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The MacKenny family has six brothers, of which I’m the youngest.

They are all honest men, but I’m not. 

I lie, I cheat, and I’ll do anything to get what I want.

My life got complicated the day my girlfriend walked in on me with another woman. It meant nothing, but to Annette, it was the ultimate betrayal. 

Annette should have called before her surprise visit, but I suppose her grandmother dying was why she didn’t.

I don’t deserve a second chance, but the universe conspires to give me one.

What would you do if the woman you loved lost her memory and didn’t remember what a bastard you are but instead went back to a time when you were in love?

Would you go along with it?

Would you do anything to keep her in the dark?

I’m not wasting the time we have together. My brothers can go to hell, this is my redemption, and I’ll do whatever is necessary, to keep Annette and prove I can be the man she needs me to be.

From USA Today Bestselling Author Kathleen Kelly comes book six in her MacKenny Brothers series.
​​​​

[image: Logo

Description automatically generated]

For Tipsy.

We only had you for a little while, but you were loved.

‘Infinity plus one.’
​​​​
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Annette

Lochlan has been working hard for a month. He’s opening a chain of health clinics that work with people wanting to up their fitness, lose weight, or improve their mental outlook. It’s very exciting, and he’s trying to collaborate with retired or high-profile athletes to partner with him at various locations. 

Grayson Moore has joined forces with him to open the first of the clinics in Boston. Grayson was a linebacker for the New England Warriors but is now retired. It’s all Lochlan has talked about for weeks, and now the grand opening is only a few days away. 

Being without him for so long has been unbearable for me, so I arranged with work to get some time off and caught the first plane out. My grandmother says I shouldn’t chase him, but we’ve been together for longer than she or any member of his family knows. The MacKenny brothers are a close-knit family, and it was hard for us to keep our relationship a secret. 

I’m walking through the airport with my overnight case. There’s a line-up for cabs, but I don’t mind. When I get to the hotel, I’ll get my reward in the arms of my lover. Absently, I pull my cell phone out of my handbag that’s been switched off since I boarded the flight. As it powers up, I tap my foot restlessly while advancing in the queue for a cab.

My phone chimes as a dozen messages come through. Most of them are from Kyle MacKenny, Lochlan’s older brother. He treats me like part of the family and is always visiting my grandmother. She and his grandfather were close. I believe Kyle thinks of us as his responsibility. 

Ignoring Kyle, I find my grandmother’s number and call her instead. I don’t want to worry her. 

“Hello?” It’s Kyle MacKenny’s voice on the line and my brows pull together.

“Kyle, are you visiting Annie?”

In a soft tone, he asks, “Where are you, Annette?”

“I’m in Boston. I thought I’d surprise Lochlan. Is everything okay?” Kyle doesn’t respond. “Kyle, are you there?”

“Are you with Lochlan?”

“No. I’m waiting in line for a cab.”

“Fuck,” he whispers.

“Kyle?”

“I’m so sorry, Annette. It’s Annie.”

My throat burns, and tears immediately well in my eyes. “Yes?” I choke out.

“I tried to get her on the phone for most of today, and eventually, I came to check on her. She was still in bed. At first, I thought she was asleep. I’m so sorry, Annette... she’s gone.”

My legs buckle, and my knees connect with the pavement. The sudden jolt of pain surprises me. 

A man next to me instantly grabs me by the arm and helps me back to my feet. “Ma’am, are you okay?”

I shake my head at him, the tears fall, and I say, “My grandmother is dead. T-They found her in bed.”

He releases me and steps back. It’s obvious from the way he’s distancing himself he doesn’t know what to say. “I’m so sorry.”

Looking down, my cell phone is still in my hand, so I put it back to my ear.

“Annette! Annette, talk to me!” shouts Kyle.

“I-I’m here.”

“Find Lochlan. Don’t worry about anything, we’ll take care of everything.”

“Okay,” I whisper.

The woman at the head of the cab line grabs my hand. “Come on, honey, you can have this one. I’ll get the next.”

Absently, I nod at her and climb into the cab, putting my carry-on onto the seat next to me.

“Where to?” 

“The Four Seasons Hotel.”

“Which one?” I glance up at him and shrug. “Dalton or Boylston Street?”

“Dalton, I think.”

It’s only a fifteen-minute drive from the airport to the hotel, and thankfully, the cabbie lets me grieve in peace. The cab stops, and I look at him.

“It’s twenty-four dollars and seventy-three cents.”

Opening my wallet, I hand over thirty dollars and get out, dragging my overnight case with me. Stumbling, I walk into the hotel and go straight to the elevators. Lochlan is on the twenty-first floor. I press the button for his floor, but nothing happens. On autopilot, I hit it again, and still, nothing happens. A man clears his throat, and I look up at him.

“You need a room key.”

“Oh.” Tears stream down my face, and I nod. 

“Are you okay?” 

“Y-Yes.” Then I shake my head. “My grandmother just died. My boyfriend is staying here, and I wanted to surprise him.”

The man nods and pushes the button for the twenty-first floor. “I’m staying on that floor too.” 

Relieved I don’t have to tell anyone else that the most important person in my life is dead, I simply nod at him. 

The doors open, and I look for Lochlan’s room. It’s at the end of the hall. The very thought of having to tell him about Annie draws fresh tears. Tentatively, I rap my knuckles on the door. 

His voice sounds out through the closed door. “Just a minute.”

He opens the door, and I wrap my arms around him. The tears now flowing freely down my cheeks.

“Annette, what are you doing here? And what’s wrong?” Lochlan bows his head to stare into my eyes.

“It’s Annie, sh-she died.”

His face creases with sadness, and he guides me to a chair. “Oh, sweetheart, how?”

I grasp for his hand, something to ground me as I re-tell the story. “I thought I’d surprise you with a visit, and I called her when my plane landed. Kyle answered the phone. He said they’d been trying to ring her all day, and when they went to check on her, she was still in bed. A-At first, he thought she was a-asleep...” In his arms, I let myself fall apart, safe in the knowledge that he has me.

“What can I do?”

“Can you come home with me? Help me with the arrangements?”

“Of course, love, of course. I can do that.”

As I look up, I see a woman standing in the doorway to the bedroom. From here, I can see that the sheets are mussed. My tears stop, and I notice he’s wearing nothing but a robe.

Lochlan closes his eyes and sighs, and it’s then I understand what the fuck is going on. While I’ve been missing him, waiting for him, he’s been fucking someone else. 

Standing, I ask the female, “Who are you?”

“I’m Sabine.”

“Who is she?” I demand to know, peering down at Lochlan.

“Annette, it’s not what it looks like.” He shakes his head slightly.

“And if by that you mean, have we been fucking? Yes, we have,” replies Sabine as she picks up her purse and heads for the door. “Call me.” 

Then the bitch has the audacity to wink at me as she strolls out of the room. The door closes, and I find myself standing in front of it, my hand on the doorknob. My heart is beating so rapidly I feel faint, but worse than that I feel like such a fool. 

My grandmother was right—Lochlan still has some growing up to do. She said he’s too young, but we’re the same age. Grams said he wasn’t done sowing his wild oats. She warned me I was setting myself up for heartbreak, but I never expected this, not from him. I thought he was better than this.

“Annette, please, can we talk?” pleads Lochlan.

Not shifting or turning, I shake my head. I’m afraid if I do, I’ll believe all his lies. From the moment I laid eyes on him, I thought we were meant to be. 

What a fool.

Quietly, I whisper, “It’s funny, when I found out about Annie, you were the one person I wanted to be with. I know how much you loved my grandmother and she you. Do you have any idea how much you would’ve disappointed her? Or for that matter, me?”

“Please, don’t go.”

“I never want to see you again.” Straightening my shoulders, I open the door and pull it closed, loudly, behind me.
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Lochlan

Standing in the cemetery, I’m watching from a distance as they lower Annie’s coffin into the ground. It’s raining, and I let myself get soaked. The entire MC is here, a lot of the town’s people and Annette. She’s standing stoically by herself, head bowed, and I want so badly to go to her, but I know she doesn’t want me here. After she found me with Sabine, I’ve tried to call her, to explain, to lie, but she wants nothing to do with me. 

Even though I am straining, I can’t hear the preacher from where I’m standing. I’m sure he’s saying what a good, god-fearing woman Annie was and how everyone loved her. Kyle moves to stand next to Annette. I watch as he puts an arm around her, and she leans into him. Her body seems to sag, and Kyle dips his head at Sean, who moves to stand on her other side. Both my brothers are holding her up, being her strength when it should be me.

People begin to walk away, but Annette, flanked by my brothers, stays as they lower Annie into the ground.

“You’re brave, coming to this.”

Turning, I find Cutter. He’s in the Loyal Rebels MC and is their enforcer.

“Not so. If I were brave, I’d be standing with family instead of here, by myself.”

Cutter chuckles. “Kyle wants to skin you alive for what you did.”

Sighing, I look up at the sky, letting the rain hit my face. “It meant nothing. Sabine is an old friend.”

Cutter lets out a long, low whistle. “It meant something to Annette.”

Shaking my head, I pin him with a look. “It’s none of your business.”

Cutter laughs. “No, it’s not.” He tilts his head toward the dispersing crowd. “Kyle wants to see you. He told me to find you and tell you he expects you to come to the clubhouse at eight. Annette should be gone by then.”

“Well, like the good little lap dog you are, you’ve told me. Now go.”

Cutter grins. “I’m going.” He raises his eyebrows and smirks. “Seeing as Annette is single, I might go comfort her. It seems she could use a man about now.”

The blood in my veins runs cold, and I grab Cutter by his cut and walk him backward until he hits a mausoleum. Cutter laughs, and I shove him hard against the stone wall, his head thumping against it loudly.

“You best get your hands off me, Loch.”

Anger clouds my vision, and I raise my fist. The next thing I know, I’m face down in the dirt with Cutter on top of me.

He leans down, his mouth close to my ear, and he whispers, “I’ve killed men for less. You’re lucky your brother is my president, or I’d gut you and put your body somewhere they’d never find you.” Cutter pushes my face into the wet dirt. “See you tonight, after eight.”

He stands and walks away. I flip over, angry at having been bested and relieved he didn’t kill me. Cutter is Kyle’s psychopath, the enforcer he uses to do the things he can’t or won’t do. I’m incredibly lucky to still be breathing.
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Annette

As I sit in my grandmother’s home, I feel disconnected from everyone. Many offer their sympathies and condolences. My body is on autopilot. I smile, and I thank them, but the whole time I’m wishing they would all leave. It feels like an intrusion to have them here, in her home, without her here. Annie would be disappointed in me. She’d want me to be offering them tea or coffee and serving her homemade cookies or cakes. Just about everyone from her church brought food, and the preacher is serving the refreshments. 

There are so many people here—the neighbors, her church friends, and all the MC—but the one person I wish was here, Lochlan, isn’t. Not that I expected him to be here, considering I told him not to come. 

Not that I told him to his face. 

I sent him a text message. 

Lochlan is like a drug, one I can’t be exposed to, as I want so badly to forgive him. Fresh tears well in my eyes at the hurt in my heart. The woman next to me pats my leg. I smile at her and stand, dabbing my eyes as I go into the bathroom and shut the door.

I’ll not cry over him. 

A knock at the door startles me, and I open it a few inches. 

“Are you okay?” asks Kyle.

“I just need a minute.”

His eyes search mine, and he nods. “It gets easier over time.”

Kyle is talking about his grandfather, his namesake. He died a few years back, and the whole MacKenny clan mourned him. It was painful to watch as they all tried to find a way to go on without him in their lives. Kyle, always the strong one, helped his brothers and Heather, their long-dead sister.

I smile and open the door. “I know.”

“No one is in the backyard, so you could slip out for a moment?”

“Thank you,” I whisper as I head toward the back of the house and the fresh air.

Annie’s yard has a swing in the oak tree down in one corner. She put it up for me when I was a child. So I walk toward it and sit on the old wooden plank with my back facing the house. If anyone comes out, hopefully, they’ll leave me with my grief and heartache and stay away.
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Lochlan

The backdoor opens, and I watch as Annette walks toward the old swing. She looks broken. No one follows her out, and as she sits on it, then kicks one foot out, letting herself sway back and forth, I know I shouldn’t be here.

Today is the day she gets to reminisce about Annie and grieve. Me being here will only hurt her, and that’s the last thing I want. Like a peeping Tom, I walk around the back and watch her through the windows. Annette made it clear she didn’t want to see me.

I take a step off the back porch and then another toward her when a hand lands on my shoulder.

“You shouldn’t be here, Loch. You were told.”

Turning around, Sean is there with Beth, his woman.

“I know.”

Sean sighs and lets his hand fall. “She’s in a world of pain. First Annie, then you. What the fuck were you thinking screwing someone else?”

Shaking my head, I say, “It meant nothing.”

Beth’s eyes blaze. “You’re a pig.”

“Now, Beth,” says Sean.

“Oh, don’t you go defending him. He’s a grown man, and the rest of you treat him like a baby. What he did was wrong, and I swear if we weren’t at Annie’s wake, I’d slap him silly!” hisses Beth, then she leans into me. “You get out of here before she sees you.”

Glancing at Annette, she’s still facing away from us and swinging back and forth. I want to comfort her, but Beth is right... I am a pig. Letting Annette see me will only bring her more pain, and that’s the last thing I want for her. So I turn away from Sean and Beth and move around to the side of the house, leaving the same way I came in. When I walk into the front yard, Sean is waiting for me. He must have cut through the house.

“What?”

“Go to the clubhouse. From the looks of Annette, she won’t want to come out there anytime soon. There’ll be a few of the boys there and some of the club’s angels.”

Running a hand through my hair, I let out a frustrated sigh. “I fucked up.”

“You don’t say?” Sean folds his arms across his chest and scowls at me.

His disapproval weighs heavily on me, and I know the rest of my family will want to discuss my lapse in judgment at great lengths, but here and now isn’t the time. Without another word, I turn away from Sean and walk to my car. 

Anything I say now will only get rehashed tonight. 

The clubhouse has a bar, one I intend to partake in.
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Kyle

Before I go to Annette in the backyard. I wait until it’s only Lola and I left. We kept most of the mourners away from her, and slowly, one by one, they made their condolences and left. When they were all gone, I asked the boys to go to the clubhouse, leaving me alone with her. It’s not just Annie she’s missing, my younger brother has a lot to answer for. 

“Do you want me to go get her?” asks Lola, staring out the window at Annette.

Pulling her into me, I kiss the side of her head. “No. I’ll only be a minute.” I glance around the room and see Lola’s cleaned everything up. “Place looks good.”

“I didn’t want her to have to clean up after all of us. Tell her not all the food will fit in the fridge, and she should either eat it or toss it.” Lola moves away from me, her fingers still entwined with mine. Before she breaks our touch, she stops and looks me in the eyes. “Go easy on her. I’ll meet you out front.”

Instantly I yank her hand, causing her to fall into me. “Love you.”

Lola smiles and kisses me. “Not as much as I love you.”

She places her hands on my chest and pushes off me, leaving me to talk to Annette alone. Turning, I walk out the backdoor and stand behind Annette as she swings back and
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