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About Beyond Reason

WHEN THE MOST TOXIC PEOPLE COME DISGUISED AS FAMILY, WHO CAN YOU TRUST?

Betrayal by blood cuts the deepest.

Teller’s found his ride or die girl. The light Charlotte brings to his life has touched the darkest parts of his soul. But a devastating secret from her past resurfaces to threaten their future.

Every truth can be erased with one lie.

When a sinister truth is exposed, it forces Charlotte to question everything about herself. Even whether she’s worthy of Teller’s love.

The darkest betrayals never come from your enemies.

With Teller’s love roaring louder than the lies, Charlotte can finally put her demons to rest. But has too much damage been done for her to prove her loyalty to the Lost Kings?
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THE LOST KINGS MC SERIES READING ORDER


Although Teller’s story can be read as a stand-alone or first in the series, I think you’ll get the most enjoyment from reading the series in order.

Slow Burn (Lost Kings MC #1)

Corrupting Cinderella (Lost Kings MC #2)

Three Kings, One Night (Lost Kings MC #2.5)

Strength From Loyalty (Lost Kings MC #3)

Tattered on My Sleeve (Lost Kings MC #4)

White Heat (Lost Kings MC #5)

Between Embers (Lost Kings MC #5.5)

More Than Miles (Lost Kings MC #6)

White Knuckles (Lost Kings MC #7)

Beyond Reckless: Teller’s Story, Part One (Lost Kings MC #8)

Beyond Reason: Teller’s Story, Part Two (Lost Kings MC #9)

Coming Soon:

After Burn (Lost Kings MC #10)

LKMC #10.5

Zero Tolerance (Lost Kings MC #11)

White Lies (Lost Kings MC #12)

LKMC #13

LKMC #14
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GLOSSARY


I debated whether or not I should include the glossary in this second part of Teller’s book. I mean, you (probably) just read Beyond Reckless and there’s a glossary in there. But then I figured if you did want to look something up, it would be annoying to have to grab another book to do it. So here it is. Updated to include new revelations from Beyond Reckless, just so you don’t feel like you’re reading the same thing over and over. Perhaps a few other important details are thrown in.

THE LOST KINGS MC

President: Rochlan “Rock” North. Leader of the Upstate NY charter of the Lost Kings MC. His word is law within the club. He takes advice from senior club members. He is the public “face” of the MC. Much to his annoyance, Rock is seen as the “father figure” in the club, especially by the younger members.

Sergeant-at-Arms: Wyatt “Wrath” Ramsey. Responsible for the security of the club. Keeps order at club events. Responsible for the safety and protection of the president, the club, its members and its women. Disciplines club members who violate the rules. Keeps track of club by-laws. In charge of the club’s weapons and weapons training. Will challenge Rock when he deems it necessary. Outside of the MC, Wrath owns a gym, Furious Fitness. He is experienced in underground MMA-style fighting.

Vice President: Angus “Zero” or “Z” Frazier. In most clubs, I think the VP would be considered the second-in-command. In mine, I see the VP and SAA as being on equal footing within the club. Carries out the orders of the President. Communicates with other chapters of the club. Assumes the responsibilities of the President in his absence. Keeps records of club patches and colors issued. Z also co-manages the MC’s strip club, Crystal Ball.

Treasurer: Marcel “Teller” Whelan. Keeps records of income, expenses and investments.

Road Captain: Blake “Murphy” O’Callaghan. Responsible for researching, planning and organizing club runs. Responsible for obtaining and maintaining club vehicles.

Prospect: A prospect is someone who has stated a clear intention of being a full patch member of the Lost Kings MC. The Lost Kings vet their prospects for two or more years. To vote a prospect in as a full patch member, the vote must be unanimous. Not all prospects will become full patch members. Some will realize the club is not for them. For others, the club will realize that the prospect is not a good fit for the club. Prospects are expected to show respect to all full patch members and do whatever is asked of them. Malik may or may not be a prospect for the Lost Kings MC in the future.

OTHER MEMBERS

Cronin “Sparky” Petek: Sparky is the mad genius behind the Lost Kings MC’s pot-growing business. He is rarely seen outside of the basement, as he prefers the company of his plants.

Elias “Bricks” Serrano: We saw Bricks and his girlfriend throughout the series. One of the few members who does not live at the clubhouse, he performs a lot of general tasks for the club.

Dixon “Dex” Watts: We’ve also seen Dex throughout the series. He co-manages Crystal Ball with Z.

Sam “Stash” Black: Lives in the basement with Sparky and helps with the plants. He came out of the basement to help out in White Knuckles. Other than that, we’re not really sure what he’s up to downstairs.

Thomas “Ravage” Kane: We got to know Rav and his snarky humor a little bit better in each book. Ravage is a general member who helps out wherever he is needed.

“Sway”: President of the downstate charter of the Lost Kings MC. We’ve seen Sway off and on sine Strength From Loyalty. He’s such a fun character, I figure he deserves a slot in the glossary.

Grinder: Rock’s mentor. Grinder is an older member who we met briefly in Corrupting Cinderella. He’s been incarcerated since before Rock took over the Lost Kings.

THE LADIES OF THE LOST KINGS MC

Hope Kendall, Esq.: Nick-named First Lady by Murphy in Corrupting Cinderella (Lost Kings MC #2), Hope is the object of Rock’s love and obsession. Their epic love story spans four books: Slow Burn, Corrupting Cinderella, Strength From Loyalty, and White Heat.

Trinity Hurst: She was the caretaker of the Lost Kings MC clubhouse and the brothers. She and Wrath have a long, tattered love story full of lust, fury, and forgiveness in Tattered on My Sleeve (Lost Kings MC #4). She and Wrath are also featured in White Heat (Lost Kings MC #5). They finally tie the knot in White Knuckles (Lost Kings MC #7).

Heidi Whelan: Teller’s little sister. Heidi is a recurring character in each of the books from Corrupting Cinderella (Lost Kings MC #2) on. She also has short stories in Three Kings, One Night (Lost Kings MC #2.5) and Between Embers (Lost Kings MC #5.5) she is a major character in More Than Miles (Lost Kings MC #6).

Charlotte Clark, Esq: Teller’s girl. She was first mentioned in Corrupting Cinderella (Lost Kings MC #2) and we briefly saw her in Strength From Loyalty (Lost Kings MC #3). Beyond Reckless and Beyond Reason are the books dedicated to her burgeoning relationship with the brooding Treasurer of the Lost Kings, Teller.

Swan: Lost Kings MC club girl and dancer at Crystal Ball.

Willow: Bartender at Crystal Ball.

Lilly: One of Hope’s best friends and frequent “booty call” of Z. She appears in books 1-5 and is the focus of two short stories in Three Kings, One Night and Between Embers. While she sent Trinity a wedding present in White Knuckles (Lost Kings MC #7), we haven’t “seen” Lilly since Between Embers (Lost Kings MC #5.5). Where, oh where, can Lilly be and will we ever see her again?

Sophie: Hope’s former best friend. We haven’t seen her since White Heat (Lost Kings MC #5).

Mara Oak: Friend of Hope. Also an attorney. She’s appeared in Slow Burn, Corrupting Cinderella, Strength From Loyalty, Tattered on My Sleeve, White Heat, and White Knuckles. She’s married to Empire city court judge, Damon Oak. Their story, Objection, will be available one day.

Tawny: Sway’s ol’ lady. The “Queen B” rules the downstate charter of the Lost Kings MC with long talons and a sharp tongue.

OTHER IMPORTANT RECURRING CHARACTERS

Liam Hollister: the former of Sheriff of Teller’s hometown, he’s now a member of the Empire Police Department. My stand alone, Bullets and Bonfires is his story.

Carter Clark: Charlotte’s goofy, often inappropriate younger brother.

Mercy: Charlotte’s best friend.

Jake: One of Wrath’s business partners in Furious Fitness. His brother, Sully is friends with Liam. Jake has appeared off and on throughout the series since Tattered on my Sleeve. You also spend time with him in Bullets and Bonfires.

Sully: Has mostly just been mentioned as helping out at Wrath’s gym and now that Furious is no more, Wrath’s been working at the place Sully owns. He’s a significant character in Bullets and Bonfires and may or may not, but probably will have his own book someday.

Remy Holt—Huh, who the fuck is that?

Griffin Royal—Who?

LOST KINGS MC TERMINOLOGY

Crystal Ball: The strip club owned by the Lost Kings MC and one of their legitimate businesses. They often refer to it as “CB.”

Conference Center: The clubhouse of the Lost Kings MC. It was previously used as a high-end religious retreat and is sometimes still jokingly referred to as the “Conference Center” or “Hippie Compound.”

Empire: The fictional city in upstate NY, run by the Lost Kings MC.

Furious Fitness: The gym Wrath owns. Often just referred to as “Furious.” It burned down in White Knuckles (Lost Kings MC #7) and currently Wrath’s in the process of rebuilding.

Green Street Crew: Street gang the Lost Kings do business with. Often referred to as “GSC.” “Loco” is their leader and frequent nuisance to Rock.

LOKI: Short for Lost Kings.

OTHER MCS

Vipers MC: The former rival MC of the Lost Kings. Used to run Ironworks.

Wolf Knights MC: Rival and sometimes ally of the Lost Kings. Their president, Ulfric, appeared in Slow Burn and stepped down in Between Embers (Lost Kings MC #5.5.) Merlin took over as President of the Wolf Knights. Their SAA, Whisper, was a partner in Wrath’s gym. Actions taken by the Wolf Knights have had a serious impact on the Lost Kings in the past and their relationship is tenuous at the moment. We discovered in Beyond Reckless (Lost Kings MC #8) that Merlin is Charlotte’s uncle. Keeper is their VP. Other members include Hudson and Tiki.

Devil Demons MC: Based in Western NY. We first “saw” them in Corrupting Cinderella (Lost Lost Kings MC #2). We met their president, “Stump” in Strength From Loyalty (Lost Kings MC #3) and learned he played an important part of Trinity’s past in Tattered on my Sleeve (Lost Kings MC #4). We saw Stump and his son Chaser in White Heat (Lost Kings MC #5) and Between Embers (Lost Kings MC #5.5). Chaser is actually the hero of a novella I wrote, Kickstart my Heart, which I plan to republish…one day.

South of Satan MC: A few members made a brief appearance in Beyond Reckless. We don’t know much about them or what their intentions are.

OTHER MC TERMINOLOGY

Most terminology was obtained through research. However, I have also used some artistic license in applying these terms to my romanticized, fictional version of an Outlaw Motorcycle Club.

Cage – A car, truck, van, basically anything other than a motorcycle.

Church – Club meetings all full patch members must attend. Led by the president of the club, but officers will update the members on the areas they oversee.

Citizen – Anyone not a hardcore biker or belonging to an outlaw club. “Citizen Wife” would refer to a spouse kept entirely separate from the club.

Cut – Leather vest worn by outlaw bikers. Adorned with patches and artwork displaying the club’s unique colors. The Lost Kings’ colors are blue and gray. Their logo is a skull with a crown.

Colors – The “uniform” of an outlaw motorcycle gang. A leather vest, with the three-piece club patch on the back, and various other patches relating to their role in the club. Colors belong to the club and are held sacred by all members.

Dressers – Slang for a motorcycle “dressed up” with hard saddle bags and other accessories. It’s designed for long-distance riding.

Fly Colors – To ride on a motorcycle wearing colors.

Mother Chapter – First chapter of the club.

Muffler Bunny – Club girl, who hangs around to provide sexual favors to members.

Nomad – A club member who does not belong to any specific charter, yet has privileges in all charters. Nomads go anywhere to take care of business, usually at the request of the club president.

Old Lady/Ol’ Lady – Wife or steady girlfriend of a club member. Has nothing to do with her age.

Out Bad – The shorthand way of saying a club member has been kicked out of the club for some kind of betrayal. Someone who is “out bad” might be in hiding from the club.

Patched In – When a new member is approved for full membership.

Patch Holder – A member who has been vetted through performing duties for the club as a prospect or probate and has earned his three-piece patch.

Property Patch – When a member takes a woman as his Old Lady (wife status), he gives her a vest with a property patch. In my series, the vest has a “Property of Lost Kings MC” patch and the member’s road name on the back. The officers also place their patches on the ol’ lady’s vest as a sign they have agreed to always have her back. Her man’s patch or club symbol is placed over the heart.

Road Name – Nickname. Usually given by the other members.

RUB – Slang for Rich Urban Biker. A term generally used by real bikers to describe a person who rides an expensive motorcycle on weekends and never very far. A poser.

Run – A club sanctioned outing sometimes with other chapters and/or clubs. Can also refer to a club business run.


DEDICATION


Never expect loyalty from people who can’t give you honesty.


CHAPTER ONE
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“Would you put your damn phone away before you get us into an accident,” Murphy scolds from the passenger seat of my truck.

“Shut up. The light’s red. I’m worried about Charlotte. Haven’t heard from her all day.”

“You think hanging out with Alexa last weekend scared her away?”

I snort. Doubt it. Charlotte eased right into helping me care for Alexa. Been thinking all sorts of things that are way too soon to be thinking about ever since. “No,” I finally answer.

“Well, I need your full attention tonight.” He motions toward the green light and lets out an exasperated snort.

“You got it.” He’s right. Time to pull my head out of my ass now. Worry about Charlotte later. “She’s probably just catching up on work from last week.” While she never came right out and said it, I’m pretty sure she rearranged her schedule to help me out. Something I both appreciated and felt guilty about.

“Do you want my opinion?” Murphy asks.

“Not really.”

He chuckles. “Tough. Brace yourself.”

When I let out a short laugh, he continues, “You don’t want to admit it, but you need a chick who sets boundaries.”

“You think that’s what she’s doing?”

“I mean, she’s a strong chick who isn’t afraid to say no to you.”

“And that’s a good thing?”

“Yes.”

It’s true. She’s sweet as hell, but she’s got a fiery temper and not afraid to call me out when I’m being a dick. Even more, she listens and wants to know why I’m such a moody jerk.

“This is real. Otherwise, you’re taking a huge risk for just a fuck.”

I reach over and punch him. “She’s not—”

“I didn’t say she was.”

“She’s feisty when she wants to be.”

“Yeah, I figured. That’s why when you finally own her ass, it’s—”

“Different.” I understand what he’s getting at. Bunnies are good for a quick release. For fun. But they can’t keep my interest, and they don’t give a shit about who I am beyond my place in the club.

“Better than anything you had before,” he says with absolute authority.

“What would you know about it? You look at Heidi and she fuckin’ jumps.”

Should’ve thought that one through because I don’t really want an answer.

Glancing over, I see he’s wearing the smirk that suggests I’d rather not know what he’s thinking. “Trust me, your sister has no problem expressing herself.”

I snort and shake my head. An evil thought enters my brain and immediately leaves my mouth. “Fuck, she doesn’t make you get on all fours and bark like a dog, does she?”

His laughter fills the truck cab and he punches my arm. “No, you creepy-ass perv. Where do you come up with this shit?”

This is too good not to keep poking at him. “Does she make you wear a bear costume?” I tap my finger against my cheek and pretend to consider it. “Because I can kind of see her doing that.”

He’s laughing so hard, I barely make out the, “You’re such a dick,” he sputters at me.

“What I was trying to explain—before you shared all the disgusting thoughts in your warped head,” he says after he stops laughing, “is you still think of her as a bratty little kid. Not a woman who knows her own mind.”

“No, I don’t.”

In a quieter voice, he adds, “I’m not taking advantage of her.”

“Hey, I don’t think that at all.”

“Okay,” he says, before turning to stare out the window. “I missed this.”

“What?”

“Joking around with you.” He runs his palms over his jeans a few times before continuing. “I’m so sorry I didn’t go with you guys that day.” His somber tone is weighed down with guilt and it brings me right back to the darkest parts of the last few months.

The darkness Charlotte’s helped me crawl out of without even realizing it.

I swallow hard. I could’ve lost him too if he’d been there. “I’m not mad at you,” I finally say.

“You asked me to go with you, and I should have. I knew—”

“I don’t blame you or anything stupid like that.” Never once have I thought Mariella’s death was anyone else’s fault but mine.

“Well, Heidi and me together hasn’t helped. I don’t—”

“I’m not mad at you about that either.”

“You’re not?” he asks, sounding genuinely surprised.

“She’s my baby sister. I don’t want her with anyone. And you’re my best friend. It was a little weird for me.”

“It’s not about you,” he says quietly.

“Yeah, I get that. It’s not that I think you two shouldn’t be together. I trust you to take care of her.” He doesn’t say anything, so I keep going. “I’m sorry I didn’t take you seriously when you tried to tell me how you felt about her.”

“You wanted her out of the life,” he guesses. “Away from the MC.”

“I used to feel that would be the best thing for her.”

“I understand that,” he says slowly. “But the club’s her family too. Lost Kings run through her blood, same as ours. Why is that so bad?”

“You know the risks we take,” I explain. “I’m driving you to an illegal, underground fight for fuck’s sake.”

“This is nothing new. She’s aware of the risks.” He holds up a hand, cutting off any protest from me. “Maybe not details, but she’s not stupid.”

“I know.”

“I’ll bust my ass to make her happy and give her whatever she wants. And at least I know if something ever happens to me, the club will take care of her.”

I blow out a breath. “Yeah.”

“Thanks for helping us go on that trip, by the way. We always talked about something like that. It was nice to finally be able to go.”

“Always? You’ve been together for a few months.”

He lets out another exasperated huff. “You realize, she was my friend first, right? We used to talk about road trips and all sorts of shit.” He shakes his head and stares out the window. “We were planning to do a spring break run before she got pregnant.”

“You what? Really?”

His voice takes on a sharper edge. “You seem to have this notion that she’s with me by default or I’m with her out of some twisted obligation.” I catch him smirking at me from the corner of my eye. “It’s starting to hurt my feelings, bro.”

I hesitate, because even though he’s trying to make a joke, I think he meant what he said. “I don’t think that, Blake.”

“Sure, okay.” He’s quiet again for a few minutes. “I’m sorry I haven’t been around more. All this stuff with the gym and the house and—”

“I’m happy for you, brother.”

“That the gym I was about to buy into burned down?”

“No, you asshole. Come on, once everything’s sorted out it’s gonna be huge.”

“Thanks.” After a few minutes, he chuckles. “So, bear costumes, huh? What kind of fucked up shit are you into?”

His phone goes off and he checks the text. “That’s a relief,” he says. “Ruthless backed out.”

“Who?”

“Remy Holt. I actually like the kid. Wasn’t looking forward to kicking his ass in front of his whole crew.”

“You going soft on me?”

“That’s what she said.”

Laughter busts out of me at the stupid joke. “I walked right into that.”

“Yeah, you did.”

“You nervous?” I ask.

“Nah.”

“Who’d they replace him with?”

Another text comes in. “Don’t recognize the name,” he mumbles, tapping his phone. “Trying to look him up.” After a few minutes, he gives up and sets the phone down. “Not much on him.”

“Great. He’s probably some big Russian dude built like a tank.”

He holds out his arms, stretching to my side of the truck. “I ain’t exactly small, bro.”

Slapping his arm out of my way, I laugh. “I’m well aware.”

We rag on each other all the way to the old warehouse where the fight’s being held. “Why are these things always in abandoned warehouses?” I ask, turning off the truck.

“Because we have so many around here?” Murphy offers. “This isn’t the same crowd that used to show up for Wrath’s fights. Still illegal as fuck, but at least they have some rules. Guy who runs it is solid.”

“If that’s supposed to reassure me, it doesn’t.”

“Teller, look at me.” I meet his steady green eyes, and there isn’t even a hint of fear in them. “I got this.”

“I know you do, brother.”

We meet Ravage in the parking lot and he slaps Murphy on the back a few times. “Ready, killer?”

“Fuck yeah.”

Murphy wasn’t lying. While the set-up is similar, it’s not the same bloodthirsty crowd I’m used to. The people in attendance are younger but seem to have a lot of cash to throw around.

We check Murphy in and he’s ushered into the back to wait his turn. Ravage and I watch the group of fighters for a few seconds, neither of us comfortable leaving Murphy alone and unprotected.

Murphy flashes us a thumbs up and waves us away.

Ironically, the kid he’s fighting is actually Russian. A tall lanky guy they call Frogfoot.

“Not exactly terrifying,” I mutter to Ravage.

“I’ve seen him before,” Ravage says, as we find a spot up front. “He’s quick. Jumps around a lot. Like a fuckin’ frog.”

Ravage and I stand shoulder to shoulder right outside the ring. He keeps his arms folded over his chest and his eyes moving over the crowd. Our combined size is enough to keep people away from us. We’re both ready to pounce should things get out of control.

I don’t trust these people to keep the fight honest, no matter what Murphy said. And fuck, if anyone dares mess with my brother, I’ll kill them myself.

Surveying the warehouse, I lean over to Ravage. “How many exits you see?”

He tilts his head toward the back corners. “Three closest ones. Three more up front, but the whole place has broken windows and cracks wide enough to slip through.”

“Fantastic, hopefully it doesn’t crumble down on top of us tonight.”

He barks out a laugh. “You sound like Rock.”

Before I can respond to that, a tall, built kid comes over, holding out his hand. “You Teller?”

“Yeah,” I answer slowly.

“Griff Royal.” We shake hands, and he doesn’t engage in any macho-posturing-bullshit.

“Stonewall, right?” Ravage asks.

Griff nods. “I’m not going in the ring tonight, though.” He faces me again. “My buddy Remy wanted to apologize for backing out last minute.”

Kid doesn’t look like a biker, but he shows respect like one, which is unusual.

“It’s all good,” I say. “Murphy’s got a lot of respect for Remy. Said he wasn’t looking forward to beating him on his home turf.”

Griff throws back his head and laughs. “Sounds like Murphy.”

“While you’re here, is Remy aware some guy tried to bring his sister to one of our clubhouse parties?” I ask. “Murphy shut that down.”

A dark look crosses Griff’s face. “No. He’s not. I’ll handle it.”

Maybe I should’ve kept that to myself.

“Anyway,” Griff says, shaking off his tense expression. “They’re both signed up for another fight in a couple months. Maybe they’ll get matched up then.”

We shake hands again, and he strides back into the crowd. I’m not sure who he is in this particular underground circle, but people sure as fuck move out of his way when they see him coming.

“Motherfucker,” I grumble under my breath. Murphy said this was his last fight. He better pray Frogfoot doesn’t rough him up too much, ’cause I’m gonna kick his fucking ass for lying to me.

Finally, Murphy struts out, all furrowed brows and single-minded focus. I don’t wave or do anything stupid to distract him.

The hairs on the back of my neck rise as the fight starts. Frogfoot is aptly named and his quick jumping style lands him a few punches. One fist to Murphy’s stomach and one to the face.

But that’s it.

Murphy shakes it off and backs up a few steps before going after Frogfoot. Like a machine, he hammers a sequence of punches to his opponent’s stomach, side, and finally his face.

The last one puts the kid down and he stays down.

The crowd erupts in an explosion of shouting and cheering, rushing toward the ring.

From where I’m standing, I’m able to see the kid I talked to earlier, Griff, hand Murphy a wad of cash. Then, Murphy’s on the move, throwing on his sweatshirt and picking up his bag from the side of the ring. He moves past the girls who approach him without a second glance.

“Holy fuck. Nice work!” Ravage shouts.

“Turn your slips in?” Murphy asks us.

“Doing it on our way out.” I glance back at the crowd. “You staying for any other fights?”

Murphy doesn’t even hesitate. “Nah, I wanna get home.”

We start moving toward the exit and I duck over to the window to collect our cash.

Outside, Ravage takes his share of the winnings and slaps us each on the shoulder. “See you back at the clubhouse?”

Murphy chuckles. “Yeah, I definitely need to stop there before I go home.”

“Speaking of lying,” I say on the way to the truck.

“What’s that?” Murphy asks.

“Had a chat with your buddy Griff. Says you’ve got another fight lined up.”

I let that hang in the air while we get in the truck and I start it up.

We’re on the highway when Murphy finally answers my question.

“The fight’s a couple months away. If this went well, I was going to drop it.”

“Good.”

He sits back and closes his eyes.

I glance over. “You all right?”

“Yeah.” He lets out a sigh and keeps his eyes shut. “Just want to get home and see my girls.”

“How you planning to explain your face?”

Murphy waves me off, then winces. “I’ll clean up at the clubhouse.”

Even though I’m mad at him, his silence bugs me. “How you feeling?”

“Rough.” He sits up, shifting in his seat. “Been slacking in my workouts. Going from a week-long run straight to the ring wasn’t my smartest idea.”

“Ya think?”

By the time we get home, he’s vibrating with energy again, bouncing around the yard, pretending to spar with Ravage. “I really think I have one more in me. You know? Especially if I train right.”

“You won this one,” I say, shaking my head. “Go out on top.”

“Yeah, but—”

“Why don’t you worry about recovering from this fight first.” Because I’m a dick, I poke him in the side. “I think you might have a cracked rib.”

“Ow, you fuck.” He gives me a solid punch to the arm.

“Damn, brother. Thought you were all tapped out.”

“Don’t test me right now. I got enough adrenaline left in me to fuck you up before I pass out.”

Ravage snorts and slaps Murphy’s back. “Sex will help calm you down.”

I throw a punch at Rav to shut him up. That’s the last image I want in my head. “Knock it off, fucker.”

Unfortunately for Murphy, my sister’s waiting for him in the clubhouse. “Fuck,” he mutters under his breath as soon as he sees her.

“Busted.” I snicker, not at all embarrassed that I’m acting like a ten-year-old. I’ve known Blake since I was ten, so it’s normal.

“Oh my God, Blake.” Heidi rushes over to us, grabbing Murphy’s arm. “What the hell happened?”

“Nothing. I’m fine.”

“He won, lil’ sis. That’s all you need to know.”

She glares at me and plants her fist on her hip. “You knew about this?”

“Club business,” I growl at her. Anger screws up her face and I square my shoulders. “Don’t you dare slap me. You got away with it once ’cause I was being an asshole. Don’t try it again.”

“Hey,” Murphy snaps, slapping my arm. “Watch it.”

“Where’s Alexa?”

My sister has the nerve to roll her eyes at my question before pointing upstairs.

“Why you over here, beautiful?” Murphy asks.

She turns her glare on him. “I was all by myself over there.” She bites her lip. “I came over to help Swan with a few things.” Her voice turns hard again. “I didn’t know you were off getting the crap beaten out of you.”

He reaches out, taking Heidi’s hands. “I’m fine. Come take care of me.”

The two of them go back and forth in low voices for a few seconds. Heidi’s still bitching at him when he turns, gives me a smirk, flips her over his shoulder, and carries her to the staircase.

“Put me down.” She squeals and giggles the entire way up the stairs.

The sound of what I’m pretty sure is his hand cracking down on her ass a few times is enough to make me look around for the nearest trashcan to hurl into.

“Some love spanks’ll be good for her.” Ravage claps his hand on my shoulder. “They’re probably going to—”

“Finish that sentence, and I’ll kill you.”

He raises his hands in the air in surrender but continues laughing at me.

“Asshole,” I grumble.

“I wouldn’t go upstairs,” Z calls out. “You know they’re going at it.”

Christ, the second Murphy and Heidi got together, I should’ve asked to swap rooms with one of my brothers. Or moved to the other side of the damn mountain.

“Don’t they have a room at Rock and Hope’s to defile?” I join Z who holds out his hand for a slap. “Alexa’s here, so they’re probably spending the night, aren’t they?” I ask, as I sit next to him and take the joint he offers.

“’Fraid so, brother.”

“Fuck this.” I really want to call Charlotte. “I’m beat. I’m going to risk it,” I say to Z who laughs.

As I pass Murphy’s room, it’s surprisingly quiet. It better stay that way.

Inside my room, I drop down on my bed, remembering how good it felt to have Charlotte here with me.

Hoping she’s still up, I give her a call.

She answers on the second ring.

“Hey, where you been? I’ve been worried about you.” That’s a more stalker-boyfriend type of greeting than I intended, but it’s the truth.

“Work’s keeping me busy,” she answers in a flat tone.

“Did I wake you up?”

“Sort of.”

“Sorry. I was going to ask to come see you.”

“I don’t…that’s not a good idea.”

“How’s your trial or whatever you had going on?”

“It’s been a rough week.”

This whole conversation feels off, but I can’t tell if it’s fatigue or something else. “I’ll let you go back to sleep. Call me tomorrow.”

“I—I’m going to be busy.”

This is not the way I thought this call would go at all. “All right. Love you, Sunshine.”

It’s quiet on her end. So quiet, I think she’s hung up on me. Then there’s a sigh or a sob. I can’t tell and it drives me nuts.

“Charlotte, are you okay?”

She makes a hiccupping sound that definitely makes me think she’s crying. “I love you too, Marcel. I hope you know that.”

Before I have a chance to ask more questions, the line goes dead.


CHAPTER TWO


[image: Charlotte]

I’m scared shitless.

My fear blocks me from processing the grief of losing my mother.

The fear of my uncle possibly hurting Marcel won’t go away either.

The funeral home Chuck demanded I meet him at, is a pleasant enough old Victorian house, painted a cheerful yellow and white. From memory, I park in the back. My heels click over the uneven sidewalk as I circle the building, unsure of what to do next.

Memories of sitting on that front porch trying to keep Carter occupied during my father’s wake roll over me. My breath catches and my heart thumps painfully.

I can’t believe she’s gone.

Approaching the front steps slowly, I’m assaulted by a thousand different memories of my dad’s funeral. Of everyone in the club riding to the cemetery in honor of my dad.

Of my mother downing so much vodka to blot out her grief she could barely stand up at the funeral.

They’re both gone now.

Carter’s sitting in a white rocking chair on the front porch but stands when he sees me. “What’s wrong?”

“What do you think?” My tone comes out much sharper than I intended. His face falls, and I feel like absolute shit. “I’m sorry, Carter.”

My brother’s the sweetest, most forgiving person on the planet and allows me to crush him against me. “I’m so sorry I wasn’t there, Carter,” I whisper, hugging him even tighter.

His body shakes from the effort of holding back his tears. “I was there,” he croaks out. “It didn’t help.”

“It’s not your fault.”

He nods against me. “Right.”

I know my brother. He’ll blame himself.

“Why are you out here?”

“Waiting for you.” He lowers his voice. “Chuck’s come unhinged. I didn’t want to be near him.”

“Yeah, tell me about it,” I mutter.

He gives me a strange look but doesn’t have a chance to question me.

The front door opens. “You two coming in or not?” Chuck shouts.

Carter puts his hand on my back and ushers me inside, keeping himself between Chuck and me, which I appreciate.

Why he bothered having us meet him here eludes me. Chuck’s not interested in our input. He makes all the decisions concerning my mother and since I honestly have no idea what she wanted, I sit there mute and let him.

When it’s finally over with, the arrangements made, the bills paid by Chuck, he walks us out to the front porch.

“You two want to come to the clubhouse?” He gives me a pointed look. “Just gettin’ together with family.”

I can’t think of anything I want to do less.

“I’m exhausted.” It sounds feeble even to my ears, but it’s the truth.

Ignoring my brother, Chuck pulls me aside. “You remember what I said, right?”

“How you threatened my boyfriend? Yes, I remember.”

His eyes turn cold. “It wasn’t a threat. You don’t want to push me on this one, Charlotte.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it.”

He pats my cheek. “Good girl.”

“Come home with me,” I beg Carter once Chuck’s gone. “You shouldn’t be there alone.”

“It’s fine. I want to look through some things before Chuck gets his hands on the house.”

I can’t think of anything of value in that house that Mom didn’t sell off a long time ago. “Like what?”

“Photo albums. Some pictures of Dad. Mom’s journals. You know, before she lost her ever-loving mind.” He flashes a pained smile. “The stuff Chuck will just toss in a dumpster.”

“Carter.” My heart’s breaking and I have to pause to collect myself. “I don’t want you doing it alone. Let me run home and change clothes.”

“Bring pizza or something?”

“You got it.”

Less than an hour later, I stumble into my apartment intent on getting in and out.

Marcel’s waiting for me in the living room.

My heart clenches at the sight of him. For the briefest second I consider falling against him and sharing everything.

Christ, what if my uncle has someone watching my apartment?

“Where you been, Sunshine?” he asks, moving in to kiss me.

I duck out of his hold. “Why are you here?”

“You sounded really down last night.” He steps back, frowning. “I missed you.” His head tilts. “What’s wrong.”

What if Chuck’s on his way over now?

“Nothing. I had a bad day and I want to chill out.” At least that statement’s true.

“Okay, so let’s chill.”

“By myself.”

A flash of hurt crosses his face, but he squares his shoulders. “Can I do anything for you? You want to talk about it?”

The end of my nose tingles and tears sting my eyes. I don’t deserve this sweet, caring man who doesn’t realize every second he’s with me puts him in danger.

“No, I don’t want to talk about it. Can’t I have one night without you in my face?” My voice cracks and I have to look away.

“Are you mental?” He rattles the key to my apartment in front of me. “You gave me this.”

“Yeah, well, it didn’t mean come on over whenever you feel like it.”

“Charlotte,” he says, using a more reasonable tone. “What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing. I told you. I want to be alone. I need some space.” Part of me hates myself for giving into my uncle’s demands. But I don’t know what else to do. “You’re suffocating me.”

Blowing out a frustrated breath, he sets my key on the desk and opens the door. “Let me know when you’re feeling a little less psycho.”

As soon as he’s gone, I want to run after him and spill everything. Beg him to forgive me, protect me, and
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