
MC Biker Romance with Other Woman Drama:

 

Clubhouse Lies

 

Never Stay Buried

 

A Second Chance Biker Romance

 

 Serena Blackwell




Copyright © 2026 by Serena Blackwell

All rights reserved.

 

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by 

any  means,  including  photocopying,  recording,  or  other  electronic  or  mechanical  methods, 

without  the  prior  written  permission  of  the  copyright  owner,  except  in  the  case  of  brief 

quotations  embodied  in  critical  reviews  and  certain other noncommercial uses permitted by 

copyright law. For permission requests, contact the author.

 

DISCLAIMER:  This  is  a  work  of  fiction.  All  names,  characters,  organizations,  places,  and 

incidents  are  either  the  products  of  the  author’s  imagination  or  are  used  fictitiously.  Any 

resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events, locales, or organizations — 

including any motorcycle clubs, government entities, businesses, law enforcement agencies, or 

communities  —  is  entirely  coincidental.  The  Night  Hawks  MC,  the  Crossroads  Diner, 

Meridian  Partners, and all related characters and events depicted in MC Biker Romance with 

Other Woman Drama: Clubhouse Lies Never Stay Buried exist solely within the fiction of this 

novel.

 

CONTENT  WARNING:  This  novel  contains  mature  themes  including  depictions  of 

organized  crime,  federal  investigations,  violence,  threats  against  civilians,  adult  language, 

explicit  romantic  content  between  consenting  adults,  and  emotionally  intense  situations 

including  themes  of  betrayal,  deception, and the long work of rebuilding trust. Intended for 

readers 18 years of age and older.

 

Published in the United States of America

First Edition




For the ones who kept the door open

and the ones who finally learned to walk through it correctly.




Author's Note 

 

This  story  is  set  on  the  old  interstate  corridor  —  the  specific, 

 

unglamorous  stretch  of  highway  that  the  interstate  bypassed  decades 

 

ago and that has continued anyway, because the places that persist after 

 

being bypassed have a particular kind of stubbornness built into them. 

 

The  Crossroads  Diner  is fictional. The quality of a place that holds is 

 

not.

 

This  is  a  story  about  honesty  as  practice  rather  than  gesture. 

 

About the specific difference between the truth withheld for someone 

 

else’s benefit and the truth withheld for your own protection. About a 

 

woman  who built something solid enough to hold the weight of what 

 

was done to it. And about a man who had to learn that the diner’s back 

 

door lock was not the thing, and then learn what the thing actually was.

 

Clubhouse  lies  never  stay buried. But some truths, given time, 

 

find their way up.
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PROLOGUE

 

THE NIGHT SHE FOUND 

 

IT 

 

ELIZA

 

The last customer left at eleven-fourteen.

 

Eliza  knew  the  time  because she had been watching the clock 

 

since ten-thirty, which was not something she usually did. She was not, 

 

ordinarily, a woman who watched clocks. She managed the Crossroads 

 

Diner  on  the  strength  of  routine  and  attention  and  the  specific 

 

calibration  of  knowing  what  needed  doing  before  anyone had to ask, 

 

and routines did not require clock-watching.

 

Tonight  she  was  watching  the  clock  because Rafe had said he 

 

would call at ten and had not called.

 

This was not the first time. It was the fifth time in three weeks, 

 

which meant it had become a pattern, and patterns were the thing she 

 

had learned to read before she learned almost anything else. When you 
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grew  up  the  way  she  had  grown  up  —  moving,  adapting,  reading 

 

rooms  for  safety  and  warmth  and  the  difference between the two — 

 

you  developed  a  literacy  for  patterns that operated below the level of 

 

conscious thought.

 

She wiped down the last booth.

 

She ran the register close.

 

She sent Dani home at eleven-fifteen and said she'd finish up.

 

Dani had looked at her with the expression she wore when she 

 

had  something  to  say  and  had  decided  not  to  say  it  yet.  Eliza  had 

 

nodded  once.  The  not-yet  was  fine.  She  was  not  ready  for  whatever 

 

Dani's  version  of  the  thing  was.  She  needed  to  find  her own version 

 

first.

 

She went to the back office.

 

She  was  going  to  get  the  jacket Rafe had left draped over the 

 

office  chair  two  nights  ago  —  the  same  night  he  had  stayed  until 

 

closing  and  they  had  sat  in  the  last  booth  and  talked in the easy way 

 

they used to talk, the way that had made her believe in this — and she 

 

was going to put it in the lost-and-found bag she kept under the front 

 

counter,  because  putting  it  somewhere  deliberate  was  better  than 
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leaving  it  where  it  was,  which  was  visible  from  the  doorway  and 

 

therefore something she saw every time she passed.

 

She picked up the jacket.

 

Something shifted in the inner pocket.

 

She  did  not  reach  into  the  pocket  with  intention.  She  was 

 

straightening  the  jacket  to  fold  it,  and  the  shift  told  her  there  was 

 

something in the pocket, and she reached in automatically, the way you 

 

checked pockets before doing laundry — not looking for anything, just 

 

making sure.

 

The receipt was from a restaurant on the north end of the city. 

 

A place called Vela. Not the kind of place you went to alone.

 

The date was a Thursday three weeks ago.

 

On  the  Thursday  three  weeks  ago,  Rafe  had  called  her  at 

 

six-thirty to tell her he had a club situation running long and he could 

 

not make the dinner they had planned.

 

She stood in the back office of the Crossroads Diner at eleven 

 

twenty-two in the evening and she looked at the receipt.

 

Dinner for two.
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A bottle of wine she recognized the name of because it was the 

 

kind of wine that required a reason.

 

She stood with it for a while.

 

She  was  not  the  kind  of  woman  who  required  dramatic 

 

confrontation  before  she  reached  a  conclusion.  She  was  the  kind  of 

 

woman  who  assembled  information  carefully  and  then  acted  on  the 

 

assembled  information  rather  than  on  the  first  available  impression. 

 

The  receipt  was  not  proof  of  anything  she  could  not  already  have 

 

suspected. What it was, was confirmation that the pattern she had been 

 

reading  for  three  weeks  had  a  shape,  and  the  shape had a name, and 

 

the name was: she was being managed.

 

She put the receipt in her pocket.

 

She finished closing up.

 

She turned off the lights.

 

She drove home.

 

She did not call him.

 

She sat in her apartment in the specific quiet of a woman who 

 

has just confirmed something she already knew and is deciding what to 

 

do with the confirmation.
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She had learned, in thirty-one years, that the worst things were 

 

never the ones that arrived loudly.
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CHAPTER ONE

 

THE DINER AND THE 

 

LIFE SHE BUILT 

 

ELIZA

 

Let me tell you about the Crossroads Diner.

 

It  sits  at  the  junction  of the old state highway and the county 

 

route  that  runs  east  toward  the  river,  a  location  that  sounds  like  the 

 

middle of nowhere and is in fact the middle of everywhere — because 

 

the middle of everywhere, in a place like this, is defined by who passes 

 

through.  Truck  drivers  on  the  long  haul.  Families  on  the  way  to 

 

somewhere  else.  The  mechanics  and  ranchers  and  small  business 

 

owners  who  form  the  economic  backbone  of  a  corridor  that  the 

 

interstate bypassed and then forgot.

 

I have been here for seven years.

 

I arrived at twenty-four with fifty dollars and a duffel bag and a 

 

reference from a diner in a town three states east that had been my last 

 

stop in a series of stops that I am not going to characterize as running 
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away,  because  running  implies  a  consistent  direction  and  what  I  had 

 

was  a  consistent  principle: I was not going to stay anywhere that cost 

 

me more than it gave me.

 

The Crossroads hired me as a waitress on a Tuesday.

 

By  Thursday  I  had  identified  three  operational  inefficiencies 

 

that were costing the owner significant money per week and had fixed 

 

one  of  them  without  being  asked.  The  owner,  a  man  named  Garrett 

 

who has since retired to Arizona and calls me on my birthday without 

 

fail, looked at me on Friday and said: you want to be a manager? I said: 

 

I  want  to  be  the  manager.  He  said:  what's  the  difference?  I  said:  a 

 

manager does the job. The manager makes decisions.

 

He made me the manager.

 

The  diner  has  twelve  tables,  a  counter  with  eight  stools,  a 

 

kitchen that Lou has run with the specific authority of a man who has 

 

been cooking since before I was born and who regards my managerial 

 

presence  with  the  fond  tolerance  of  someone  who has decided to let 

 

you  be  right  about  the  things  you  know  and  reserves  the  right  to be 

 

right about everything else.
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Lou  is  my  person  in the way that certain people become your 

 

people  without  ceremony  —  through  accumulated  presence  and  the 

 

specific  quality  of  someone  who  tells  you  the  true  thing  without 

 

dressing it up or stripping it down.

 

Dani  is  my  other  person.  Evening  server  for  four  years,  my 

 

best  friend for three and a half, the woman who can communicate an 

 

entire editorial position with a single eyebrow adjustment and who has 

 

the gift of knowing when to say the thing and when to hold it.

 

The diner's regulars have become, over seven years, something 

 

that  functions  like  a  community:  the  trucker  who  always  orders  the 

 

same thing and tips forty percent without explanation; the family with 

 

the three kids who come for Sunday breakfast every week and whom I 

 

have  watched  the  kids  grow  from  chaotic  toddlers  to  merely  chaotic 

 

teenagers;  the  older  men  who  occupy  the  counter  stools  in  the 

 

mornings  and  have  ongoing  arguments  about  things  that  have  been 

 

argued  about  for  decades  and  will  continue  to  be  argued  about  until 

 

someone dies.

 

I am not from here.

 

I am of here, which is different.
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I  built  this  over  seven years through the accumulated work of 

 

showing up reliably and giving this place more than it required. That is 

 

the honest description of how you become part of something that was 

 

not originally yours: you show up and you give more than is asked and 

 

eventually the thing is yours in the only way that matters, which is that 

 

you cannot imagine the version of it without you.

 

I have a rule about men that I did not formulate consciously.

 

It  emerged  from  experience,  which  is  where  all  the  real  rules 

 

come  from.  The  rule  is:  I  do  not  accept  managed  versions.  I  accept 

 

complicated,  I  accept  difficult,  I  accept  the  honest  version  of  a 

 

person's  worst  qualities.  I  do  not  accept  the  version  where  someone 

 

decides  what  I  get  to  know  based  on  what  they  think  I  can  handle, 

 

because the deciding belongs to me.

 

Rafe  Hayes  —  Rafe  Mercer,  road  name  Hawk,  Night  Hawks 

 

MC  —  came  into  my  life  through  a  flat  tire  on  a  rainy  night  in 

 

October.

 

He  was  on  the  shoulder  of  the  highway  pulling  off  when  I 

 

came out of the diner at the end of my shift. I had jumper cables in my 

 

car  from  a  habit  I  had  developed  after being the person who needed 
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them twice and who resolved not to be the person who couldn't help. 

 

A  flat  tire  was  not  a  jumper  cable  problem,  but  I  stopped  anyway 

 

because  it  was  raining  and  because  the  shoulder  of  the  highway  at 

 

eleven at night was not a safe place to be.

 

He  was  professional  about  accepting  help  from  a  stranger. 

 

Grateful without performing gratitude.

 

I  lent  him  my  phone since his was dead. I offered him coffee 

 

while he waited for the club's truck.

 

He accepted the coffee.

 

We talked for forty minutes.

 

I drove home and I thought: that was an interesting person.

 

I  did  not  think:  that  is  going  to  be  my  next  significant 

 

relationship. I thought: interesting.

 

A week later he came back.

 

He sat at the counter.

 

He ordered coffee.

 

I poured it.

 

He said: I didn't catch your name last week.

 

I said: I know.
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He looked at me.

 

He said: Rafe. He held out his hand.

 

I shook it. I said: Eliza.

 

He said: I know.

 

I looked at him.

 

He said: you're not going to make this easy.

 

I said












