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Tame Me is dedicated to my grandma. Even though you’re no longer with us, I hope you’d be proud of what I’ve accomplished in my life. Fly high and rest easy! We love and miss you on a daily basis.
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Dear Readers,

I’d like to first thank you for you continued support. Fallen Brethren MC is a new series even though you’ve already gotten a glimpse into their world through two different anthologies. I have worked on building up the worlds before I wrote the extended versions of Reaper/Alex and Trax/Reagan’s stories.

In this series, you will get to see a few characters from the Wild Kings MC. They will not appear in every book, and it will be limited on who you see. Tank, Grim, Cage, Joker, and Skylar will be the main ones I bring into this series for different story lines coming through. You will also see several members of the Phantom Bastards MC. Slim, Playboy, and Kingston are the main ones who will be mentioned. One of the things I will be bringing forward in this series is helping out women and children going through domestic violence. It will not be a large part of the story lines, but they will implement doing something to help those in need.

Thank you for the support and I hope you enjoy this new series and world!

Erin Osborne

Trigger Warnings

Please note these books may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this series. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read.
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Tame me.

One look and I vow to change my ways. No one gets more than a night in my bed. It takes one simple touch to realize no other woman will ever compare to you. You tame the wild, woman chaser I am. Now, you’re all I want and need in my life.

Tame me.

One look and I know you’re my one. The one time I try to find someone else, like I’m asked to do, it backfires. Things I’ve always feared becoming my reality happen. You tame the restlessness filling me. Now, no one will take you away from me.
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Reagan

MY ENTIRE LIFE I’ve been wrapped in bubble wrap and not allowed to do very much. I understood it when I was younger because I was continually scaring my mom with the seizures I had. That’s what happens when you have a cyst on your brain in the central processing center. There was no rhyme or reason to my seizures, and no one could pinpoint what triggered them. I grew up constantly at doctor appointments and having various tests run. Like clockwork I was at a hospital. The only times it wasn’t consistent was if I had a seizure and had to be taken to the emergency department. Even though I was on medicine to prevent the seizures from happening, it wasn’t a guarantee that they would stop. Nothing is ever a guarantee. 

The day Cage and Joker decided to make us a part of their family, we gained an entire club as a family. I now have two very overbearing dads and a whole club full of uncles that treat me like a toddler instead of the almost twenty-one-year-old woman I am. The ol’ ladies of the club are somewhat more compassionate about my feelings, but they still tend to be overbearing aunts as well. For once, I want someone to understand where I’m coming from. To know and realize that I have dreams and goals I want to accomplish and that I know how to take care of myself. I’ve more than learned my limits and what I can and can’t do when it comes to various aspects of my life. 

My mom, Skylar, has had her hands full raising six kids. She’s tried to treat me the same way as my younger brothers and sisters, but it’s not enough. Alana and Haley can go out and date, they can drive, go to school, live off-campus, and pretty much anything else they want. Kyle and Brandon finished school and are now officially Prospecting with my dads’ club, the Wild Kings. They get to do whatever the hell they want. The four of them grew up knowing what to do if I had a seizure in front of them and my brothers have taken on the same protective stance as our dads. I’m suffocating and no one can see the pain I feel on a daily basis because they don’t care to look. 

Jameson, my twin brother, left home just after we turned nineteen. He found another club to Prospect with. They’re a one percent club and I know my parents are worried about him. But, they didn’t throw a fit when he told them his decision to leave with Reaper and the Fallen Brethren MC. He was allowed to start living his life the way he wants to. The day he left, it felt as if my heart broke in my chest. Jameson has been my biggest supporter and always let me do things I wasn’t supposed to do within reason. He could feel the pain filling me and let me have some fun as long as he was by my side in case anything happened to me. Now, there’s a void that no one can fill except for my twin brother. And he’s living his best life while I’m still being held back from starting to live at all. 

I started to assert my independence when I became thirteen. The seizures became less and less, and I wanted to start experiencing things other kids my age did. Go to games at school, hang out with friends, lay in the sun. Nope. I didn’t get to do any of that. Not without my parents, Cage and Joker especially, having fits and us getting into arguments. It honestly caused a rift to start building between my parents and I because they don’t understand where I’m coming from. However, I always take into consideration their feelings and how much they want to protect me from anything bad happening. Even though I understand where they’re coming from, it doesn’t make it any easier to know they are always going to see me as some weak little girl who can’t take care of herself. 

When the neurologist cleared me to get my permit shortly after our eighteenth birthday, my dads questioned the doctor for over an hour. They made her go over all the test results for the last seven years to ensure them my seizures weren’t going to come back, and anything else they could think of to try to stop me from getting that particular piece of independence. It didn’t work though. I got cleared and the doctor filled out my paperwork. My mom is the one who took me to get my permit and eventually my license. My dad Cage wouldn’t even teach me how to drive. He was so completely against me driving and I get where he’s coming from. If I happen to have a seizure behind the wheel, it's not just my life at stake. I could hurt or kill someone else and I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if that happened. However, if I’m careful and only remain in town, I should be okay. I don’t plan on driving all over the place because I hate being out in public. 

I didn’t even get a new car like Alana and Haley. When they got their license, they each got a new car. The boys all got new bikes. I finally got my license and I got told I could use my mom’s SUV when she didn’t need it. Conveniently, they always had her going somewhere if they even had the hint I wanted to go somewhere. Again, I was stuck on the sidelines and there was nothing I could do to change my circumstances. While I had money saved from birthdays and holidays, I wasn’t allowed to have a job so there simply wasn’t enough saved up to go buy a used car.

Jameson, Anthony, and the rest of my family all got to choose their dates for the prom and Homecoming. If I went, I got told I had to go with a Prospect. Probably because I wasn’t allowed to date. So, I had to compromise and take a Prospect with me to the prom. He barely even danced with me because my dads and uncles threatened his position within the club if he so much as looked at me wrong. The entire night I sat on the sidelines and watched as everyone else danced, talked, and laughed with their friends. I don’t even have friends who aren’t the kids from the club because I’m not allowed to do anything. I’m the only one who doesn’t have a group of friends outside of the Wild Kings. I’m so fucking lonely and no one listens when I try to explain it to them. 

The only place I’m allowed to go without a chaperone is to the clubhouse. In reality, I have tons of chaperones there. My entire family spends most of their time there. Even there I have Prospects waiting on me hand and foot and I don’t get a second to myself. If I go out to the field behind the clubhouse, someone always manages to find me. When I try to go out to the pond behind our house where we’ve had countless parties and stuff over the years, someone shows up to make sure I’m okay. The only place I can be completely alone is in my bedroom. It’s within the four walls of the house I grew up in and that’s where I’m expected to remain. 

Pops is the only one that lets me get a break. He takes me for rides on his bike and he’s the main one that taught me how to drive. My dads got into a massive fight with him when they found out. I’m surprised I can still hang out with Pops. Joker taught me a little how to drive, but he always had one reason or another as to why he couldn’t take me out. Pops found me in tears one day and he told me to get off my ass, wipe my tears, and get in his truck. That was the first driving lesson he gave me and it was one of the best days of my life. 

Even now, I’m confined to Clifton Falls. I work at the tattoo parlor and get to do an apprenticeship under my uncle. It’s still not enough. I want the freedom to spread my wings and fly like the rest of the kids. I want to experience life, have a boyfriend, lose my virginity, and make the same mistakes others my age have been making for years. Mistakes I should’ve been making for years now. Instead, I’m always the outsider as I watch everything happen from the sidelines as a mere spectator. 

Don’t get me wrong, I love my family and wouldn’t trade them for anything in the world. The only thing I ask is they treat me as if I’m about to turn twenty-one. I don’t even get to go out to a bar for my birthday because they want me at the clubhouse. Jameson isn’t going to be here to celebrate our birthday again with me and I know he’s going to have a kick ass time out at bars or even just at the clubhouse of the new club he belongs to. I’ll get a boring as fuck party with no alcohol and that’s about it. Usually the parents go all out when one of us turns twenty-one. It breaks my heart to know I won’t get to experience the same kind of treatment. 

At almost twenty-one, I’m still a fucking virgin. My sisters laugh about it and I put on a brave face so they don’t know how much it bothers me, but I can’t stand the fact they all get to live their lives and I’m stuck in bubble wrap with no hope of a future—that the pain I feel daily is a source of jokes to my siblings. I know they don’t mean to taunt me and rub things in my face, but they do all the same. It’s almost like my suffering is some sort of game to them. Like they try to see which one of them can break me first. However, none of them ever see my tears. Those are only shed in my room when I’m completely alone and can hide from the small world surrounding me. 

I’m grateful that my parents, everyone in the club, love and care about me. I feel so stifled like I have no room to breathe or experience anything that might hurt me. I’ll never grow or learn if I can’t make my own mistakes. I know I have to be watchful of the possibility of my seizures returning and that an injury to my head could cause them to come back. I’m always cautious and know my surroundings. I know my limits more than any other kid I grew up with.

That’s why my parents don’t know I’ve been applying to schools that are at least six hours from home. One day, I hope to own a tattoo parlor and want to get my degree in accounting so I don’t have to worry about trusting someone else with my books. I want to be independent in every way possible. I’ve been held back for so damn long now that I want to make as many aspects of my life as possible free from needing to rely on anyone else for help or any kind of assistance. I hate feeling this way, but that’s about where I am in life now. 
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Reagan

WAKING UP, I take a minute to take in the fact I’m officially twenty-one-years-old. Jameson isn’t here to celebrate this milestone with me and knowing I won’t get to go out to celebrate, I realize I don’t give a shit about my birthday. If I had my way, I’d stay in bed with my head under the covers. My parents won’t let me do that though. And there’s no point in feeling sorry for myself; not when I’m trying to show everyone how independent I am and how much I want to be on my own. So, with a deep sigh, I realize I have to get up and actually go about the day as if I’m happy it’s my birthday and that I’m not going to treat it as just another day in my life. 

The house is quiet as I get out of bed and make my way to the shower. It’s abnormally quiet. I take advantage and linger in the shower letting the hot water soak into my stiff muscles. My entire body hurts with the tension filling me. The same thing happened last year because Jameson wasn’t here with me. If it’s anything like last year, I won’t even get a call from him. He’s too busy and I get that. There’s always something going on with his club and they have different businesses than we do because they’re a one percent club and the Wild Kings aren’t. To know he didn’t even think about me on the day we were born, broke another piece of my heart and my soul cracked just a little more. 

As soon as I’m ready to start my day, I make my way downstairs. Usually, my mom would already be in the kitchen but she’s not there. No one is home at all. What the fuck?

On all of our birthdays my mom gets up early and makes our favorite breakfast. She goes all out for our day. I don’t remember a single time she hasn’t been there for us as soon as we wake up. Even if she were sick, she’d still get up and pretend everything was okay for our ‘special day’. I think it comes from how hard things were for her when Jameson and I were little before she met Cage and Joker. She didn’t always have money to do anything, including having just a simple cake for us. So, the first year she could do something major, she did and it’s been that way ever since. I mean, she had an inheritance, but at that point in time I think my mom was so used to not having any money that she didn’t spend a lot of it so it disappeared quickly. I’m pretty sure there’s still a portion of it left now in an account collecting interest because she’s always got that fear in the back of her mind that she’ll be back in the position of not having anything at all. 

Instead of feeling sorry for myself, I pick an apple up out of the bowl on the island and make my way out of the house. If they don’t want to be here for my birthday, that’s fine. I’ll head to the tattoo parlor and get to work early instead of sitting around the house, alone, and feeling sorry for myself.

I walk outside and see Mom’s SUV sitting in the driveway. There’s a note on the windshield and my curiosity gets the better of me as I walk over to see what it says. Pulling it down, I open the piece of paper and skim it.

Reagan,

I went out with your dads. Take the SUV to work and we’ll pick it up later. I love you!

Mom

Well, I guess I don’t have to worry about walking to work. It takes me about an hour to walk there. I’ve done it before and I’ll do it again if I have to. The wrath of my dads is worth it to prove I can take care of myself. Or I’m just stubborn as fuck. However, even in my mom’s note, she doesn’t wish me a happy birthday. Maybe everyone forgot what today is. While part of me is happy because I don’t want to think about what today is, a larger part breaks even more. I honestly don’t know what the hell I’ve done in my life to be completely ignored by those around me. 

Getting in the SUV, I find the keys above the visor. It takes me mere minutes to get from the house to the tattoo parlor. I take a few minutes to compose myself after the weird morning. The fact I haven’t heard from anyone is messing with me more than I thought it would.

Pulling up my big girl panties, I get out of the SUV and make my way inside the shop. Irish, Rage, and Blade are standing in the front by my desk when I walk up to them. They immediately stop talking when they notice me and I realize they were probably talking about club business. Or something else I’m not supposed to know about. I’ve gotten used to conversations being stopped in an instant when one of us shows up for any reason. In the beginning I used to take it personally, now I just let it roll off my back. 

“Sorry guys. I’ll go in the back so you can keep talking,” I say, setting my purse on the desk before turning my back to them.

“It’s okay Reagan. How are you doin’?” Rage asks, leaning against the counter.

“I’m okay.”

“Got a stack of mail here,” Blade says, looking at me with questions in his eyes. “Your parents don’t know about this, do they?”

“No. I’d like to keep it that way too please,” I mutter, reaching out to take the mail from him.

“Can’t make any promises,” he answers, folding his arms across his chest as he stares me down.

Nodding my head, I take my mail in the back and start the coffee. While I’m waiting, I rip into the envelopes determining my future. The first two letters are acceptances into the schools I genuinely want to attend. They’re my first choices so I don’t even bother to read the rest of the letters. Now, the only decision I need to make is which school I’m going to pick out of these two.

Irish walks in the back room and sits down on the couch in here. He’s got something on his mind and I know it’s just a matter of time before he lets me have it. None of them will let me keep this secret from my family for very long. They’ll probably all say I’m wrong for keeping it or doing anything like this to begin with. While they can all talk about anything and everything, I don’t feel as if I can. No one listens to me because I’m supposed to be held back because of my seizures. I’m not supposed to have a future with anything other than appointments, tests, and living in a fucking bubble. 

“Happy birthday, honey,” Irish finally says, keeping his eyes glued to the papers sitting on the table next to him.

“Thank you, Uncle Irish,” I answer, not sure what to do in this situation.

“Which one you goin’ to?” he questions, leaning forward to look through the stack of letters on the table.

“Not sure yet. But it will be one of those.”

Irish picks the papers up and looks at the schools I’m deciding between. He reads over the letters before setting them back on the table and turning his attention toward me. Sometimes, he sees more of me than I want him to. He’s a lot like Tank when it comes to me. I think Irish might be the only one I could talk to and he’d understand where I’m coming from. It doesn’t mean he’d start treating me any different, but at least he’d listen to what I have to say. 

“You know they’re overprotective of you because they love you. If they didn’t care, they would let you do whatever the fuck you want. We’re all worried somethin’ is gonna happen and you’re gonna go back to havin’ seizures. None of us want to see you suffer like that, honey. Don’t let it get to you and get under your skin,” he says, a concerned smile on his face as he tries to get a handle on what I’m feeling right now.

“None of you understand what it’s like though. You don’t know what it’s like to not be able to date or live a normal life. I figured it was gonna be hard having Cage and Joker as my dads. But, I never once thought it’d be like this. I’m the oldest kid here and I’m not even a kid anymore. Yet, I’m treated like I’m still two-years-old. How would that make you feel? To know that your siblings and cousins are living their best lives and you’re stuck in a rut because of your medical past?” I ask, letting the lone tear silently fall down my cheek.

“I get it. I’m not gonna sit here and pretend to know what you’re dealin’ with. I have no clue. None of us do. What I will do is tell you if you sit down and talk to your parents about goin’ away to college, they’ll listen to what you have to say,” Irish says, standing up and wrapping me in his arms.

The second tear escapes and I’m afraid I won’t be able to stop them once they start. So, I bite the inside of my cheek to stop the traitorous tears from falling as I pull away from my uncle. Shooing him out the door, I get my cup of coffee and head back out to the desk so I can get to work. I need to check the schedule and put in an order before I can relax and work on my drawings.

I’m designing a tattoo for myself. It’s a Phoenix lit on fire. I can’t get it just right though. So, I keep starting over and comparing the drawings next to one another. There’s ten drawings thus far. Each one is different in their own right and not exactly what I’m looking for. That’s my one downfall right now when it comes to designing my own tattoos. Nothing seems right. There’s always something missing from the design and what I truly want is hidden in the depths of my mind, I just can’t pull it forward to get down on paper. 

Once I have the schedule printed out for everyone and I’ve placed the order for supplies, my day seems to fly by. Every time the door opens, I look up expecting to see my mom and dads coming to pick the SUV up. It’s never them though. So, I work on my drawing while I wait for a customer to come in and need help.
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Other than a few ‘Happy birthday’s’ from my co-workers, no one even bothers me. They all come out and get their client and then walk them back out to me when they’re done. The only communication we have is them letting me know how much to charge and if the client needs to come back in. It’s been very surreal not being shown the birthday love we all usually get. While I hurt, I also don’t know how to feel about this shit. 

As soon as I’m done for the day and Juliet has come in to replace me, I quickly scoop up the acceptance letters I want and make my way out of the shop. Pulling out my phone, I check to see if I have any missed calls or messages only to find nothing there. Disappointment ricochets through me. Again. It seems as if today is truly like any other day in my life. Filled with disappointment and loneliness. 

I miss my brother and I’m tempted to call him. But, I don’t want to bother him in his new life. So, I head home planning to grab my ice cream out of the freezer and hide out in my room for the night. Well, until I get a message to bring the SUV to the clubhouse for Mom. Or maybe I’ll just drive it over to the clubhouse now and then walk across the field to get home. It’s a nice day out and I might enjoy being out in the sunshine and fresh air before I hide in my room for the rest of the day and night. I can lock my door and not come out for any reason. I don’t need anything more than my ice cream, movies, and my comfy blankets to keep me company. 

As soon as I pull in the lot, I notice all the bikes and cars in the parking lot. It’s hectic here today. I don’t give it another thought as I park among the vehicles on the side of the parking lot and make my way inside. I’ll drop the keys off and head home. My Holy Cow ice cream is calling my name along with my blankets, bed, and movies I can cry to. At least then I can pretend not to be crying for everything else going on in my life.

Pulling the door open, I almost fall on my ass at the shouting. “Happy birthday!”

Startled, I look up at my entire family filling the common room of the clubhouse. Standing front and center is my brother Jameson. I run to him and wrap myself around him. There’s not a single fuck given about what anyone thinks right now. He’s here with me and it’s been so long since I’ve seen him. Hell, it’s been a long time since I’ve talked to my twin. The one person I always thought I could count on and now I feel some type of way about contacting him at all if he’s not the one to call or send me a message. 

“How are you, baby sister?” he asks as I push my face into his neck and let a few tears slide from my eyes.

“I’ve missed you so much,” I murmur, letting the tears fall and soak his collar.

“Missed you too,” he says, holding me close as we take this moment just for us. 

For a minute, no one separates us. They let us have our moment until someone clears their throat. Jameson pulls back and a smile lights up his face. A man I’ve never seen before is standing next to him.

He’s the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen in my life. The man in question has long dark hair, much like my dad Cage. The black shirt he’s wearing under his cut is stretched tight across his muscles. I can see ink running down his arm and up his neck on one side. The well-worn jeans he’s wearing are stretched over his thighs. What really captures my attention is his eyes. They’re the brightest green I’ve ever seen in my life. He’s got an earring in one ear and his lip is pierced too. Fuck, he’s sexy.

My heart beats rapidly as I continue to take in the man. A cocky smirk graces his face as I continue to eye fuck him. Jameson laughing breaks me out of the moment and I quickly turn my attention back to my brother.

“Savage, care to introduce me?” the man asks, his deep, warm voice causing a chill to race through my body.

“Trax, this is my sister Reagan. Reagan, this is Trax.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” I say, holding out my hand like a dumbass.

“You too. I’ve heard a lot about you, babe,” he says, his deep voice sending a thrill through me once more.

Trax pulls my hand up to his mouth and kisses the back of it. I can’t stop the blush creeping up my skin. Jameson breaks out in laughter, effectively breaking any spell Trax was beginning to weave over me. At the same time, my parents rush us and wrap Jameson and I up in their arms.

“Happy birthday, guys! I can’t believe you’re twenty-one already,” my mom says, pulling me in for a hug as her tears wet my skin.

“Um, well, about that. With all of you here, I think we need to talk,” I say, my nerves about to overcome me.

“What’s goin’ on, baby?” Cage asks.

“I’ve been accepted to a few colleges and I’m going to one of them. They’re not local and I really need you to understand I can’t be here, suffocated and treated like a baby anymore. This is something I need to do for me,” I say, rushing out my words in an attempt to get them out there.

For a few minutes, no one says a word to me. They all stand in a circle around me and look at one another. Jameson is the first one to pull me into a hug. He whispers that he has my back and supports my decision to finally break free of their hold on me.

“Where?” my dad Joker asks.

“Iron Head,” I say, knowing which school I want to go to already.

Iron Head is a small town that got its name for the ironworks there. Most of the businesses have shut down now, but it used to thrive. I don’t want to go to a city where I’ll be lost in the crowd. My dream is to get out from under my parents watchful eye and meet people. Not be lost in a sea of people that are only out for themselves. I want to attend a small school where the students are more than just a number in a lecture hall or around campus. To have a chance to finally make some friends and experience things like a normal college student even if I’m starting three years later than most everyone else. 

“You’re sure this is what you want?” my mom asks, a frown forming as she looks at me with confusion in her eyes.

“It is. I know you’re all worried I’ll relapse, but I can’t stay here and not have a life of my own. Let me have this time,” I plead with them as I look from my mom to each one of my dads hoping they see how much I need this.

My parents surprise me and all nod their heads in my direction. They’re not going to put up a fight about me leaving in a few weeks. For this, I’m grateful. Now, I need to get through this party so I can go home and try to figure out what I’m going to do out on my own.

“Everyone listen up!” my dad Cage shouts. “Not only are we celebratin’ the twenty-first birthday of our kids, our baby girl is goin’ away to school. She’s leavin’ the nest and will accomplish great things in her quest. I’m not happy, but we’ll figure it out as we go.”

Everyone rushes up to our little circle. I’m surrounded by my family as my parents and Jameson are pushed to the back. Irish is the last one to come up to me. As he pulls me in for a big hug, he whispers how proud of me he is before leading me to the bar.

I perch on a stool next to Zoey. She’s watching my brother closer than ever. She hasn’t seen him since he walked out the door and followed Reaper away from us. I can feel the pain she feels at seeing him surrounded by our family while ignoring her. He’s never seen her the way she sees him and I’ve watched it break her heart on a daily basis. Even when he hasn’t been here, she’s still saving herself for the stupid ass. Jameson could have an amazing life with a wonderful woman at his side but he chooses to fuck his way through life with random pieces of strange and the club whores in the clubhouse. 

“Hey, Zoey,” I say, wrapping my arm around one of my best friends. “Go talk to him.”

“No. If he wanted to talk, he’d talk to me. I’m not a blip on his radar anymore. Not that I’ve ever been anywhere on his radar. Why would I be when he’s got a fresh supply of pussy on tap waiting for him back home? I’m just a girl with a stupid crush on a biker who will never give her the time of day. I’m used to being broken by him,” she says, a sad smile on her face as she turns to face me and takes her attention off my twin. 

“You know better than that. He loves you. He’s just waiting for you to get done with school,” I tell her.

“I used to believe that,” she says, standing up and walking out the front door of the clubhouse.

Turning my attention to my twin, I watch him follow her with his eyes out of the building. A pained look crosses his face before he quickly puts his mask back into place. Trax and him walk over to the bar and surround me as we order our drinks and proceed to get drunk.
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Chapter Two
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Trax

WHEN SAVAGE TOLD me he was going home to celebrate his birthday, I decided to tag along. We didn’t have anything going on with the club and I could use a fucking break. It’s been a rough few months dealing with someone fucking with our shipments and trying to get the houses we bought set up for any domestic violence victims we find that need our help. It seems as if it’s been one thing after another for so long and I’m burnt the fuck out. It’s time to get away and take a breather. Reaper already knows how I’m feeling because I honestly did talk to him about going Nomad for a while. Just for a change of scenery and to reset myself. There’s only so much I can do here without falling into some kind of trap or rut. Especially when the Fallen girls are just waiting for one of us to fuck up so they can trap us. 

The last thing on my mind was watching Savage’s sister walk in the clubhouse. She’s stunning and a breath of fresh air. We’re standing around, waiting on her to show up when I turn my attention toward the door being flung open. Standing there, the sun shining from behind her, is Reagan. I’d recognize her anywhere from the pictures Savage has shown me.

She’s got honey-colored hair cascading down to her waist. It’s hanging loose as she takes her first step inside the clubhouse. I take in her mile-long legs up to the tiny pair of shorts she’s wearing. A flowing tank top covers her upper body but does nothing to hide the generous rack she’s got. I’ll firmly admit I’m a boob man and what I see on her has my mouth-watering. Reagan barely comes to my shoulder. She looks like a pixie and I want to protect her with everything in me. I want her more than anyone I’ve ever wanted in my life. The feeling is unsettling as I take her in.

What fully captures my attention is her face. There’s a look of innocence, bare of most make-up. The only thing I see covering her face is some smokey color above her hazel eyes. She doesn’t even need that shit to make her look beautiful. However, there’s also pain swirling in her eyes. A hurt so deep I’m surprised Savage and everyone else here can’t see it from miles away. I don’t even know this girl and I can see it clearly. Reagan hurts on a deep level and something needs to be done about it because I’m not going to sit around and let her continue to hurt like this. 

Surprise registers on her face as she sees Savage. Without any thought, she runs to her brother and jumps in his arms. Her body shakes slightly with emotion as he wraps his arms around her and an overwhelming urge to rip his arms from his body fills me. Brother or not, I don’t want to see anyone touching her. I’ve never felt this shit before and I’m confused as hell. Reagan buries her face in his neck and the two siblings take a few minutes just for themselves. I know it’s been a long time since they’ve seen one another and it’s been killing my best friend. He won’t say anything, but he misses Reagan more than anyone else from here. Maybe not Zoey, but Reagan is his twin and he’s not been here for her like he’s been in the past. It weighs on him. 

When the twins pull apart, Reagan finally notices me. Within seconds, she’s eye fucking me and I can’t stop the smirk from covering my face. I know I’m a good looking guy and I work hard on my body daily. So, I let her continue to eye fuck me while I try to find my voice. It seems to have left me for the moment. That’s definitely never happened before. I’m usually all about finding my next piece of strange for the night and have no problem talking to any female.

“Savage, care to introduce me?” I ask, keeping the smirk covering my face in place.

“Trax, this is my sister Reagan. Reagan, this is Trax.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” she says, holding out her hand as a blush covers her face while she lowers her eyes slightly.

“You too. I’ve heard a lot about you, babe,” I say, deciding I need to get a small taste of the woman standing before me.

Reagan’s voice is soft and melodic to the point it does something to me deep inside and I want to hear her talk about anything and everything. I don’t give a shit what she’s saying as long as her melodic voice keeps coming at me. She could tell me about the weather or read me her damn grocery list and I’d be falling at her fucking feet. Fuck! What is she doing to me?

After meeting Reagan, I watch as she’s swallowed up by her parents. I step back to give them a few minutes while I try to get my body back under control. My cock is hard as fuck and wanting his own taste of Reagan. I think about anything other than her to get my pants to fit better. I’m not sure adjusting myself is a good move right now with one of her brothers and both of her dads standing right next to me. Not to mention the clubhouse full of men she has wrapped around her little finger. It’s easy to see from an outside perspective that every single man in this clubhouse has a soft spot in their heart for her. They all love her and want to protect her almost as much as I do. 

They have a conversation about her wanting to get out and attend school in Ironside. I don’t mean to listen in, but my heart starts racing because that’s somewhat close to us. I could see Reagan and try to figure out what the fuck is going on. Pride fills me as I look at her standing in front of her family with nothing but determination and the resolve that they let her go away to attend school. I know a little of her history, but I didn’t realize it’s as bad as I’m currently picturing based on how she’s looking at her family. 

I stay back with Savage as Reagan gets led to the bar after her family comes up to hug and congratulate her. Savage isn’t left out of his own share of birthday wishes from this part of his family. His first family that will always have the largest part of his heart. My eyes never stray far from her until I notice a pretty little thing she was talking to get up and leave the clubhouse. Savage follows the girl with his eyes and it hits me who she is. That’s Zoey. He got drunk one night and spilled his guts about loving her since the second he laid eyes on her.

“Go get her,” I tell him, nudging him in the direction of the door where his eyes are still locked.

“No. She’s got too much life to live. I’m not draggin’ her down,” he answers, walking over to the bar and ignoring what he wants deep in his heart and soul.

Sitting on one side of Reagan, I lean in close to her. I pretend to listen to what my friend is saying to her, but in reality, I want to be as close to her as possible. She smells like apples and something uniquely her. It’s fucking intoxicating and the more I breathe her in, the harder it is to resist whatever is starting to fucking fill me when it comes to this girl. The only thing making me move is the clearing of a throat from in front of me. Another one of her brothers stands there and won’t take his eyes off me.

“Happy birthday, guys! Jameson, it’s good to see you,” he says, never taking his eyes off me.

“Brandon, get us some shots,” Savage says, not correcting anyone about his road name. He won’t do that here because this is his family from before. They don’t know him as Savage at all. 

“So, Trax, what do you do in the club?” Reagan asks, turning her full attention to me as she waits for our shots.

“I’m the Road Captain. I got patched in just before your brother showed up to Prospect,” I tell her, leaning in close once again.

“How did you get your road name?” she asks, taking the shot of Jack in front of her and slamming it back.

“You sure you want to know the answer to that?” I question, taking my own shot while watching a bead of Jack slip down from the corner of her mouth.

“Yep,” she says, not taking her eyes off me as she waits for my answer.

“Instead of usin’ a gun or any other weapon on a guy I’m beatin’ the fuck out of, I end his life with my tires. I’ll run a motherfucker over in a heartbeat,” I answer her, reaching up to wipe the drop of alcohol away from her mouth.

Reagan watches me as I slip my thumb in my mouth. Her pupils dilate and my cock once again makes his presence known. The woman sitting before me grew up in a club, but she’s as innocent as the day she was born. I have no business talking to her, but I’m a selfish man and I’m going to take whatever she’ll fucking give me. However, I have to make sure Savage is okay with this shit. I’m not about to cause problems in my club because this woman is doing something to me I’ve never experienced before. 

“Reagan, when do you leave for school?” Savage asks, pulling her attention from me.

He gives me a knowing look over her head and slightly shakes his head. Savage is warning me away from his sister. I nod my head at him and stare him down as he waits for her reply. We’ll be having words later. I’m not just going to accept a shake of his head when he doesn’t fucking know what is going on within me yet. I’ve never once felt this shit and I want to find out what it means. 

“In a few weeks. I just got the acceptance letters and made my decision on the way here,” she says, her melodic voice once again hitting me.

“How’s your drawin’ goin’?” he asks. My attention perks up.

“Okay. I’m stuck on a piece for myself. I’ll get it though. Have you seen the newest tat on Uncle Irish?” she asks, looking through the crowd for him.

“No. You do it?”

“Yeah.”

It’s not long before the man named Irish walks over to us. Reagan asks him to show her brother the tattoo she was telling him about and I can’t help but lean past her to get a look. On the man’s ribs is script with names. Surrounding the words is a wolf. It’s barely shaded in with his mouth hanging open in a snarl. Fuck me! Reagan’s work is stunning and I want to be one of the lucky ones to have her work on my skin permanently. Savage and Irish talk about the piece for a few minutes, allowing Reagan to turn her attention back toward me.

“You tattoo?” I question, looking over her exposed skin for any ink on her body I might have missed during my own eye fucking of her.

“Yeah. I’ve been workin’ at the club’s shop. Irish is the first one I worked on. He’s got three of my pieces covering his skin right now,” she says, pride filling her voice.

“What are you workin’ on for yourself?” I ask, needing to know what she's going to have inked on her flawless, virgin skin.

“I’ll show you sometime. If you’re lucky,” she taunts me, a flirty smile on her face as she looks straight at me.

“That’s how it is?” I ask, running a hand lightly up her arm as goosebumps break out over her skin.

Before she can answer, one of her dads calls her over. She bounces off the stool and makes her way toward him. I watch her walk away from me. Her ass swaying in a hypnotizing way. Not like the rest of the women I know; she’s not doing it to gain attention. It’s just how she moves; graceful and poised. Reagan moves as if she’s a dancer and was made to show her body off to the right man. Not the world, but me. I’m the right man and the only one who should see any inch of her body as I watch her move before my eyes. 

“We gonna have problems?” Savage questions me, sliding over next to me so no one else can hear.

“Not if you don’t stand in my way. Know she’s your sister, but she will be mine,” I answer, glancing over my shoulder at her.

“She deserves more than to be a notch on your bedpost, Trax. My sister isn’t a sweetbutt,” he warns, knowing my past more than most. Savage and I have shared a girl or two since he’s come to the Fallen Brethren MC. 

“Know that too. She’s got a way about her. I want her in my bed, in my life, and on the back of my bike,” I tell him, turning to face him letting my words sink in.

I’ve never let a bitch get near my bike. The only one that will ever ride is my ol’ lady and Savage knows this. Too many guys put any random piece of strange on their bike, but not me. If I’m not at the clubhouse and I find a bitch to fuck, we fuck right there. I don’t care if it’s in a bathroom, an alley, or out in the open. She has no chance to get on my bike. No one has ever gotten close; until one look at Reagan. Now it’s all I can think about. I want to feel her arms wrapped around me as her tits press up against my back as we travel the roads. The need to have her wrapped around me as we experience a ride together is almost consuming me as images filter through my mind. Of her sitting in front of me while she wraps her legs around my waist and pulls me close to her and just holds me. 

“You’re serious?” he questions, taking a sip of his beer before setting the bottle back down.

“Yep.”

“Won’t stand in your way then. Just know if I see you treatin’ her like shit, I’ll put you to ground. That’s the only warnin’ from me you’ll get. My brothers and dads are another story though,” he tells me as his brother fills our empty shot glasses and places a beer in front of us.

“You fuck my sister over and hurt her, Jameson will have to get in line behind me,” he says, standing tall and not showing a single ounce of fear as he stares me down. I honestly wouldn’t expect any less from her brothers. I’d be pissed if they weren’t this protective of her.

“Got it,” I respond, a smile on my face because I just got the green light from my best friend to make a move on his twin sister. 

“And she’s gotta go to school. This is the first time she’s stood up to our parents about somethin’ this big and I’ll make sure she gets to school and fulfills her dream,” Savage tells me, a smile on his face as he talks about his sister. He’s proud of her and wants to ensure she lives her dream.

“I want her to go to school. From what you’ve said, she needs to experience shit and I have no intention of standin’ in her way. But, she will be mine,” I state, a determination I’ve never felt before coursing through my veins. 
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For the next hour or so, I watch Reagan mingle with her family. A smile covers her face as a red tint tinges her cheeks. Her hand hasn’t been empty since she started doing shots with Savage and me. I’m not sure what she’s drinking, but she’s laughing and having a good time. She’s had several shots and more than a few of those fruity drinks girls seem to love so much. That’s what all the women here are drinking as they come up and talk to her and try to spend time with her. Her dad, I think it’s Cage, tries to get her to eat something, but she only picks at the food in front of her. I had my own plate and the food is fucking amazing. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
10w | |ucumonn | StEETS
INER TRENTS

B VBB EB

o | CLINTON feoumes]

BB EBEE;

g

i|:[vevBBBBB|

Bt

po8- N8N NN N

R R R R

CARTER ROAD.

At

wwwww

CLUBHOUSE






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.png
/ t ?@
TFALLEN BRETHREN MC

PBOOK 2
TRIN OSBORNE





OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.png





