking at her now, I should applaud myself for my self-control. Heidi’s a little sex kitten.

A sex kitten with a boyfriend.

Fucking Axel.

Confirming that Axel’s had what I’ve wanted but couldn’t have pisses me off. Thinking of them together makes me want to rip his arms off and beat him to death with them.

More than that, she’s my girl. My little Heidi-bug. I’m just as hyper-protective of her as her older brother, my best friend, Marcel. Axel putting his grubby hands on Heidi bothers me for so many different reasons.

A good caveman would have declared her off-limits years ago. Then I should have wrapped my dick in a metal cage.

She glares at me from across the room, and even that turns me on. Shit. I’ve seen her naked now. Brings temptation to a whole new level. I can’t stop thinking of us being together again. How the fuck do I make that happen?

“Are you okay, Murphy?” Hope’s gentle voice knocks me out of the man-rage I’m working myself into. There’s nothing I won’t do for Hope. Not only because she’s my president’s wife, but because of the way she’s unofficially adopted Heidi and been so good to her. For her I’ll settle the fuck down and pull on a tired smile.

“I’m good, First Lady. How you doing?”

She tips her head toward Heidi and Axel. “Everything okay there? I saw you were the one she drove up with.”

For one stupid second, I consider confiding the whole mess to Hope. But if I detect a hint of either pity or disappointment in her eyes, it’ll shred me even more.

“Just the usual birthday ride.”

Hope’s not fooled one bit.

“You’re looking nice and tan. Hawaii agreed with you.”

She rolls her eyes at the clumsy way I changed the conversation. “You’ve already heard all our honeymoon stories. Well, the ones you’re allowed to hear.”

I chuckle and the corners of her mouth tip up. “At least I made you laugh.” She squeezes my arm one last time before Rock hooks his fingers in her waistband and yanks her against him. She yelps and slaps his arms as they band around her middle. “Murphy and I were having a conversation.” She’s laughing too hard to sound stern.

He says something against her ear that turns her cheeks pink and includes the word wife, before lifting his gaze to me. “What’s up, brother?”

“Nothing, prez. I’m good.”

Rock glances at Heidi and shakes his head. “You talk to her?”

“Not exactly.”

Hope raises an eyebrow with an expectant expression on her face. I’ve never figured out if she’s on my side or Axel’s. I think she’s purely team Heidi and I love her for that. Heidi’s needed a mother for as long as I’ve known her. Whether she meant to or not, Hope’s stepped into that role. Sometimes I think she’s the only one who understands Heidi.

Maybe I should confide in her.

Christ, when did I turn into such a pussy?

Over any other chick, I’d never be so stressed. But Heidi? She’s everything.

“Hi, Serena,” Hope says, looking past me.

Fuck.

I already feel like shit that I’ve been stringing Serena along for weeks now. Having her here at Heidi’s birthday party is a whole new realm of fucked-up fuckery.

“Hey,” she says as she joins us.

Hope responds with a warm smile. After hanging out at our downstate charter for a couple years, Serena’s still not used to an ol’ lady who’s actually nice to her. I know she’s probably uncomfortable and it’s my fault she’s here, so I grab her hand and pull her to my side. Of course, that’s when Heidi finally glances my way. Her nose wrinkles and she wraps her hand around Axel’s arm even tighter.

Why does everything have to be so fucking complicated?

Someone turns down the lights and people start singing “Happy Birthday.” Trinity and Mariella carry out the cake they’d been working on all day, and Heidi drops Axel’s hand to race over and meet them at the bar. Everyone cheers as she purses her lips and blows out the candles. Christ, not two hours ago, I’d been kissing that mouth.

Confused, Serena squeezes my hand to get my attention. “Is she a club girl?”

“No,” I snap and instantly regret it. “That’s Teller’s little sister.”

“Oh. Sorry.”

Not her fault. I’d been doing my best to keep Serena and Heidi far, far away from each other. It’s why I’m real curious about her turning up here tonight.

“I’m glad you texted me to come up.”

“What?” My gaze scans the room, landing on Axel. The dickhead smirks at me.

Well, I guess he got even with me for sending him to Crystal Ball. Surprised the little prick was so bold.

After everyone has cake, Heidi receives hugs from Rock and Hope. When an acceptable amount of time passes—approximately four seconds—Rock grabs Hope’s hand and drags her to the door. She hits the brakes in front of me.

“Will you be okay?” she asks.

Rock sighs and turns, pushing a finger against my chest. “I know you have your hands…full.” He flicks his gaze at Serena, who’s chatting up Trinity over by the birthday cake. “But keep these fuckers in line, please. I don’t know where the fuck Z’s at and you know Wrath will haul Trinity’s ass out of here any minute now.”

“Yeah. No problem, prez.” I survey the room again and the corner of my mouth turns up. “Sure you don’t want to stick around?”

He rolls his eyes at the stupid question. “Yeah, I’m good.”

Hope hugs me tight and whispers, “Behave” in my ear.

Even though they made a quiet exit, it’s as if everyone in the room knows Mom and Dad have left the building. The volume of the music increases, the clothing on the girls decreases.

And I’m bored. Tired of the whole thing. Right or wrong, I’ve been around this scene since I was twelve. Love my brothers and love my club. But sometimes I wish things were…quieter.
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My throat’s so tight, it’s a miracle I have any breath to blow out my candles. Murphy has a girl at my party? After we almost…?

I vaguely remember her from Hope and Rock’s wedding, but she looks different tonight. Sluttier. Murphy brought her to my birthday party as his date?

I can’t even comprehend it. After he spewed all that bullshit about wanting me to be his girl?

Squeezing my eyes shut, I say a quick thank you to whatever gods are above that I stuck to my guns and said no. I’d feel even stupider if we’d gone all the way.

“Are you okay?” Mariella’s soft voice helps me tear my gaze away from Murphy.

“Who is that?”

“That’s his downstate girl,” Axel says as he approaches and slips an arm around me. “She moved up here to be near him. She goes to school with us. I’m surprised you haven’t met.”

Axel’s tone seems calm, but I sense the I-told-you-so undertones. I realize I’m being ridiculous since my boyfriend’s here. But in my mind, it’s two completely separate things.

“I’ll have to say hello later,” I answer coolly. Even though I’m pissed Murphy invited her to my birthday party, I won’t give Axel the satisfaction.

“We need to talk,” Axel says against my ear.

“Want to go upstairs?”

Axel isn’t the one who has a room here. I am. Hope and Trinity let me stay up here over the summer when the club went through a rocky time and I still have use of it when I want.

His lips press against my cheek. “Yeah. Your brother’s gone.”

Just because I turned eighteen and I have use of a room in the clubhouse, doesn’t mean I want to flaunt sneaking my boyfriend into it. Hope and Rock already left. My brother disappeared but might return at any time. Wrath and Trinity won’t care.

No, the only person who might have something to say about it is Murphy. And I’m not interested in his opinion.

I wrap my hand around Axel’s and lead him through the crowd.

“Leaving your own party?” Wrath asks as I brush past him. His serious tone stops me in my tracks.

“Are you cockblocking me, Uncle Wrath?” It’s a brash, obnoxious thing for me to say, but I think Wrath expects that of me from time to time and I hate to disappoint.

His usual stone-cold face breaks into a hint of a smile. “Not at all.” His gaze swings to Axel. “Better disappear now, prospect, before someone finds work for you.”

Yeah, by someone, he means Murphy.

Trinity winks and I feel a flutter of guilt. Jealous over her friendship with Murphy, I’ve acted like a snot to her for years, even though she’s always been kind to me and tried to make my birthdays special. “Thank you for my beautiful cake, Trin.”

Axel nudges me and we continue pushing through people to get to the staircase. I don’t look behind us once.

When we’re in my room, Axel pushes me up against the back of the door. I gasp from shock and he uses it to seal his mouth over mine in a long, lingering kiss.

“You smell like him,” he says when we part.

“What?”

“You. Smell. Like. Him.”

This won’t be the first time we’ve fought about Murphy.

“He gave me a ride here.”

He snorts. “And what else?”

I can’t lie to people I care about. People I don’t know? People who ask questions about my brother’s motorcycle club? No problem. I can lie with ease to strangers.

I focus on a spot on the wall over Axel’s shoulder. “Nothing.”

“Please. He’s been waiting for your birthday like a fat kid waiting for Girl Scout cookie season.”

I snort at the absurd mental image Axel just painted for me. “That’s stupid. His girlfriend’s here.”

He shakes his head as if he’s disappointed he needs to spell it out for me. “She’s not his girlfriend.”

“You seem to know a lot about her.”

Axel knows when I’m deflecting. “Don’t.” He takes his hands off the door and backs away from me. “I love you, but I’m not stupid. I’ve seen this coming since we got together.”

His hands fist at his sides and he glances at the bed. “One, Heidi. That’s all you get. I know he’s an important part of your life. But I won’t be played. I’ll give you one fuck-up and that’s it.”

I don’t bother asking him to explain this “one fuck-up” rule. It’s pretty clear. Generous too. I don’t think I’d be as forgiving if the situation were reversed. “There’s nothing.” The lie feels like slime on my tongue.

“I hope that’s true.”

I don’t have it in me to fight with Axel on my birthday. Obviously he doesn’t, either.

“I’m going to head home. You still want me to take you to Penny’s tomorrow?”

“Of course I do.”

Such sharp pain twists around in my chest. I hate that Axel’s mad at me. Hate that I don’t deserve his trust.

He gives me a kiss on the forehead and leaves, while I sit down on the floor and stare at the window, wondering if my brother’s around to give me a ride home.

Some birthday.

I’m irrationally pissed with Murphy for putting me in this position.

You could have said no, slut.

Except, in a lifetime of loneliness and bad memories, some of the happiest moments of my life include him. Were because of him. There’s too much history between us for no to be an option where Murphy’s concerned.
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More than memories
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I realized I was in love with Murphy when I was eight. Maybe that sounds crazy, but I remember the moment perfectly. My eighth birthday. No card or phone call from my mother—no biggie. I’d stopped expecting anything from her by then. My grandmother gave me a dress—which sucked, because I didn’t wear dresses. Reminding her of my preference for jeans got me a smack across the face and a lecture on graciousness.

 

 

Ten years earlier…

 

The rumble of my brother’s bike pulling up in front of the house was the first thing to make me happy all day. But when I ran outside, it wasn’t just Marcel who came to visit. Blake was there to show off his new bike. I’d seen him working on it with Rock for a long time and never thought much of it.

Ecstatic to get away from my grandmother, who seemed to hate everything I said and did, I flew into my big brother’s arms and squealed as he spun me around.

“Happy Birthday, baby sis. You havin’ a good day?”

“No. But I am now.”

“Missed you, kid.”

I choked down my tears, knowing they’d make my brother feel guilty. “I miss you, too.”

He sighed and set me down, glancing at the house.

Like lots of kids, I collected Schleich figurines. Unlike most girls my age, I didn’t want horses or unicorns with unrealistic rainbow-colored manes. Nope, I was obsessed with collecting the wildlife figurines. The more realistic the better. Even though I realize they were never that expensive, back then, to me, they cost a fortune. Marcel brought me one of the littler creatures almost every time I saw him, and I cherished each one, because to me it meant even though I didn’t get to see him a lot anymore, he hadn’t forgotten about me.

When my brother set me down, Blake motioned me over. At first I thought he wanted to show off his bike, but he crouched down, pulled something out of his saddlebag, and handed it to me.

“This is so cool!” I couldn’t stop myself from jumping up and down at the roaring grizzly bear. “He looks so mad. What do you think he’s growling at?”

“Maybe this?” He handed me a snowy owl figurine, and I thought I’d explode with happiness.

“Two?”

“Yup.”

I plopped right down on the sidewalk to inspect my new treasures while the two of them talked about where to go next. I hated that they were already leaving.

“You bring her helmet, bro?”

My brother was slow to answer. “Yeah.”

“Can I take her?”

That got my attention and I jumped up. “Can I, Marcel? Please, please, please?”

“Yeah, calm down.” He glanced at the house, where my grandmother was either staring out the window trying to put a hex on Marcel, or not paying any attention at all. “Go put those inside and let Gran know we’re gonna take you down to Friendly’s.”

He didn’t even get the last word out before I raced up the sidewalk and into the house. Grams was nowhere to be found, so I raced upstairs, tucked my new treasures away in my dresser drawer and flew back down. I yelled a quick, “Going to Friendly’s!” before slamming the door shut.

“Ready!” I announced when I landed at the end of the sidewalk.

Blake handed me my helmet and chuckled at me.

Marcel put his big brother stare on Blake. “Go easy with her.”

“Absolutely.”

“Hang on tight,” Marcel warned me.

Did I ever.

I wrapped my arms around Blake so tight, it was a miracle he could breathe. I’m pretty sure it ranks up there as one of the happiest days of my life.

I’d ridden with my brother lots of times and loved it. But riding behind Blake was different. Different but still familiar.

The boys chose Friendly’s because they’d give me a birthday sundae for free and to check out one of the waitresses behind the counter.

It was the first time I’d ever thought about Blake having a girlfriend, and it bothered me.

It bothered me a lot.

Suddenly my sundae didn’t interest me that much. I studied the girl they were both so obviously interested in. She had long blonde curls tied into a high ponytail that swished back and forth as she ran around the cramped restaurant. I glanced down at my own dark, whip-straight hair—windblown and messy from the ride here.

“What’s wrong?” Blake asked when he noticed my ice cream had melted into a puddle.

“Nothing. Don’t feel good.”

Concern snapped Marcel’s attention away from the pretty waitress and he pressed the back of his hand against my forehead. “You eat any real food today?”

“Yeah.” I’d poured my own Cheerios this morning, but it wasn’t the lack of food that’d turned my stomach.

Now that I had their full attention, I milked it for everything I could. After I rattled off a long list of ailments, Marcel squinted at me. “Sounds like we should take you to the hospital.”

Whoops. I’d gone one too far.

“Can we go now?”

“Sure. I’ll grab the check.” He lifted an eyebrow and nodded at Blake. “Stay and watch her?”

As we walked out to the parking lot, Marcel gloated that he’d gotten the waitress’s phone number and Blake shrugged.

“That means you’re all mine,” I said, throwing my arms around his waist. He stared down at me, patted my back.

“Always.”

My heart fluttered and that one word meant more to me than Blake would ever know.

At the house, he promised to take me for a ride every year on my birthday.

I watched them take off and disappear down the street.

Then ran straight to my room and cried into my pillows until I fell asleep.
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Thankfully, my brother doesn’t have a lot of questions when I finally locate him and ask for a ride home. In fact, I think he’s relieved to get me away from the clubhouse.

Not wanting to leave me alone on my birthday, he stops at Stewart’s for my favorite ice cream and we make a plan to stay up late watching cheesy eighties horror movies.

After the last movie, he turns to me. “You’re falling asleep. Time for bed.”

“I’m eighteen now. You can’t tell me when to go to bed,” I tease.

He groans and runs his hands through his hair.

At my bedroom door, he pulls me in for a hug. “Love you, baby sis. I’m proud of you, too. I hope you know that.”

Tears prick my eyes and I squeeze him tight. “I know. I love you, too.”

“Did you have a good birthday at least?”

I mentally run over the day. Almost having sex with Murphy. Rejecting Murphy. Spending time with my club family. Fighting with Axel. Not the best birthday ever, but certainly not my worst.

“Yes.”

“Good.” He hesitates and runs his hand over his cheek before continuing. “I need to make a quick run out to Syracuse tomorrow, so I’ll probably be gone when you get up.”

“Okay.” I don’t bother asking what he’s doing. It must be club business, otherwise he would have told me.

“I’ll leave some money on the counter for you, so you can get breakfast. There’s nothin’ in the fridge.”

On impulse, I reach up and give him another hug. “Thank you for always taking good care of me.”

He seems surprised and shakes his head, but I rush to explain. “I mean it. I’m an adult now. I can get a job and help out around here.”

“No. Your job is doing well in college.”

“But—”

“No.” He flashes a quick smile to cancel out the harshness. “I need you to get good grades so you can graduate and land a good job. Then you can take care of me in my old age.”

I can’t picture Marcel ever being old enough to allow me to take care of him. “Deal,” I answer.

He places another kiss on my forehead before going into his own room.
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I didn’t have a drop of alcohol last night—you’d think the clubhouse would be the perfect place to sneak drinks, but you’d be oh-so wrong—and still, I wake up the next morning with a pounding headache.

Some of the pounding, I realize, is someone banging on the front door.

Annoyed at whoever decided to drop by this early, I turtle-walk my way into the living room. If it’s one of Marcel’s muffler bunnies, I’m getting out the shotgun.

It’s Murphy.

For some reason, I didn’t expect to see him for a while. A shiver of happiness throbs through me. I can’t help it. It’s how I always feel around him.

Then I remember seeing that girl clinging to his side and it pisses me off so much, I throw on a mask of indifference while he tries to talk to me about last night. I’ve got plenty of things to say about last night, but I’m too mad to have my words make any sense.

So instead, I act like the brat everyone thinks I am and piss him off. The slam of the front door jolts my heart, as if Murphy took a piece of it when he stormed out. Before I know what I’m doing, I’m up and running after him.
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Last night did not go the way I’d planned. Not even a little bit. Nope. Heidi stayed glued to Axel’s side all night, then I caught her sneaking him upstairs. I had no right to stop them. Her brother wasn’t around for me to tattle on her. For a second, I thought Wrath would intervene. But he was no help either.

Confused by my inattention, Serena left the party early. Honestly, it was a relief. If I can’t have the girl I want, then I’d rather be by myself at this point. Maybe it’s too little too late as far as Heidi’s concerned. I don’t know.

I do know if I gave up every time life threw a challenge at me, I’d be dead in a ditch by now. So first thing the next morning, I ride over to Teller’s apartment. Wrath casually mentioned how Axel left early last night and Marcel had taken Heidi home a while later. Words that gave me some hope. Maybe she ended things with him?

I know Teller’s got club business to take care of, so he won’t be home. I’m praying like fuck Axel’s not using the opportunity to reconcile with Heidi or sneak in some alone time.

No other bikes in the parking lot’s a good sign.

Heidi taking for-fucking-ever to open the door is not.

“Hey. What are you doing here so early?” she asks in a low morning-rough voice that has me thinking about what it would be like to wake up next to her every day.

I aim for cheerful, instead of the pervy bastard who threatens to make an appearance. “It’s almost noon.”

“In case you forgot, my birthday party was last night. I got in late.”

At least I know the “got in late” applies to her brother giving her a ride home and not her boyfriend. I ignore her sarcasm. “We still need to talk.”

She yawns and opens the door wider. “You could have at least brought me breakfast.”

Jesus Christ. A braless Heidi in tiny flannel shorts, tank top, and not much else is not what I need in front of me right now.

“I’ll take you out for breakfast later. First, we need to talk.”

“About whaaat?” she whines as she walks back into her bedroom.

I’m trying not to drool over her long bare legs walking away from me or notice the swish of her ass in the tight flannel.

I expected her to shut her bedroom door, change, and come back out. But the door stays open. Cautiously, I stick my head inside and find her under the covers.

“Heidi?”

“What?”

“Can we talk?”

One of her hands flails out from underneath her comforter. “Speak.”

Is she deliberately trying to tick me off?

After yesterday, I think it’s best I stay away from her bed. But I’m irritated that she won’t look at me.

“It would be easier if you’d look at me.”

“Blake, I’m tired. Spit it out or let me go back to sleep.”

“Never mind.” I don’t fuckin’ need this shit. She made it clear last night, and she sure as fuck is making it clear right now, she doesn’t give a fuck.

The slam of the front door behind me isn’t as satisfying as I expected.
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I’m halfway to my bike when I hear the light thud, thud, thud of Heidi running down the stairs behind me. “Blake, wait!”

Everything in me stops moving. I turn around in time to catch her as she throws herself at me. “I’m sorry. Please don’t be mad. I can’t stand when you’re mad at me.”

Ah, shit.

I wrap my arms tight around her and squeeze. “I can’t ever stay mad at you.”

After a second, I realize she’s still wearing the tank top, sorry excuse for a pair of shorts, and no shoes. “You shouldn’t be out here like this.”

By this I mean the barely-there clothes, but also the bare feet. “You’re gonna get a splinter or something in your foot.”

“I think I already did.” Her mouth turns down. She picks her foot up and wraps her hand around it, inspecting for damage. The movement means she’s hopping around on one foot. Braless.

Jesus. Eighteen or not, she’s fucking clueless.

“Come on.” I crouch down and she wraps herself around me for a piggyback ride, the same way she’s done since she was little.

The pleasure of her body plastered against my back barely registers before the rumble of another bike enters the parking lot.

Fucking Axel.

“Shit,” Heidi mumbles and tries to scramble off me. But I’ve got an iron grip on her legs.

“Blake, let me down.”

“No.”

“Blake, come on. He’s gonna get pissed.”

Something about her tone stops me. I don’t know how to express the rage welling up in me, though. I find out Axel’s ever laid a hand on her, I’ll fucking murder him—slowly and painfully. I allow her to slide down, but wrap my hand around her arm. “What do you mean?”

“What do you think? We had a fight last night.”

“About what?”

“What we always fight about. You.”

I’m too distressed that she spends a second being unhappy to take any pleasure in finding out they fight about me. “Did he hurt you?”

“No! Knock it off.” She shakes out of my grasp about the same time Axel pulls into a spot next to my bike.

I have to give Axel credit. He’s a brave little bastard, because he strolls right up to us and nods at me as if nothing’s wrong. “Morning.”

I fold my arms over my chest and acknowledge the greeting with a nod.

“You okay?” he asks Heidi.

“She’s fine. We were in the middle of something.”

Heidi smacks my arm, but it might as well be a tap from a butterfly.

Axel’s done being polite. He ignores me and focuses on Heidi. “Are we going to Penny’s or not?”

“Yeah, later. Just let me…”— her head swivels between the two of us—“take care of this. I’ll call you.”

Axel narrows his eyes at Heidi. “Fine,” he says. I’m really not liking the disrespect in his tone. No one, don’t give a fuck who, should talk to Heidi like that. But since I’m hoping soon it won’t be an issue, I let it go.

He takes off without another word. You’d think a real man would stay and fight for his girl. “See, even he knows it’s pointless to fight this.”

“God, you’re a caveman. What’d you want to do, fight to the death for me?”

Yeah, kinda. If that’s what it takes.

By the look on her face, she knows what I’m thinking and it isn’t appreciated.

She groans and turns to head back upstairs. I have to run to catch up with her. “Still want your piggy back ride?”

“No.”

We don’t say anything else until we’re inside. I make the mistake of trying to kiss her and she wriggles away from me.

Confused, I reach for her again. “What’s going on?”

“I explained last night. I can’t do this.”

“Heidi—”

“No. I made a mistake. I’m not that girl. I don’t want to be. I don’t cheat on my boyfriend.”

“Then break up with him.” There. Seems pretty simple to me.

She stares at me for a second—probably to see if I’m joking, which I’m not.

Her face screws into what at first seems like anger. “Does Serena know you’re here?” By
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