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“So, are you here because you want to hang out and get a free makeover, or because you’re hiding from your parents and want to piss them off?” Maeve Summers asked her non-paying client, Charlotte. 

She loved putting makeup on people. It was what she did for a living, and she was very good at it. It was why she’d been able to fly all around the world. She had clients who loved her work and would pay to fly her to where they needed her. It had been a lot of fun. She’d fallen in love with makeup as a little girl, and that love never stopped. 

“I’m not trying to piss them off. I’m just ... taking a break.”

The last people Maeve wanted to piss off were Nancy and Doc. Nancy was a good woman, sweet and kind, but Doc was the Prez of the Chaos Monsters MC. The guy was deadly. She was pretty sure monsters feared him. Not that he’d done anything to scare her or even intimidate her. Far from it. 

“You need a break from your parents?” 

“They’re hounding me to make so many decisions, and I don’t know what to do. I think my mom’s trying to get me to leave town, and my dad wants me to stay. It’s all confusing. This shouldn’t be so confusing.”

“They care, honey. That’s what parents do.” 

Charlotte looked at her and saw that she was going to argue with her, but all too soon, she stopped. 

“Crap, I’m so sorry.”

“You have nothing to be sorry about.”

“But your and Eden’s parents—”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“That was so insensitive of me.”

Maeve offered her a smile. Her and Eden’s parents had died over ten years ago. A drunk truck driver had plowed into them, killing them instantly. At the time, Eden was fifteen years old, and Maeve was twenty, as there were five years between them. She’d already started earning money from being a makeup artist, and thankfully, their parents had left them some money to get through. They sold the family home and moved into this cul-de-sac in a really nice neighborhood filled with families, in Rivermont Ridge. 

She and Eden had a good life. For a long time, it had been just her and Eden, but now it was her, Eden, and Razor, Eden’s husband. 

The wedding had just been a couple of weeks ago, and currently, Eden and Razor were enjoying a well-deserved honeymoon. Everything had gotten rushed with the wedding when Eden discovered she was pregnant. 

For the first time in her life, she was home and she was alone. Charlotte’s company was well-needed. She adored the young woman, who’d not long left high school and was trying to figure out what she wanted to do with the rest of her life. 

Maeve reached out and put a hand on hers. “Stop it. It wasn’t insensitive. My parents were amazing, but they were also workaholics, and to be honest, most of the time it was just me and Eden. I never felt the need to escape my parents. All I can say is Nancy and Doc adore you. However, I don’t know if they feel the same way about me. Text or call them, let them know where you are, so they don’t panic.” 

She grabbed their empty cups and made her way into the kitchen. They’d already enjoyed a hot chocolate with whipped cream. 

Opening the fridge, she couldn’t help but fist pump the air. There was still some leftover ice cream. She really needed to get to the store and pick up groceries, otherwise she was going to starve. The ice cream was soft scoop, and she grabbed a scoop to start dishing out some for them both. 

“I’ve let Mom and Dad know,” Charlotte said, letting out a sigh. “Dad’s on his way to come and pick me up. Mom’s upset that I didn’t go back home.”

She wrinkled her nose. “I’m sorry, but it is good to tell them. Do you want some ice cream?”

“Yes, please.” 

Charlotte was still pouting. 

“Okay, so while we’re enjoying our ice cream, you tell me what the problem is.” She scooped some ice cream and placed it in her mouth, and it felt so good on her tongue as it melted. She couldn’t help but close her eyes at the delicious taste.

“I can either go to college here in Rivermont Ridge, and take some classes, or Mom has suggested I look at a college out of state, which I don’t want to do.”

“What do you want to do?” Maeve asked. 

“I don’t know. Do you think I could work for you?”

Maeve smiled. “Being a makeup artist sounds like a lot of fun, and trust me, if you love makeup and having a lot of clients, it’s great, but there is so much more you’ve got to learn.”

“Like what?”

“Like knowing a person’s skin tone, whether they’re warm, neutral, cool, or olive, and a lot more. Understanding color palettes, learning styles and techniques, and what’s in fashion right now. There is so much to learn and keep on top of. The products as well—which foundation works well with a particular skin care. It’s more than just slapping it on and hoping for the best.” 

Charlotte sighed. “I find it a lot of fun.”

Maeve reached out and took her hand. “And that is fine too. If you love it, you could enroll in college here, take a couple of night classes, and you don’t have to commit to anything big. I could create you a small kit. I have so many brands sending me stuff, and a lot of freebies I don’t even open. It will be no cost to you, other than the course, and getting your parents to agree.”

Before Charlotte could say anything, there was a knock at her door. 

“Wow, that was fast.”

“Dad said he was in the neighborhood.” Charlotte looked even more depressed. 

“I bet he was worried about you.”

“I doubt it.” 

Maeve didn’t know what else to say. Doc had always seemed like a very competent and strong father. He only ever wanted the very best for his little girl, and Maeve admired that. 

She opened the door, and he was on her doorstep, looking every bit as intimidating as ever. Doc was tall, muscular, and he had a slew of tattoos down his arms. Of course, she couldn’t see them as he wore his leather jacket. They were, however, peeking out from his neck, and she imagined to a lot of men and women, he was terrifying. 

“Hi, Doc,” she said. 

“Charlotte’s here.”

She nodded and stepped aside. “I don’t know what the trouble is, but Charlotte was just coming to keep me company.” She was not trying to help the girl out, because clearly there was some issue between Charlotte and her parents. “I’m not used to being so lonely. Eden’s usually home and I guess I’ve gotten used to Razor’s presence as well.” 

“That still doesn’t allow her to go missing for hours at a time. Not when she screams at her mom and runs out of the house.”

Maeve tried not to wince, but that wasn’t good. She knew Nancy hated having any kind of conflict with her daughter. Especially as Nancy had conflict with her own parents when it came to dating Doc. For some reason, people had a tendency to open up to her. Oftentimes, it happened while she did their makeup, they seemed raw and vulnerable and just poured their hearts out. Other times, like with Nancy, it was done over a mug of coffee. It had been a really good coffee. 

“Dammit, Dad, Mom’s exaggerating. She just wouldn’t let me try and figure stuff out. She’s organized a field trip for the two of us, so we can go and check out colleges out of town. I don’t want to do that.”

“It’s important for your mother that you consider all the options,” Doc said. 

Charlotte growled. “What if I don’t want options? What if I just want to stay here and figure things out?”

Maeve kind of understood Charlotte, but at the same time, she also understood Nancy. There was more to life than Rivermont Ridge. It was a good town, and sure, it came with a few troubles, namely the biker club not too far from the town. 

She was no idiot and had kind of figured the club had some kind of deal with Sheriff Hayes. Whenever there was trouble, a Chaos Monsters MC member was never far behind. They were more like the acting sheriff than the sheriff, who was often seen sitting on his ass, doing nothing. It wasn’t her business, so she wasn’t going to say anything. 

Even if she understood Nancy, she also understood Charlotte. Rivermont Ridge was a pretty great place, if you could get past the biker gang. 
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There was never a time Doc had seen Maeve and she hadn’t looked beautiful. He figured it had been so long since he’d been around a good woman, that he’d started to see her as more beautiful than she actually was. 

She had long hair, that often was pulled back into a bun, or clipped. His daughter had told him it was for hygiene purposes when she was doing makeup. There had been a few times she’d let her hair down, and she was breathtaking. 

That wasn’t the only thing that was amazing about her. Her smile was always genuine. She rarely smiled just for the hell of it. There always seemed to be a good reason for her to smile. 

She looked absolutely stunning when she did, and it took his breath away. One of the few times he’d seen her was at the Easter Fair, but that wasn’t the only time. That was the longest he could stand and admire her. He’d seen her a few times around town, never quite knowing her story, until Razor started to date Eden. 

That was when he finally got the full story and her history. He knew all he needed. Maeve was single, and she was a good woman. The kind of woman that stepped up and took care of her sister when her parents died. Razor had told him there was a bond stronger than anything he’d seen between Maeve and Eden. 

Charlotte gravitated to her. 

“Thanks for having her,” he said. 

“Do you want coffee?” Maeve asked. “Charlotte’s finishing her ice cream and I did promise to make her up a bag of makeup to practice with.”

“Sure, coffee, why not?” he asked. 

She chuckled. “That would be a question for you to answer yourself, but if you’re worried, don’t be. This is not poisoned.” She winked at him. 

He couldn’t help but laugh. Everything with Maeve felt so natural. 

His cell phone buzzed inside his pocket, and he checked to see it was Nancy on her way. She was not happy with Charlotte yelling at her. He didn’t quite know what was going on with his daughter. She was never this temperamental. His ex-wife and daughter never argued. It was a bond they had. 

Maeve held out a coffee for him, and Charlotte was at the dining room table sulking. Rather than talk to his daughter, he followed Maeve who’d gone into her sitting room. 

“I thought you’d be off in another city by now,” he said. “You’re always working.”

“I know, but I decided to take a little break.”

“You did?”

She nodded her head and let out a hum. “Yeah, I’m doing what my parents did, and that was working all the time. Don’t get me wrong, I love it, I do, but it’s getting to the stage that I don’t know what to do in between working.”

“What do you mean?” he asked, taking a sip of coffee. She made such a good mug of it. 

“My parents worked all the time, and they barely took any time off. When they eventually did take time off, they never knew what to do with Eden and I. We just sort of got stuck. When I’m off, there’s nothing for me to do.” She shrugged. “I can’t think of anything other than practice my makeup techniques, try out new products, and it’s kind of lame.” She was taking so many products out of one bag and placing them into another. 

“You don’t know what to do with your spare time?” he asked.

“Not a clue. I do need to do some shopping tomorrow. It will be exciting. I do enjoy food shopping.” She held her hands up. “I know. I know. I’m a weirdo.”

“You’re not weird. It’s cool to food shop.”

Maeve chuckled, and her door rang. She got to her feet and brushed past him. Seconds later, his ex-wife, Nancy, stepped into Maeve’s house, and he watched the two women hug. 

Charlotte was purposefully taking her time with her ice cream. 

“I’m so sorry I didn’t text,” Maeve said. “We got into the makeup, and you know how I get.”

“I also know how my daughter gets.”

“It’s rude to tell someone to talk to your parents,” Charlotte said, finally appearing without her bowl of ice cream. “You know how lame it is, right?”

“It’s not lame,” Maeve said. 

Charlotte let out a sigh. 

He was starting to get a little embarrassed about his daughter’s behavior. She’d never acted this way, and it was starting to piss him off. 

“Here you go,” Maeve said. She rushed back into the sitting room and came back with a very swollen makeup bag. 

“What’s this?” Nancy asked. 

“You never listen, Mom.”

“Charlotte is considering moving into makeup artistry, and I said before she committed to something, it might be a good idea to get started with a few classes at the local college. They’re not too expensive, and I have plenty of spare makeup for her to use.”

Maeve was a good, kind person. There were so many people that would take advantage. 

“If there’s anything she needs, she can holler. I’m here with nothing to do for a couple of weeks.”

She looked so uncomfortable with that.

“You know, there’s this dance party next week for Valentine’s Day,” Nancy said. “Why don’t you take her dancing?” Nancy slapped him on the arm. 

Doc glared at his ex-wife. 

“Dancing?” Maeve asked. 

“It’s Valentine’s Day and I know Doc doesn’t have a date, and I think this would be a good thing. You don’t have to be completely bored, and trust me, he’s a good dancer.”

He was going to kill Nancy. They ended things amicably, and he did consider her a good friend, probably one of the few people he was close to. Right now, she was not a good friend. 

“I’d like that. If you don’t have any plans or one of your groupies hanging around your neck,” Maeve said. “It would be fun to go out and dance. I’m in. Even if you’re not, what about you, Nancy? You want to go dancing?”

“Not me. I’ve got a few things on my plate, but you two should go. I know it will get the whole town gossiping.” Nancy let out a little laugh. “Right, I better go and take this one home. What do we owe you for the makeup?” 

“Nothing, nothing. It’s all free and if I can help an inspiring makeup artist, I am happy to do that.” Maeve put a finger to her forehead and saluted Nancy. 

Charlotte laughed. “Thank you for having me.”

“Next time, tell your parents where you are, and that way I don’t have to be the bad guy.”

Doc didn’t say a word as they walked to the main front door, and they stood together, watching them leave. 

Maeve smelled amazing, like cinnamon and chocolate, two of his favorite flavors. She held her hand up and waved toward Nancy. 

It was still freezing outside and she turned toward him. “You know, if you don’t want to go dancing, you don’t have to. Nancy kind of put us on the spot there, and I get not wanting to tell your ex no, or anything like that.”

“I’m happy to take you dancing, Maeve. I’ll pick you up at seven.” He handed her the mug, and she took it. 

There were two dimples in her cheeks, and he had an overwhelming urge to kiss her, but he held himself back. Dancing first. 

Maeve waved him out, and he couldn’t help but look back toward her. Standing in the doorway, he knew she was lonely. He hated to see her like that. 

Doc paused at his bike and then turned toward her. “I don’t suppose you want to watch a movie?” he asked. “They’re partying at the club and I’ve got a headache, and I can’t be dealing with their shit.” It wasn’t a total lie. 

“A movie? What do you want to watch?” Maeve stepped away from the door, and he smiled. 

This was good. This was progress, he thought, as he stepped over the threshold. There was no way he could leave her with her looking so damn sad. He never realized how lonely Maeve was. She’d been there for her sister at every stage of her life. But, no one was there for her. 

Closing and locking the door, he kicked off his boots and followed her into the sitting room. “Pick whatever you want to watch,” he said.

He didn’t much care for movies or TV shows. They bored him, but sitting with Maeve made up for it. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two


[image: ]


At seven on Friday, Maeve had been ready for a good thirty minutes for Doc to pick her up. It wasn’t officially Valentine’s Day. That had been a few days ago, but the bar was celebrating it on Friday, for all the couples who worked or couldn’t enjoy a special day. It was also a day for fun, and to enjoy dressing up, which is what she did. Only this year, she wasn’t wearing a costume, just a lovely red dress that shaped around her breasts toward her waist and flared out at the hips. The dress finished at her knees, and she refused to wear tights. Instead, she settled on some cute red heels that went with the dress. 

She curled her long hair and put on minimal makeup as she was sporting red lips. To make her lips pop, she couldn’t go full on with her eye makeup. Everything had to be subtle, including her blush. She felt pretty. 

Eden messaged her early in the day, asking how she had been. Her sister didn’t know she wasn’t at work. She didn’t want her cutting her honeymoon early to spend time with her. She was fine and happy. 

There was still plenty of work for her to do, but she knew it was getting too much. All she did was work. Over Christmas, when Razor and Eden had been wrapped up in each other, she focused on new products. Her life was nothing but work—something she promised herself it wouldn’t become. This is what happened to her parents, and she didn’t want to be the same. 

The door rang, and she got to her feet, as she’d sat on the sofa waiting for Doc to arrive. 

He stood on the doorstep, and he didn’t disappoint. Leather jacket, black pants, white shirt, hair slicked back. He looked dangerous. She tried not to notice him. Doc was older than her by a good ten years, at least. It could be even longer, but she didn’t care. Young boys or men her own age did not appeal. 

In her thirty-two years of life, she had two boyfriends. That was it. The first had been a disaster. The moment he lost his virginity to her, he’d cut and run. She had been an easy lay for him, which irritated her. 

She met her second boyfriend on one of her jobs. They were together for over five years, and in all that time, he made so many excuses to never visit her. They didn’t spend holidays together. When they did meet up, it was always in a hotel room. She was busy, so was he, and yeah, she’d been young and hadn’t put it all together. She was the mistress and he had a wife and five kids. Yep, that one sucked—and she discovered that when she went to visit him one Christmas, only to
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