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My life is laid out in front of me. I have succeeded in getting my degree in business, but I’m not sure what I’ll do with it. As long as I can take care of my parents. Unfortunately, fate has other plans. The one time I go out, the worst thing happens to me.

I want this man on sight. It’s all one sided though. All Talon wants is fun and I can’t do that. Even with a target on my back, I’m ready to get away from the man who fills my every thought.
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Brice ‘Talon’ Whittaker
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I grew up in the Knight’s Rebellion MC. Now, I’m the Vice President. There’s trouble on the horizon and I’m torn in two. Fate pulls me in one direction and my club pulls me in another. Bronwan is my safe haven. Unfortunately, I don’t know if I can be the man she needs me to be. Will this outside threat take away my one chance at happiness and a family?
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RAGE AND ANGER fill me like I’ve never felt before. Leaving this woman in my room alone goes against everything I want to do. I want to stay in there with her and slide in my bed right next to her; giving her my body heat while she sleeps. The need to protect her and watch over Red consumes me. I’ve never had such a need for any woman in my life. They get me long enough to fuck and then they’re out of my bed. Or I walk away from them wherever we are. I’m not picky about where I fuck anyone. That’s not the case with Bronwan though. The only time I’ll ever have sex with her is in the privacy of a bedroom. She’s not someone anyone else will ever get to see. 

Walking to the common room, I know it’s not the best night to have this meeting, but it needs to happen. Based on where I found Bronwan, less than a few miles from the clubhouse, Eric and his band of bitches are not only still in town, but they’re close. These fuckers are staying close to us for some reason and we’re going to need to dig for the information to find out why. It can’t just be a coincidence they’re still in town. This has to have more to do with Hartley. Finding Lash sitting at the bar with Boxer, Sabotage, Zeus, and Death. I don’t pause to talk to anyone as I make my way toward them.

“Lash, we need to talk. Now,” I inform him, as they all turn to look at me.

“Need privacy?” he questions me, getting off his bar stool.

“Yeah. You guys need to come with us too. This is bigger than I imagined it would be,” I tell them before turning and heading toward church. 

With my keys in hand, I unlock the door and make my way inside the room. Instead of taking my seat as I normally would, I pace the room. The need to beat the shit out of someone is filling me with each passing minute. I want to find these fuckers and end them. I’ve always wanted to since they started fucking with Hartley and the club, but now with Bronwan involved, I’m consumed with the need to take every single one of them out. Starting with Eric. I want to make his death slow and filled with torture. More pain than he’s ever felt in his life.

“What’s goin’ on? Never seen this look on your face, Talon,” Death says, as he takes his normal seat.

Every single guy in this room knows me better than anyone else in the club. We all grew up together and have shared every single experience in our lives. Death knows me better than anyone else in the room considering he’s my blood brother. 

“This shit needs to stop. We all know Eric and his bitches are up to no good. They’re sellin’ and traffickin’ kids to the highest bidder. When I was talkin’ to Red, she told me what the fuck happened to her and I know without a doubt it’s Eric and the pussies helpin’ him,” I answer, not sure what I need to do to calm down before I go back to my room. 

“Stop pacin’ and sit down, Talon. We need to know what she told you and the pacin’ isn’t workin’ for the discussion we need to have,” Lash says with a smirk on his face. “Gotta say, I’ve never seen you so completely worked up the way you are right now. This girl is under your skin already, isn’t she?” 

“No, she’s not,” I deny, pulling out my seat harder than I need to.

Pulling out my cigarettes from my cut, I light one up and take a deep inhale before holding it in for a minute. I need to get myself under control and figure out what the hell is going on with me. This shit is insane and not like me at all. 

“So, what did she tell you?” Boxer asks, his voice almost a whisper as if he doesn’t want to aggravate me anymore than I already am. 

“She just finished school with her degree in accountin’. One of her friends talked her into goin’ out to celebrate. I’m not sure how long they were there, she didn’t tell me. What she did say is she went to the bathroom alone and was taken from the club out the back door. After bein’ punched in the face, they tied a black hood over her head and tossed her into a vehicle with a cold metal floor. Gonna guess it was a van since nothin’ else would have that for the most part. She was moved every few days with about ten other kids and women. They all got beat on a daily basis and taunted with bein’ sold and tortured further with the knowledge of what their new owners would do to them. I know this shit is Eric,” I fill them in on what she told me. 

“How is she doin’? What did Doc say?” Death asks, knowing when to push and when to leave me alone about something.

“I told her to get some sleep. She’s in my bed right now to continue warmin’ up. Doc said everythin’ is superficial. Other than puttin’ her on antibiotics for the cuts and shit on her body, nothin’ else needed to be done. She’s gonna be sore as fuck for a few days, but she’ll eventually be okay. I told her she could call her family or someone tomorrow to go home,” I answer, not looking at anyone at the table surrounding me as my thoughts turn to the woman in my bed.

She’s so short and I tower over her by just over a foot. Her body is full and curvy, the towel barely covering her when she stood in my room after her shower. Other than knowing her hair is red, I don’t know anything else about it. I want to know how long it is, how soft as I run my fingers through it or wrap it around my fist when I fuck her. Her tits are larger than a handful for me as they tried to escape the towel she clutched tightly to her body. The need to know what she tastes like, how she sounds when she has an orgasm, and what her skin feels like under my hands. For the first time in my life, I want to know every single thing about a woman. 

I’m not that guy. I don’t want an ol’ lady of my own, kids aren’t anything I want, and I’m happy with my life the way it is now. I fuck who I want and have at least one woman a day without going back for seconds. Sometimes, I have more than one woman in my bed at a time. It just depends on how I’m feeling and what’s going on in my life. When I’m stressed, I’m not always satisfied with just one woman. This is why I know I don’t ever want an ol’ lady. There is no way I’m ever going to cheat on someone and that’s what would happen to any woman I chose to make mine. Plus, no woman is going to dictate what I can and can’t do. If I want to hang out with the guys, I’m going to. They all want to go to the strip club, that’s where we’re gonna go. 

“How did she manage to get away?” Lash asks, sitting back in his chair as if we’re talking about the weather and not a woman who is fighting for her life against a group of men intent on fucking her over.

“She was put in a van when they were gettin’ ready to transport them to a new location. They believed she was too weak to get away from them and Red used their lack of chainin’ her up to get away. Red got out of the van when they went in to get more women and kids before she ran to the woods and hid. Said they looked for her for a few minutes before havin’ to give up. Another woman tried to get away and they went after her. Once she heard the van leave, Red started walkin’ along the side of the road where I found her,” I inform them, not sure if she’s left anything out or hasn’t remembered even the smallest detail. 

“We’ll have church tomorrow when everyone gets back from work. It will give Zeus time to pull everythin’ we have on Eric and his assholes. When you’re out in town, see if you hear anythin’ about anyone else goin’ missin’. We need to learn more about Bronwan so we can find the missin’ girls in the town she was taken from too. For now, get some rest and we’ll get this figured out,” Lash states, his voice almost echoing in our meeting room.

Without another word, I make my way to the doors and leave heading straight for my room. With my keys in hand, I open my door to find Bronwan sleeping in the same spot I left her. She’s curled up with the blankets pulled up tight to her chin. My cock instantly comes to attention as I take in the fact she’s naked under those blankets. When Red took a shower, I never thought to get clothes for her. They might be big as hell on her, but I could have given her a pair of sweats and one of my tee-shirts. Not ever having had to deal with helping a woman before, I have no clue what’s going on or what to do.

Sighing, I take off my cut and hang it up on the hook on the back of my door. I remove my tee-shirt and toss it toward the basket I have in the corner of my room, not giving a shit if I make it or not. Removing my boots, jeans, and socks I reach in the drawer to pull out a pair of sweats for myself. I hate wearing clothes to bed and prefer to be naked. With Red in my bed, I’m not about to sleep naked and scare her even more than she already is. Before sliding into bed with her, I pull out a pair of sweats and tee-shirt for Bronwan to wear when she wakes up. Quietly walking to her side of the bed, I place them on the stand with a bottle of water next to the medicine Doc left with me for her. I have a small refrigerator in my room where bottled water and beer take up the space, so I don’t have to leave my room when I’m not in the mood to socialize with anyone.

Finally, with nothing more to do, I climb into bed and stay as far away from Bronwan as I can. With my cock still hard, I’m not about to get anywhere close to her. Not until I have some sort of control over it. Closing my eyes, I try to force the thoughts I’m having of the small woman next to me away so I can sleep. I have to be up early as hell to get to the garage so I can finish working on this piece of shit car I’ve had in my bay for almost a week now.
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Waking up, something heavy is laying on most of me. There’s a leg between my own, with a knee almost hitting my hard cock. Large tits are pressed against my side and chest with an arm wrapped around my stomach. Hair is covering part of my face making it hard to breathe. Finally, I can see she has really long, curly red hair covering me, the bed, and her as she sleeps. The silky skin pressing against my body is causing my dick to be even harder than it already was. I knew Red’s skin would be soft and smooth, but this is more than I ever imagined in the few hours since finding her on the side of the road. This is a completely new experience for me because no one ever stays in bed with me for an entire night. 

Carefully, I slide out of bed without disturbing Bronwan. As soon as I’m standing, I turn to look down at her. The blankets no longer conceal her body from my gaze as one of her legs, part of her ass, and her entire side are bare for my viewing pleasure. Her skin is not only silky smooth, but it’s creamy and pale with freckles covering what I can see of her arm, side, and her face. I want to trace a path with my tongue from one to another. 

Tearing my gaze from the woman in my bed, I head for the bathroom to take a quick shower. The sooner I’m out of the here, the better it will be for everyone. Bronwan has consumed my thoughts for the last several hours, even filling my dreams, and I don’t like it. I don’t want to think of her the way I have been; imagining her staying in my bed, every single position I can fuck her in, the way she’ll sound when I’m buried deep inside her, and learning every single piece of information I can about the woman. 

With the water heated up, my morning business taken care of, and my teeth already brushed, I step under the water and let it wash down over me. My muscles are to tense and tight from holding myself completely still all night long. Even in sleep, I know I held myself rigid based on the how my body feels this morning. The heat and water sliding over my body slowly eases the tension from me. After several minutes, I finally pick up my shampoo to wash my hair before moving on to my body. Honestly, I want nothing more than to deal with my hard cock by getting back in bed with Bronwan. Instead, I ignore it and rinse off before getting out and drying off. 

“Fuck!” I mutter to myself. 

I didn’t grab clothes to bring in here with me. Wrapping the towel around my hips, I make my way back in to my room, purposely keeping my gaze off the bed where Red is still sleeping. Soft little snores fill the room. I quietly pull out a pair of jeans and tee-shirt from my drawers before finally turning to make sure her face is not turned in my direction. With the towel still wrapped around me, I slide my jeans up my legs, not worrying about putting on underwear. Once I have them up my legs and buttoned, I pull my shirt on over my head. Tossing the towel in the direction of the basket, I head to grab a hoodie from my closet. It’s a little cooler in the mornings and within a few hours, I’ll be taking it off. 

There is nothing more for me to do in here other than grabbing everything from the pockets of my dirty jeans to fill my pockets for today. I didn’t even think to charge my phone last night, so I’ll have to take my charger with me to have at the garage. With everything going on, I can’t afford to have my phone die in the middle of the day. I don’t plan on coming back here until I’m done with work and it’s time for church. The less time I have to spend with Bronwan here, the better I’ll be. 

Leaving my room without a backward glance, I head into the common room to find the prospects already behind the bar to restock, someone in the kitchen cooking, and the strong smell of coffee filling the air. Walking up to the bar, I stop Austin.

“Got a woman named Bronwan in my room. You’re here for the day?” I question him.

“Yeah. It’s my week to be here. Do you need me to take her somewhere? Get her anythin’?” 

“No. Just make sure she knows she can get whatever she needs from the kitchen to eat or drink. If she wants to use a phone, get her one please. I’m headin’ to work and not sure when I’ll be back. Not a single Rebel is to go near her. Is that understood?” I demand from the young kid.

“I’ll make sure she knows she can help herself to what she needs in the kitchen and has access to a phone if there’s someone she wants to call. When she’s out here, I’ll make sure I don’t let her out of my sight,” Austin promises me. 

Nodding my head in response to him, I leave the clubhouse and head straight for my bike. Even though it’s cold as fuck, I still ride my bike. It will eventually warm up and be hot as hell by the time I leave the garage to come back here. Tying my bandana around my face and pulling my hood up, I start my engine and take off from the clubhouse as Cal opens the gate for me. We tend to keep it closed at night but open it up later in the day when it’s time for us to start coming back from work. 

Stopping at the general store just past the garage, I head in to get a donut and cup of coffee. Not the best breakfast to have, but with the need to get away from the clubhouse and Bronwan, it’s the best I can do for now without having to go to the diner. I’ll head there for lunch today instead of going somewhere else or just not eating. Hopefully I can get this van I’m working on done today. It’s got so much wrong with it, I would normally suggest getting rid of it. However, the owner is a single mother of three and I’m trying to help her out here. So, I’ll fix everything I find wrong with it and get it back to her as soon as possible. For now, I’ve leant her one of the club’s SUVs to use. Not a single man here is going to bitch about me doing this to help out anyone in our town.

Now if I can just get Red out of my head, I’ll be doing great. Unfortunately, she’s on my mind and I don’t see her leaving it any time soon. Maybe I can fuck her out of my system. Even if it’s the last thing she needs at this point in her life. I’m the last person she needs to be involved with because she’ll never be mine. I will never be able to give her what she truly deserves; love, a partner, children, and the man of her dreams who is truly worthy of her. 
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WAKING UP ALONE in a strange bed, it takes me several seconds to figure out where I am and what’s going on. I’m in a clubhouse after a man named Talon found me on the side of the road in the pouring rain. I was so cold, in pain, and scared to death it was someone from the same club who kidnapped me from the club I went to. Opening my eyes, I find myself in the middle of the bed completely naked. I slept in bed all night long with a man and didn’t have any clothes on. I’ve never had sex with anyone, and I sleep naked in a bed with a man I have only known for a matter of hours. What the hell is going on with me?

After taking a shower and being looked over by the doctor, Talon left me alone in the room. I managed to take one of the pills that was left for me without any water since I didn’t see anything in his room to drink and I wasn’t about to just look through his belongings. That’s why, even after he left, I didn’t snoop through his dresser in order to find something to wear. Sometime in the night, I managed to lose the towel and I’m pretty sure I was right up close to Talon as he slept in bed with me. 

When he came back in, I was half asleep and watched him through hooded eyes as he moved about the room. The only light filling his space was coming from the bathroom. It was more than enough to show off his body to me though as he stripped out of his clothes. Talon has tattoos covering both of his arms. I couldn’t see them in detail with the muted light, but it was more than enough to see the markings on his body. I also notice the top of one on his leg and a large one covering his back. Again, I couldn’t tell a single detail about them, but it’s enough for me to want to take in every detail about them and see if I can figure out something about the man who more than likely saved my life.

As he got dressed in a pair of sweatpants, I want to cry out in dismay at him covering up his body. The only time I closed my eyes was once I realized his dick was hanging out. Again, I’ve never seen one in person before and wasn’t prepared for the man not to have underwear covering his body. From there I could only hear him rustling around, the drawers of his dresser opening and closing again, and then him on my side of the bed. 

When Talon slid into bed with me, I wasn’t prepared for the feelings running through me. I became damp between my legs, my breasts felt heavy, and I wanted to do nothing short of explore every single inch of his body. Especially his tattoos and his dick. Instead, I remained still as he slowly fell asleep. After being held against my will, I learned how to keep my body completely still and control my breathing to appear as if I’m asleep. It was the only way we could ensure we were left alone. Even that didn’t work all the time either. No, if the men wanted to beat us, they’d wake our asses up in the worst way. Usually by punching or kicking us, dragging us by our hair, or dragging us across the cement floor and the bars of the cage. That’s where some of my cuts have come from because of being dragged along the sharp edges of the cage.

Now fully awake, I take a look at the stand on the side of the bed I originally went to sleep on. There are a pair of sweat pants, a shirt, and my bottle of medicine. There’s also a bottle of water for me to take the pill with. Sitting up, I take my pill and wash it down with a generous sip of water. Then, I stand up and dress in the clothes Talon left me. They’re huge on me, and I have to roll the waist down in order for them to stay up on me. That’s also with tying the strings on them. The shirt he left me hangs almost to my knees since he’s so much taller than me. I could honestly get away with not wearing the pants if I really needed to. It’s just not an option for me though. Not here at a clubhouse where I don’t know a single person.

I have no clue what I’m supposed to do now. Talon told me I could call my family and let them know I was okay. It’s also time for me to go home. There are things I have to do there to help my parents out and make sure they’re doing okay. See, I’m essentially a miracle baby. My parents met when they were in their teens and fell deep in love while still in high school. Then, before going to college, they got married in a small ceremony with no fanfare at all. Neither one had the money for a big wedding and their parents didn’t approve of what they were doing despite being the legal age to get married. They did it all on their own. Including going to college and both of them graduating.

For years, my parents tried to have children. When it didn’t happen naturally for them, they tried to adopt children, but never got approved for various reasons. I have a massive feeling my dad’s parents put a stop to it for them. His family had money and disowned my dad when he went ahead and married my mom. My parents didn’t care about the money and made their own way in life without having a ton of extra. So, in the end my parents were perfectly happy without having children in their lives. Until I came along when they were in their thirties. I am the most loved child I’ve ever met because my parents tried so hard for me. Despite the odds being against them, they never gave up hope they’d be blessed with a child of their own.

Sitting on the end of the bed, I debate turning on the TV, but feel as if it would be the same as snooping through Talon’s things. He could have porn or something playing, and I don’t want to lose whatever channel he has it on. So, I fold my hands in my lap and just sit there for the longest time while trying not to think of everything that’s happened to me over the last two weeks. It feels so much longer than two weeks since I was taken, but it’s only been that long. My parents must be worried out of their mind about me not having gotten in touch with them. 

When I don’t have anything to do and can’t stop my mind from going down roads I’d rather not travel, I stand up and begin cleaning Talon’s room. It’s not extremely dirty, but there are clothes on the floor by the basket. I also make the bed and then sit carefully back on the end of it. This sucks; not knowing what to do, if I’m allowed to leave the room, or anything else when it comes to this club and the men who belong to it. I don’t want to anger anyone or do the wrong thing here.
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It’s been hours, more like half a day, since I woke up alone in this bedroom and have done nothing but pick up some dirty laundry, make a bed, and sit here doing absolutely nothing. I’m starving, feel sick to my stomach since I didn’t eat when I took my antibiotics, and I really need to call my parents. Instead, I feel trapped in here with nothing to do. Well, that’s not going to fly with me. Not when it means I’m going to be sick, and my parents are still going to be worried as hell about my disappearance. Taking a deep breath, I stand from the bed and slowly make my way toward the door. I should probably lock the door behind me since Talon seems to keep it locked at all times. If I do that though, I won’t be allowed to get back in if Talon’s still not here.

Opening the door up, I step out into the hallway. No one is there as I look both ways. To the left is one more door at the end of the hallway. Across from Talon’s room, there are several doors. When I glance right, not only do I see more doors, but the top of a set of stairs. Carefully, I make my way toward the staircase and look down over to see a large room with several tables and chairs, some couches, a few recliners, TVs mounted on the wall opposite from a bar, and a pool table. Some rock song is playing from somewhere down below, filling the room with a song I’ve never heard before. There are several people standing or sitting around along with a young man standing behind the bar serving up drinks. Making my way down the stairs, I try to keep my focus on him so I can ask him about a diner or anything around where I can get something to eat.

When I hit the bottom step, my eyes drift over the people gathered in the room. They’re all talking and laughing with one another as if they’ve known each other for years. More than likely they have. Sitting on one of the couches is Talon. A woman with no shirt on is in his lap with her chest in his face. He’s wearing a smile as his hands rest at her hips. They’re talking about something as she leans in close enough to press her lips against his. His eyelids are lowered as he takes in her topless appearance as her short skirt rides up over her butt. I quickly avert my eyes from the scene as a pain fills my chest. I have not ever wanted to hurt another person before in my life. When it comes to seeing this woman on Talon’s lap, rubbing her body all over his, I want to pull her by her hair to the floor before beating on her. 

Walking over to the bar, everything stops around me. There is no more conversation between everyone, the music has been turned down to almost not playing at all, and I can feel the eyes boring into my back as the young man behind the bar stops doing what he’s doing and stares at me. I’m sure I look a mess. My hair hasn’t been brushed, I used my finger to brush my teeth, and the clothes I’m wearing are several sizes too big. Not to mention all of the bruising and cuts covering any skin not covered by the clothing. Hell, I still don’t even have shoes on my feet.

“Can I help you?” the young man asks, a small smile on his face.

“Um, yes. Please. Is there a diner close by or anything? I haven’t eaten anything today and I’m feeling pretty sick to my stomach with the medicine I’m taking,” I ask him as someone behind me growls. 

“There’s a diner in town. Have you been upstairs all day long without comin’ out?” he questions me, his face turning a few shades of red.

“I have. I didn’t know what I could and couldn’t do here. So, I stayed in someone’s room all day until just now. How far away is this diner?” 

I don’t even have money to pay for a meal. My thoughts are honestly all over the place at this moment in time. 

“Talon, where the hell do you think you’re going?” a woman asks as my back straightens and I stand at full height which still isn’t much to speak of.

“Red, you mean to tell me you haven’t eaten a damn thing all day long? This is the first time you’ve come out of my room at all today?” Talon asks me, turning me around so I’m looking at him. “Why didn’t you come down here earlier?”

“I didn’t know I could. This is the first time I’ve been around anyone like you guys with the exception of being held by those other guys. So, no, I didn’t come out of your room, and I haven’t eaten at all today. That’s why I have an upset stomach and need to get something to eat before I do get sick,” I tell him, turning my attention back to the young man behind the bar. “Um, is there a phone I can use to call home. I can get my parents to hopefully send some money here for food and a bus out of here.”

“Bronwan, why won’t you look at me?” Talon asks, as I turn to look at him in time for the woman to wrap her body around his once again.

“You’re really busy and I don’t have time to waste. I have to take more medicine soon and need to stretch my body. It’s nothing against you, Talon. I appreciate everything you’ve done to help me. Now, I can see you’re clearly busy and there are things I need to do for me. For the first time in my life I need to do what I have to do for me.”

“I’m not busy with anythin’ until the rest of the guys get here, and we have church. If you want to eat, we’ll get somethin’ to eat. There’s food here you can eat since I still don’t have shoes or decent clothes here for you. You never should have stayed in my room all day long. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you that you could come down here. No one ever stays in my room all night long and I just didn’t think about it,” he tells me, stepping out of the woman’s clutches as she glares between the two of us.

“Who is this, Talon? Why has she been in your room?” the woman asks, her voice raising in anger.

“Who she is doesn’t matter to you. I’m busy and you need to find somethin’ else to do, Carla. Red, let’s get you somethin’ to eat.”

Talon leads me into the kitchen despite the woman stomping her foot and starting to throw a tantrum as we leave her standing there. There’s a woman who is heavily pregnant in the kitchen, moving around and cooking something that smells delicious. A large man is leaning against the counter behind her, watching her moves like a hawk. 

“Lash, Hartley, this is Bronwan,” Talon introduces me to the man and woman. “Red, this is Lash, the president of the club and his wife Hartley. Hart, how long before dinner? She has to eat.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Bronwan,” the woman says as I get a chin lift from her husband. “It’s going to be done in about ten minutes. Is that too long to wait?”

“Um, I need to get something now. I’m on antibiotics and haven’t eaten all day long. My stomach is really upset. Whatever your cooking smells really good,” I tell her, not sure if I should be speaking my mind among these people. 

“That’s okay honey. I can get you something small to hold you over until it’s dinner time. What about a piece of toast so it’s not too heavy and some juice? I’ve got apple juice in the fridge. It’s the main thing I crave on a daily basis.”

“That sounds good. Um, Talon, is there a phone I can use? Maybe a store in town my parents can send some money to for me? I can take a bus home tomorrow and be out of here.”

“No one’s sayin’ you have to leave, Red,” Talon says as the other man, Lash, steps up with his arms crossed over his chest. 

“Bronwan, I know you want to get back home. With what you’ve been through, and the damage done to you, there really is no better place for you than bein’ among family and friends. However, with the men who took you still on the loose, I really need for you to stay here. Where are you from?” the man says, his voice washing over me and causing me to shrink back.

“I-I-I’m f-f-from Farnworth. Where am I now?” I ask him, not sure if he’ll even tell me that information. 

“You’re in Braedon, honey. Here’s your toast and a glass of juice. I don’t know where Farnworth is. Is it far from here?” Hartley asks, her voice full of wonder.

“If I’m right, it’s about a day’s ride from here,” Lash says, his voice still hard and cold. “That’s why we need you to stay here for now. It’s the only way we can protect you. I don’t have any guys to spare to ensure no one comes after you again. If these guys got you once, they’ll get you again. Especially since you got away from them once before. I don’t believe you’re safe outside. Do you really want to put your friends and family at risk?”

“No, that’s the last thing I want to happen.”

Taking a bite of my toast, my stomach revolts at something finally being in it. Taking a few deep breaths to get myself under control, I try to stay here with these people, so I don’t get lost in the clubhouse. I don’t even want to be out here now with so many people around. It might be different if I knew anyone here and hadn’t been held captive in the first place. I’m so nervous out here because I know I don’t measure up against the women here and there is no way I ever will. 

“If I stay here like you want for protection, can I at least call home to talk to my parents and let them know I’m okay? Can I have my own room to sleep in? I feel so weird and out of place here,” I ask, not letting my eyes land on anyone around me.

“Why do you need a room of your own?” Talon immediately speaks up. “You’re perfectly fine in my room and don’t need to move. We don’t really have any empty rooms either.”

“I don’t want to take up your space or feel some way about being in there when you’re not here. I refuse to even watch TV because I don’t want to mess anything up. You weren’t planning on me being here and I get not going home. My parents need me back home.”

“It’s okay. As soon as we get done with our meetin’ tonight, I’ll make sure you have access to a phone and can call home. You just can’t tell them where you are. If they know, the men who took you might be able to use it against you to find out we have you. With that knowledge, they might hurt your parents. We’re tryin’ to protect all of you.”

By the time we’re done discussing everything, Hartley has dinner ready and is setting out plates, silverware, and other things for everyone to get their food. There are several huge pans and trays filled with what looks like chicken in gravy, mashed potatoes, rice, biscuits, and peas. All the makings of chicken ala king. I absolutely love this food and I want to have some, I’m just not sure if my stomach is going to handle it. Hartley takes the choice out of my hands when she hands me a plate with rice, potatoes, a biscuit, and a bowl with the chicken and gravy. The portions are really small, and I know she did this because of the way I’m feeling after not eating for so long.

I thank her and remain standing in the kitchen while eating my food. The three of them look at me for a minute before Talon leads me to a table and sits me down before heading to get his own food. Soon, the entire kitchen is filled with men and women. I keep my head down and don’t look at anyone as I listen to the conversations going on around me. This is not somewhere I want to be long term feeling so out of place here. 
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BRONWAN HAS BEEN here for a week now. She barely comes out of the room at any time during the day or night. If she does, it’s long enough to get something to eat, head back to my room, bring her dishes back down, and then go right back upstairs. When I’m in the room with her, she hardly talks to me at all. I have to ask her questions and then it’s still only one word responses from her. Honestly, I have no clue if it’s because she’s pissed she’s here at the clubhouse still, if she doesn’t want to be sharing a room with me, or what’s going on. Things have been crazy as hell between work, the club, and trying to find a different room to stay in.

I have no clue why I told her we had no empty rooms here when we do. Not to mention we have the apartments out back. There really is no reason for me to stay in my room at the clubhouse with her either considering I have a perfectly good house sitting empty out back. There are plenty of places for either Bronwan or myself to go without having to share a space. However, I need to be with her. Even if we’re just sitting in the bedroom and not saying a word to one another, I’d still rather spend time with her than be in the common room hanging out with everyone. I have no clue who the hell I’m turning into, but it’s not a man who ever spends more time than ever with a woman I barely know.

When I’m not in church trying to figure out how we’re going to find Eric and the assholes working with him, I’m not at the garage working, or eating out in the common room with everyone, I’m in the bedroom with Bronwan. My eyes are constantly drawn to her no matter what we’re doing or who’s around. I haven’t touched a woman since I found her walking on the side of the road either. That’s not fucking like me at all. 

I did have Hartley, Trina, and Jaelyn go shopping to get her clothes, shoes, and a few necessary toiletries. I’d have gone by myself, but everything I would have bought her what I wanted to see her in and have no clue what her sizes were or anything else. The girls actually got her to talk to them about what she typically wears, what sizes they needed to get her, and what they needed to grab her for toiletries and things like that she needed. They even got her a new purse and wallet along with making sure there is money in it for her. The money came from me, but she never has to know that piece of information. As far as she needs to know, everything came from the club as a whole and not me personally. They even bought her some of the books they like reading. I’m not sure what I think of those with the half-naked men on the covers. 

“I’m goin’ down to the kitchen to see how long it will be for dinner. Do you want anythin’ while I’m down there?” I ask Bronwan as she sits on the very edge of the bed watching whatever movie I put on earlier.

“No thank you.”

Bronwan doesn’t even look at me when she answers me. I honestly don’t know if it’s because of the kidnapping and being held by the men or if it’s because she doesn’t like me. Part of me actually wonders if she does like me and has no clue what to do about her feelings. What little I do know about the woman who consumes my every thought. Nodding my head despite her not seeing the motion, I head from my room and go down to the common room to find out what’s going on with dinner. Hartley might not cook for us because of how she’s feeling this late in her pregnancy.

Sabotage, Zeus, Boxer, Death, and Shank are sitting at the bar with a beer in hand. They all turn to look at me. Sab, Boxer, and Shank are all wearing smirks to see me downstairs without Bronwan. Death, my baby brother, is staring at me with something akin to worry and concern filling his face. As I go to bypass them, Sabotage has to start running his mouth to me. It’s nothing new though.

“Where’s the ol’ ball and chain?” he questions me, standing up to look around for Bronwan.

“I don’t have a ball and chain,” I growl as they all begin to laugh at me.

“Sure you don’t. What’s up with the woman upstairs in your room. You never have a woman in your room for longer than it takes to get off. For you, not them. Now all of a sudden your barely out of your room unless she’s down here with you,” Death states as he stands up from his stool and makes his way toward me. “Hartley isn’t cookin’ dinner tonight. She’s not feelin’ too good. So, we’re thinkin’ of headin’ to Jaded Outlaw to get some dinner and catch a show or two.”

“Not sure where that would leave Bronwan. You guys know she won’t come down here unless someone is with her. Unless I’m with her.”

All the guys look at me as if I’ve gone crazy and lost my mind. Not a single one of them can believe I’m turning down a trip to the strip club, and I honestly can’t believe it either. There isn’t a single time any of the guys have headed to the strip club when I haven’t joined them. There are more than enough girls there for me to fuck and get off with after seeing them dance around topless with nothing more than a G string on that barely covers their pussy. Making a snap decision, I face the guys after pulling out my phone.

“I’ll go to the strip club with you tonight. It’s time for me to get back to bein’ who I am. Bronwan will be fine here at the clubhouse tonight while I go have fun with you guys.”

“That’s not what we’re sayin’ at all. I have no clue what’s goin’ on with you guys, but if there’s somethin’ there, don’t let your need for freedom ruin it before it even begins. Now, I’m happy as fuck if you want to come out with us, but not at the cost of hurtin’ that scared woman upstairs in your room. And she needs to eat since she has to finish her medicine. Just a few days left, right?” Death asks, looking at me and no one else.

Death can read me better than anyone else in our lives. We’re closer than most brothers because of growing up in the club. All of us boys grew up before we should have and became close. While I still keep things regarding my personal life from Lash and his brothers and my older brother Judge, there are two people in this world who I can never fool or keep things from. Death is the main person, and our grandfather George is the other one. George spent a lot of time with us when our parents had to go on a ride with the club, our dad was gone on a run, or for whatever other reason they just didn’t want us around that particular day. We all love our parents and had a good childhood for the most part. There were just times our parents were selfish and took off for a few days at a time. Judge did what he could for us, but we needed our grandfather too.

“I’m gonna order her some dinner from the diner. Austin knows who she is and what’s goin’ on. She also seems the most comfortable with him. I’ll order now and hopefully will still be here by the time Austin gets back with it so she’s not just randomly openin’ the door. That’s somethin’ I know she won’t do. While I’m waitin’ for her food, I’ll take a shower and get ready to go. We leave in an hour or so?” 

“Perfect timin’,” Sabotage says.

I don’t say a damn thing about my brother’s comment of having something to ruin between Bronwan and me. There is no reason to give him more when I won’t ever give her more than a night in bed. That’s not what she deserves. Bronwan is shy, sweet, innocent, and I’ll only end up hurting her and corrupting her. She will never give me what I need in bed because she has little to no experience with men. Just a look in her eyes is all it takes for me to realize that about her. The Knight’s Rebellion clubhouse is no place for her, and I need to seriously consider remedying it right now. Or tomorrow so I can go out with the guys tonight and have some fucking fun.
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After taking a shower, I let Bronwan know what’s going on for the night. Well, to a point. She doesn’t need to know where I’m going or anything like that. Red is not my ol’ lady and I will never be tied down, so I don’t have to do a damn thing for her, tell her what’s going on in my life, or anything else. 
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