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      This is the last book of the ‘original series’ for Heaven Hill and I have to say, I’m really emotional about it. When I started writing the series, I was at the lowest part of my life, just hoping that maybe this would turn it around. I had a dream that I wanted to make come true, and in my head if I could finish “Meant To Be” maybe it would happen.

      And wow, did it ever!

      My life changed in so many ways thanks to one little book and the huge amount of people that came into my life because of it. For those of you that started with “Meant To Be” and now you’re here. Thank you from the bottom of my heart. I couldn’t have done any of this without the readers who’ve loved Liam, Tyler, and the rest of the guys so much. I hope I’ve brought it back around from Liam and Denise full circle to Mandy and Dalton. From one single mom, to the daughter who’s prepared to be a single mom. I hope I did it justice!

      Allison: You’ve listened to me from the beginning and you’ve always held my hand (figuratively and literally sometimes) when life has been too much. I don’t think any two people have cried more than us in Barnes & Noble, but what amazing ideas and books we got out of those sessions!

      Kari: You’ve become SUCH a great friend to me. I never imagined when I sent an email about someone making a cover that you would become such an important person in my life. Thank you so much for always being you and making me laugh. I treasure our conversations!

      Dee: I love our daily conversations and you’ve done amazing things for my writing career whether you know it or not. I appreciate all the things you do for me, and thank you for keeping me company at all the signings over the past year. Whether you know it or not, you’ve made me a much more outgoing person.

      Dawn: I am so thankful to have met you, and to have been able to hang out with you on a couple of occasions. One day I’m going to take you up on that trip to NOLA!

      Slick: Thank you for giving me the courage to do this. You may not know, but the advice you gave me has stayed with me from the moment you read my book. I wasn’t sure whether I would really go through with it, until you read it and told me you liked it. You’ve been a great supporter and I’m thankful for it.

      April: I’ll never forget me sitting in Panera with a notebook telling you this is what I really, really wanted to do, and you looked at me with a giggle and a smile on your face and said go for it. With you as my friend, I don’t think I can ever really look back on things I say I’m going to do. You totally keep me honest.

      Shellie: Thank you for the long walks in the beginning and being the first person, besides Allison, in my real life to read this. Your words back then have carried me through a lot of hard times when I felt like I wanted to give up

      Danielle: Thank you for coming into my life and helping shape the type of writer I am now. Your bluntness, your excitement, and your ideas have done more for me than anyone else. You’re my toughest sell on anything I write, but I know you’re honest, and I appreciate the hell out of that!

      Family and Friends: You all have given up countless hours. Some of you have come with me to signings and have seen the craziness that this life brings with it, and you love it just as much as I do. Thank you for always being understanding when I can’t go to dinner because the characters are talking!

      Readers: Without you…..I wouldn’t be here. This is for you and I thank you so much for following along with the Heaven Hill Crew. While this is the last book in the original series, there will be the Christmas Box Set, and a spin off series for the kids. But know y’all made THIS SERIES so damn special!

      With love,

      Laramie
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      The Pres’ Daughter & The Best Friend

      

      Dalton Barnett

      Dalton Barnett knew the moment he kissed Mandy’s lips as a teenager that she was the only one for him. Taking her for granted has been easy because she’s always been there. She’s the only person who’s ever given love to him unconditionally.

      Amanda Walker

      The Heaven Hill MC has always been a safe place for Mandy Walker. Since being adopted by their President, she and her twin brother have been able to count on them for anything. The ragtag group of men and the women who love them became the family the twins never had.

      Having grown up under their protection, she’s finding it hard not to run to them with the problems she has now. One reckless night with her love of more than ten years resulted in one positive pregnancy test.

      The problem?

      Mandy is faced with a dilemma she never thought she’d fall victim to. Being a single mother, just like her mom was until Liam Walker came into their lives.

      When a calculated attack devastates Heaven Hill, Dalton, Mandy, and their unborn child are at the epicenter. Dalton must make decisions to keep his small family safe. Before anything worse can happen, he knows he must shield their hearts.
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      Mandy Walker held her breath as tightly as she held the cell phone in her hand. Hours ago she’d texted her boyfriend, Dalton, telling him she’d just found out she was pregnant with their child—four weeks along to be exact. What she had assumed was a lingering case of the stomach flu would instead result in a living, breathing human in thirty-six weeks if the doctor was to be believed. And today, Mandy believed it. She’d been sick since she lifted her head off her pillow that morning. With clarity, she remembered how her mom had been when pregnant with Tatum and offered up a small prayer that she wouldn’t be as sick as that for the whole pregnancy. There had been a few ER visits and plenty days where Denise couldn’t function except to be sick and then go back to sleep.

      In her other hand, she held the prescription the doctor had given her to ward off some of the nausea. She was going to take it when she got home, and the warning on it said she might get sleepy. Sleep would be welcome at this point. Trying to reach Dalton one more time, she texted again.

      Dalton, I know you aren’t happy about this. I know you never wanted to be a dad, but can we at least talk about it? Regardless of how you feel, I can’t help but be happy. I love you, and I know you love me too. Please, just talk to me. We’ll work this out.

      The answer she waited for? It never came.
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        * * *

      

      On the other side of Bowling Green, Dalton Barnett was having a tough time of his own. He’d stopped in at Wet Wanda’s, a strip club the Heaven Hill MC had interest in, to get some paperwork he needed from his brother, Deacon. He’d finally gotten the guts to make an appointment at the bank to see if he could get approved for a loan for the other half of the land he and Deacon had lived on as teenagers. He could build a house there, and he hoped like hell Mandy would agree to live there with him. They had been distant for months—by his doing—because she’d wiggled under the armor he’d placed over himself. He wasn’t fit to be with her, and he’d known it the first time he’d seen her in middle school. The thought had scared him so much he’d begun pulling away while trying to push her away at the same time. Recently though, he’d realized how empty his life was without her.

      Growing up, he and Deacon didn’t have a home until Child Protective Services had placed them with their Uncle Samuel. He’d not had much more than they did—he had a small plot of land right across the Barren County border next to the lake and a trailer that even back then had needed a ton of work—but it had been his. The property directly beside it had come up for sale in the past few weeks, and Dalton had been saving money as long as he could remember for just such an opportunity. It was time to put down roots, time to make a life for himself just as the other members of Heaven Hill had. If he was ever going to ask Mandy to wear his patch and maybe someday his ring, now was the time. He had to put words into actions, especially with how he’d been acting. An apology wasn’t enough, because he knew without a doubt he’d hurt her. Now he needed to make it up to her. It was surprising in itself that his throat didn’t close; his heart didn’t palpitate at the prospect like he thought it would. He felt….settled?

      But as soon as he’d gotten to Wet Wanda’s, his plans had changed. Waiting for Deacon, he’d made a trip to the bathroom, and there, he’d accidentally overheard news not meant for his ears. As he was about to leave, voices in the back hallway caught his attention.

      “Calvert said we need to go find Samuel tonight, before Heaven Hill hides him. You know as soon as he tells his nephew about the money he owes, Heaven Hill will take care of it,” one of the guys said. “He’s sick of Samuel owing him money anyway; it’s a never-ending cycle. We need to teach him a lesson.”

      Dalton froze. Calvert was a mean son of a bitch. Word had it last year he’d driven an unconscious man off the Louisville Road Bridge for a five-thousand-dollar debt. He was known to take things to the extreme. If you owed him a dollar, you owed him too much. To some people, he was nothing more than a local bookie who dealt in both high dollar and menial gambling. People who owed smaller amounts were known to be used as examples of what he would do if you owed him more. Word had it around town he did this all in the name of gaining some respect.

      Dalton knew his uncle wasn’t begging Calvert for money so he could borrow twenty large for the horses at Keeneland. More like a hundred and twenty large to bet at a high stakes poker game or to see if UK could make it to the Final Four again.

      Samuel had dealt with that addiction years ago, or so Dalton thought. But it looked like the compulsion had come back full-force, even with him and his brother trying to make sure it hadn’t. Focusing his attention back on the conversation, he tried not to let his anger get the best of him.

      “When was his payment due?”

      Dalton couldn’t tell which one spoke, but he listened closely.

      “Last week. If we can’t find him, we go after the nephews. We can’t get to the nephews, then you know who’s next.” Standard operating procedure for the people who worked under the Calvert name. They were special assholes. Ones that truly liked to inflict pain, ones that got off on people’s fear.

      A chuckle erupted from the other one. “We hurt whoever’s closest.”

      Dalton’s cell phone picked that moment to come alive. Two texts from Mandy lit up his screen, and all of a sudden a fear he’d never known rose up in his stomach. She would be the number one target if these guys didn’t get what they wanted. They’d find a way to hurt him through her because Samuel wouldn’t be around. There was no one else in the world he cared about more than her, and if something happened to her, it would destroy him.

      With such clarity, he wanted to kick himself in the nuts. He’d pulled away from her the last six months, trying to get a handle on his own feelings, not sure he was emotionally equipped to deal with where it was going because he had such few good memories of his own parents and their relationship. Yeah, he’d seen the couples at the clubhouse and he was smart, but he was a stubborn learner. It looked like that was about to bite him in the ass.

      He waited for them to leave, grabbed Deacon, and explained their situation. As he called the bank to let them know he wouldn’t be there, he tried to think of any place his uncle might be. They had to find him before Calvert did.

      He tried to remember the last time they spoke. Two, maybe three days ago? Four at the most? If Samuel had already gone underground and was trying to fix this himself, they were all in danger.

      Which meant no matter how much Dalton wanted to answer the text from Mandy, no matter how excited he actually was about the prospect of holding her to him for life, he wouldn’t do it. He couldn’t put her in the crosshairs of that scope. He wouldn’t, because if he owed her anything for being unsure of his feelings for her—it was his protection.

      Because Calvert could, and would, decimate the Heaven Hill MC with the number people he had behind him. And Dalton would be damned if he brought that kind of attack to their front door.
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      Amanda Walker, known to everyone as Mandy, closed her eyes tightly and let the tears fall from beneath her lashes. Last ones, she promised herself as she stiffened her chin and pulled her bottom lip in between her teeth. Crying never solved anything. It was a lesson she’d learned as a kid, and it had carried through life. Her mom, Denise, hardly let her or her twin brother, Drew, see her cry, and she made a vow as she cradled her stomach that this baby would not be a witness to it regularly either. Her mom had been a single mother up until the point she’d met the man who had adopted the twins, and he now preferred to be called Dad instead of Liam. Mandy knew she could do this. She had to do it. Period. Point blank.

      It was a blow—Dalton not returning the text breaking the news he was going to be a father. A big blow. One she hadn’t expected, even though things between them had been strained for the past few months. Never had she imagined he’d let that tidbit of information go by without a word, but he had. It had taken him days to answer her back, and when he had, it had been with the words “we were always so careful.” She’d wanted to text back “except that one time we weren’t, asshole.” But she hadn’t. Instead she’d tucked her phone in her back pocket and went on about her day. It was a day she’d never forget; she spent it washing her car and running errands. Doing anything she could so as not to be home alone and inside her head.

      She couldn’t put her finger on it, couldn’t figure out what had changed. She and Dalton had never been the epitome of what most would call a “grand love”. They kept the PDA to themselves and preferred not to be too in-your-face when they were together. That wasn’t to say they didn’t have an active love life and they didn’t express feelings. They did, but they were private about it. The privacy made it more erotic, the fact their love was theirs and theirs alone. No one knew what he said to her behind closed doors, how he acted, and the things he did to her. Mandy loved that, loved that she was the only person to know that side of Dalton. Abruptly, almost like a switch had been flipped, things had changed.

      When had everything gone to shit? For a long time she’d convinced herself that if she could pinpoint the moment, it would fix everything. When had they stopped behaving like two people who loved each other and started behaving like fuck buddies? In essence that’s what they were, and one dark night it had gotten the better of them. It wasn’t like they could take back what they’d done. She should have been more responsible—she knew that—protected sex had been drilled into her since she’d been old enough to have kids. Her mom and dad didn’t want her to be a single mom, didn’t want Drew getting Charity pregnant in high school. Mandy and Drew were supposed to know better. But, she argued with herself, she and Dalton had been together for years; she’d thought they would be together for the rest of their lives. They’d never spoken about it, but it was a decent assumption to make considering the relationship they’d actively been in for years.

      Beside her, her phone vibrated, and her heart leaped into her throat with hope that it was Dalton. Disappointment came crashing down when she realized it was from her brother. She’d called in sick with the excuse of stomach flu, anything that would explain the random puking that seemed to greet her out of nowhere. It’d been the third time in a month and a half that she’d had the stomach flu. She wasn’t sure how long she could keep using that excuse, but right now she was just trying to get through the next second, the next hour, the day. She’d concentrate on weeks and months when she could put one foot in front of the other and live.

      Heard about your stomach flu. Dalton called in sick here. Talked to Charity today and she said you sound awful. You need anything, you let me know. Sprite and some crackers won’t take me long to run out to you, and Dad says if you start feeling worse, take your ass to the ER. This is happening too much here lately. Don’t let yourself get dehydrated. Love ya, Sis.

      The text message brought another round of tears to her eyes. Hormonal didn’t even begin to describe how she felt at least three times a day. A part of her wondered if Dalton really was sick. Another part wondered if he was hiding like a coward, not ready to face her family. Hell, his family, too. She sniffed, running a tissue under her nose as she tried desperately to get her emotions under control.

      On instinct, she went to Dalton’s contact on her phone, ready to text him, and make sure he was okay. What if he really was sick? There was no one there to take care of him, had never been anyone to take care of him really, except her. At the same time, she was pissed at herself. Why should she care about him when he obviously didn’t care about her? It was hard to turn off the emotions, and it was so easy to turn them back on. It was time though, time to worry about herself. She couldn’t keep worrying about him, because now she had someone else to worry about. She was needed, and the person who needed her now couldn’t defend itself. She was the only one this tiny person inside of her could count on.

      She refused to let this child down. Her life hadn’t always been perfect, and Denise had given them the best life she could until she’d met Liam. What resulted in the following years had ended up being the most amazing life. She hadn’t wanted for anything—either material or emotional. What financially her mom had lacked in their early years, they’d all gained with the inclusion of Liam Walker in their lives, and in turn the Heaven Hill MC. But this time she couldn’t run to them and beg for help—this was her situation she had to figure out the answers to. No one could fix this for her; it was up to her to make the changes that would help her make the best decisions for her tiny family. In order to do that, she had to get organized; she had to figure out what she faced.

      Taking a deep breath, she sat down on her couch, pulled her TV tray to her stomach, grabbed a pen and notebook, and began writing down lists. If there was anything she was good at, it was organization and making plans. She just hadn’t ever thought those plans would include being a single mom. But fuck it; her mom had done it for years, so could she.

      “You got this. Women have been doing this since the dawn of ages, and you have a lot of help if you just tell them what the hell’s going on. You’re a strong woman,” she gave herself a pep talk before leaning over and starting to write.

      It soothed her, making lists. With every bullet point, she firmly knocked Dalton further out of her life. But even she knew it was only until he came crawling back. He would. But she wasn’t sure what she would say when that day came.
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      Light poured into the small bedroom of the trailer, illuminating the space just enough for Dalton to see the pattern of the comforter that covered the bed. He shifted, trying to get comfortable, but he couldn’t. He missed Mandy, missed her softness next to him, and missed the tiny noises she made in her sleep.

      He didn’t stay here often anymore, but he needed some place to think and lick his wounds. His eyes focused on the juncture where the curtain almost met the roughly carpeted floor. The light played on the threadbare rug as the curtain moved back and forth, the breeze from the air conditioner kicking on and off, pushing it this way and that. He’d been staring at it for hours, searching for answers to questions he never thought he’d have to find. In those hours, he still had no answers. Turning over, he heard the metal of his cut clicking against the metal of his belt. He hadn’t even gotten undressed. What was the point when he didn’t really have a home? Even at almost thirty years of age, he was a nomad. Belonging somewhere long enough to love it, but never being able to immerse himself deep enough so that he felt a part of the family.

      “I’m pregnant.”

      Those words had thrown him for a loop, one he was still trying to recover from. Truth be told, he wasn’t sure he ever would. His idea of what his purpose in life was, was so ingrained in his head—don’t bring another person into the circle of bullshit that surrounded him and his family. Break the cycle. Those were the words he’d repeated his whole life. Break the fucking cycle. Sacrifice his chance at having offspring for the greater good. It would be worth it in the end because no one would have to live through a childhood like he and Deacon had.

      He and Mandy had always been so careful. Even as fumbling teenagers not sure how to get each other off. They’d never had a pregnancy scare, much less a positive test.

      From the time he was old enough to know what one was, he’d known he wouldn’t make a good father—he’d had no role model. No one, save his uncle, to tell him right from wrong, to show him how to treat a woman, until he’d met Liam Walker, president of the Heaven Hill MC.

      Which was now why, weeks after the bombshell of the pregnancy had been dropped, he still couldn’t believe it was true. He and Mandy were the talk of the clubhouse and he knew it because Drew had told him so, trying to dig out of him what was going on. Contrary to popular belief of the last few months, Amanda Walker was the only woman he’d ever been with, the only woman he’d ever loved, and the only person he’d ever truly let into his heart. Pulling away from her had been one of the hardest things he’d ever had to do, but it had been a necessity.

      When he’d started thinking about buying the land, he’d known he was in deep shit. There was no way he’d buy the land and then not want to build a house. Once a house was built, he knew he’d want Mandy with him all the time. He’d started to let himself believe that maybe he did deserve it. He could have a family. He could have a child, a wife, and break the cycle. He could have it all. But then he’d run across an old photo album, and the sadness permeating from the pictures of him and his brother had gutted him. He couldn’t do that to a child, he couldn’t do that to Mandy. He wasn’t equipped to make people happy for the long haul. It just wasn’t him. So he’d continued to pull away.

      The pulling away, it’d killed him. He’d missed her so much that one night he’d given into his needs, his wants, his desires. And what happened? The one thing he’d always tried to prevent. His biggest fear in life.

      Dalton Barnett was going to be a father. He prayed for the kid, because he knew without a doubt he wouldn’t be around when his son or daughter made an appearance. Whether he liked it or not, he’d probably be dead, and the world would be better off for it. He wouldn’t have to wonder where he fit in, wouldn’t have to figure out why he couldn’t seem to put down roots, and he would never have to see Mandy’s disappointed face again.

      He rolled back over. But why did it feel so empty? Why did it hurt so goddamn much?
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        * * *

      

      Drew Walker pulled his phone from his jeans pocket and shot off a text to his best friend. It’d been a few days since they’d spoken, and he was worried. Things weren’t going well for Dalton and Mandy the last he’d heard. He tried as best he could to keep out of their business, but he knew the time was coming for him to be all up in it. They’d both been moping around, and he hated to see them so upset when he knew they could have what he and Charity had.

      “You heard from Dalton?” he asked Tyler, the club VP and good friend to them all.

      “Nah.” He shook his head before picking up a carton of milk.

      The two of them had been sent on a grocery store run for the club. As a whole, the club always tried to have dinner together once a month, and it was unusual for Dalton to miss it. He hadn’t said whether he’d be coming or not, and normally it was he and Dalton doing the shopping for the meal. Another reason for Drew to be worried.

      “He hasn’t been himself for a while,” Tyler was saying as he leaned over and examined the steaks in the meat counter.

      Everyone knew that, but at the same time, they’d all wanted to give him and Mandy their space. The two of them had been together for years, and they’d never hit a rough patch before. All of them assumed it would be over within a few weeks, and they would be back to their normal selves. Maybe they’d go away for a few days, spend some time alone together, and come back with smiles on their faces.

      That hadn’t happened though, and they were all left scratching their heads—trying to figure out what’d gone wrong, where they all fit now in the grand scheme of things. Both Mandy and Dalton were integral parts of the club. No one wanted to take sides because it just didn’t feel right. It was fucking awkward all the way around, and nobody wanted to shake an already rocking boat.

      Drew had a sinking feeling that whatever had gone wrong had been on Dalton’s end, and what little he knew to be truth only scratched the surface. Best friends talked, but it’d been a long time since Dalton had confided in him. Which still left him in a
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