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DEDICATION






Make your life a
mission—not an intermission.

~ Arnold Glasgow






For my father, who spoke often
and with pride about his time in the military, instilling in me a
great appreciation for the bravery of those who serve.
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I find few things are more
humbling than meeting those men and women whose lives have been
forever altered because of their service to our country. To learn
from them their daily struggles, and to hear how often their cries
for help go unanswered.

We as a country should strive
without ceasing to do right by our veterans, until every man or
woman coming home does so healthy in every way. We as a people are
resilient, and can work together to reduce long-term impacts
serving has on those who have taken up the mantle in our
stead.

This story, this series of
tales, celebrates those individuals who see this kind of dire need
and answer it, because they have hearts larger than most, and a
moral compass aimed arrow-straight to what’s right. My guys and
gals aren’t afraid to step up and tackle even the most challenging
of situations.

I hope you enjoy this story
about Kirby and Dana, a second chance romance with a twist of
selfless service, and a heaping serving of love.

Woofully yours,

~ML







Most Rikki-Tik

Kirby Westbrook had served his country
proudly, coming home to find his life greatly changed. Struggling
to recover from his injuries, he embarked on a new mission, to
rebuild his grandfather’s Texas-based MC, bringing together men
just like him. Those who longed for the brotherhood a club can
provide but who weren’t quite ready to reenter
the civilian world.

Everything’s on schedule, the entire
operation silk smooth, until a childhood
friend strolls out of a thunderstorm and into the picture. Dana
Currier throws a monkey wrench into everything, seeming to go out
of her way to disrupt his plans right and left, and it’s only after
a crisis he realizes...he wouldn’t have it any other way.







Chapter One

Mid-August

Kirby Westbrook heeled the kickstand on his
bike down and parked with a sigh. With the engine off, rumbling
echoes from the exhaust still rolled through the empty lot when he
leaned far back in a stretch. Thunder crashed in the distance,
and he frowned. He’d been dodging August
storms since Memphis, alternately parking to wait out a squall or
riding through the stinging slap of drizzle and light rain
periodically throughout the day. Who gives a shit? Since
I’m here, let it pour.

Looking around at the scenery, Kirby snorted
a laugh. As he’d remembered, this small town in Northeast Texas was
definitely the kind that rolled up the sidewalks at sundown, and
except for halos of light underneath the widely spaced security
lights, the entirety of Main Street appeared closed.

He squinted and looked off to his right. Two
blocks down and around a corner, something was lit up, because he
could see the red and green flashing lights reflecting off the dark
windows of the facing insurance office. Too early for
Christmas, he thought, shaking his head in dismissal. Up off
the bike, he rolled his shoulders to seat his jacket more
comfortably, then flashed a glance at the silent house behind him.
Just like everything else in the town, the big two-story building
looked put to bed, quiet and dark in a way
that informed any visitor no one was home.

Through the window, a dim amber glow of
lights from the alarm panel assured him
services were still active, which was good. It was what he’d paid
his cousin Oscar Mayhan to deal with, and Kirby was glad to see it
was money well spent. He angled a glance down the street again,
then gathered his bags and walked to the house. It gave him
confidence to find the stair treads were firm
underfoot, and the porch gave off a solid echo from the pounding of
his boot heels. Everything outside was as it should be.

Key in the lock, he paused a moment to look
back as a flash of lightning stroked through
the sky, illuminating everything in stark relief. Tall southern
pine trees swayed in the wind, the dark green of their needles
stripped by the bright bursts of light. As the door opened under
his hand, he stopped in place, watching as a figure struggled up
the sidewalk on the other side of the street, burdened under a mass
of bags. Huh. After years of hearing his family tout the
benefits of tiny Mayhan, Texas, he would never have expected to see
a homeless person within his first ten minutes of being back in
town.

There was another brilliant strobe of light
from the sky, and then it was as if the bottom
had dropped out of every cloud on the horizon at once. It rolled
over him, a deafening sound of rain pummeling the ground until it
almost sounded as if he were under a waterfall. The homeless person
was out of sight now, lost in the darkness, and Kirby turned his
back on the street and stepped inside the house. The hushed quiet
inside was relative, because with the amount
of sound going on beyond the walls, a portion of it inevitably bled
over. But, in comparison to the unceasing cacophony outside,
silence reigned.

Glad he’d arrived when he did, he dropped
his bags just inside the door and felt to the side, palm gliding
across the smooth surface of the wall. He found the switch and
flipped it, the click preceding the light by the barest of moments,
and then the reality of what he’d created began to really sink in.
He’d seen pictures, of course. Oscar had provided those along the
way, as the contractors worked towards his demands. It’s
perfect.

A lot of the building’s interior walls had
been removed from the front of the downstairs, opening up the space
to allow for multiple couches and chairs. There was an old beam
from a barn mounted across the back wall, at
exactly the right height for a man to lean against and place a
drink. There was a renovated fireplace with a broad hearth; the
contractor had removed an old gas-powered insert to make way for
real wood. Above the mantel, he saw the photo
frames had already been mounted, and Kirby stalked across to stare
up at them.

Gonna do this right, Pops. His silent
promise was directed towards the center image, a picture of his and
Oscar’s grandfather sitting on his old Vietnam War-era motorcycle.
There was a massive group arrayed behind him, hard men turned to
the photographer with scowls on each face, as if war had stripped everything soft from them. That stern
appearance wasn’t how Kirby remembered his pops’ expression best. No, his pops
had been filled with laughter and joy, pleasure in the success of
the men he’d surrounded himself with, and a belief that he was
doing right by everyone who depended on him.

Pops, or Old Man Mayhan as the locals called
him, hadn’t just founded the town; he’d also started the Mayhan
Bucklers, a motorcycle club filled with men he’d served alongside
overseas. Named after the soldiers who led the forward charge in
the jungles of Vietnam, the Bucklers were known to be fighters,
both overseas and here at home. Rough and tumble, but Kirby’s
memories of them were filled with love for the loyalty they’d shown
his pops.

The club had fallen apart following Pops’
death, but there were still a few old-timers holding on, pockets of
men throughout Northeast Texas, and Kirby was determined to honor
his grandfather by bringing back the club in a way that would make
a positive impact on the town. The MBMC had never been about the
drugs or women like some of the westerly clubs had. More than
anything, it was something
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