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Tempt Me is dedicated to everyone who chooses to chase their dreams and make them a reality. You are so strong and brave for taking the chance and living your life as you see fit. 
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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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Temptation.

You’ve always been my temptation. The one thing I want more than anything else. You’re forbidden. I want to tarnish your innocence and make you see only me. My touch, my protection, and my love is all you’ll ever know. You’ve always been just out of my reach, tempting me to devour you. 

Temptation.

You’re my downfall. A temptation I don’t want to resist. Even when you leave, you’re all I see. No one else will ever make me feel the way you do. My caress, love, and loyalty are all I have to give. You’ve always seemed so far away, tempting me to distraction. 
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Zoey

One year later

FOR A YEAR, I’ve been pretending to be happy and loving college. I put on a façade for everyone around me and when I happen to see my family members or they call to check on me. No one knows how miserable I truly am with one exception. Kingston. He’s my cousin through the Phantom Bastards MC, not by blood, and he’s the one who now knows all of my secrets. Reagan doesn’t know what’s going on with me. She knows about the stupid shit like my attempt at online dating and how my classes are going. The girl who’s been my best friend for my entire life doesn’t know how shitty people are here or what I’ve been going through. It’s bad enough that Kingston knows because he wants to beat the shit out of everyone on campus and make sure they leave me the fuck alone. I’ve had to make him swear not to touch anyone no matter what he sees. It will only make things harder for me at the end of the day and that’s the last thing I need. 

Besides, Reagan is busy as hell right now. Between finishing her accounting degree, working, her husband, and raising their little boy, Xavier, she doesn’t have time for me. So, I let her live her life without the burden of anything I might be going through. It doesn’t matter. Reagan’s happy after such a long battle with a guy she attempted to date before being claimed by Trax. For the first time in her life, I’ve seen my best friend completely free and living her best life. It’s the only thing I want for her and I refuse to drag her down with the shit in my life. I’m just the girl who’s there for everyone else while they move on with their lives and forget about me until I show up again. 

That’s how I’ve felt my entire life mainly because of one person. Jameson. I grew up loving him and he’s done nothing but show me repeatedly that I’m never going to be his person. He doesn’t feel anything for me other than a sense of brotherly love and the need to protect me as he would anyone else who grew up in the Wild Kings or Phantom Bastards MC. My crush on Jameson hasn’t ebbed over the years. If anything, it’s only gotten stronger because he’s the only man I’ll ever be able to see myself with. I will never force something to happen between us or put myself in his life for some stupid reason. I’ll talk to my dad and the Phantom Bastards if I have any further issues on campus and make sure they’re the ones to help me. It’s not like I go to Clinton City on a regular basis so I don’t have to see Jameson at all. Eventually I’ll get over him and find someone who will love me the way I truly deserve to be loved. I won’t be a second choice or anyone’s burden or sense of obligation. Like with Jameson. It’s time to live my life and forget the stupid crush I have on him. 

School isn’t going as well as I thought it would. For the last year I’ve felt like I’m back in high school. The people on campus who are supposed to be adults are worse than anyone I ever encountered in high school. I mean, I had a level of protection in school because of my brothers and all the cousins that were in the same building as me. However, now I’m getting bullied on a daily basis and I don’t have a clue what I’ve done to anyone here. No one knows me and they haven’t taken the time to get to know a single thing about me. The guys and girls I go to school with see me pull up on my bike and they point and talk about me as if I don’t realize they find fault with me riding a sport bike instead of driving a car. To them, I’m the outcast and they make sure to remind me daily of what I’m lacking compared to them. I’m not pretty, popular, smart, or anything else. I’m the loser who doesn’t talk and keeps her head down and away from everyone else. 

The only time I feel completely at peace is when I’m riding my bike or at the lookout on the outskirts of town. It’s a place Kingston showed me and I come here as often as possible when the need to breathe free consumes me. When I’m up here at the lookout I don’t have to think about the other students bullying me at school or if I’m passing my classes. I don’t think of Jameson or anyone else when I’m here. I simply sit on my bike and surround myself with nature and the world around me. It’s as if the trees blowing in the breeze wipe all the stress and pain from me. I’ve never had a moment of peace like I do when I’m up here. 

Hearing another bike, I sit up on my bike from where I was laying on it. I look over my shoulder to see the familiar bike of Kingston pulling up to the lookout point. If anyone knows where I hide almost daily, it would be him. Kingston pulls up next to me as I remain on my bike and look over at him. He shuts his engine down and pulls his helmet off before turning to look at me, his long hair blowing in the gentle breeze. 

“Knew I’d find you here. Your dad and Slim have been tryin’ to get a hold of you for a while now,” he informs me, his voice gruff as he pulls out a cigarette and lights it. 

“I don’t want to talk to anyone. Is everyone okay?” I question him as he leans back on his bike. 

“Yeah. They just want to check on you and see how things are goin’ before the semester starts back up,” he answers me, a smirk on his face. “You know they’re protective as fuck of you and you aren’t answerin’ their calls. So, Slim sent a bunch of us out searchin’ for you. I came here because I knew you’d be here.” 

“I’ll call them later on. I just wanted some time on my own before I head back home. I’ll make sure to tell Papa that I’m sorry he sent you all out searching for me because I wasn’t answering,” I tell him, looking back out over the cliff at the town below. 

“It’s not a big deal. They both know somethin’ is goin’ on with you. You aren’t openin’ up to them like you used to. We all know you’ve got shit goin’ on in your head, Zoey. Don’t let everyone else pull you down and make you feel less than what you are. You’re an amazin’ girl, Zoey and if someone can’t see what’s standin’ right in front of their fuckin’ eyes, then it’s their fuckin’ loss,” he tells me, the smirk vanishing completely as he turns serious. 

Kingston isn’t often serious when he’s with me. I’m one of the few people he loosens up with because he knows what he says and does with me will stay with me. Neither one of us shares the other's secrets with anyone else because we know how it feels to be betrayed. Not by anyone we grew up with in the clubs. But by people who were supposed to care about us and were only using us for one thing or another. Kingston isn’t completely innocent, he’s used his fair share of girls over the years to get off before moving on to the next one. He tells me he’s sowing his wild oats before he settles down with an ol’ lady. I say he’s a man whore like everyone else I grew up with. All the boys I consider my cousins and my brothers are a bunch of sluts. I’m still a damn virgin and don’t see that changing any time soon. 

“What’s got that look on your face, Zoey?” Kingston asks me, as he turns to face me instead of looking at the view before us. 

“I’m just thinking about what a bunch of sluts all you guys are. Every guy I grew up with is nothing more than a slut as you go from one girl to the next like they don’t matter for a second. Meanwhile, I’m going to remain a fucking virgin for the rest of my life because I’m different and don’t fit the mold of what a guy is looking for,” I tell him honestly, knowing he won’t say anything to anyone else. “I work in a garage, ride a bike, and don’t go out and party every single night like everyone else on campus. I’d rather surround myself with books and my family instead of finding my next fuck. The one guy I want to fuck doesn’t even see me. I’m just the invisible girl who gets bullied by people who are supposed to be adults.” 

“Zoey, don’t give yourself to someone who doesn’t deserve you. I know you think Savage doesn’t see you, but he does. I can’t tell you why he’s holdin’ back and not keepin’ you at his side, but he wants you. I’ve never seen a guy look at a girl the way he looks at you. The man is fuckin’ obsessed when you’re around and there’s somethin’ stoppin’ him from takin’ that step with you. Fuck, I’d be with you in a fuckin’ heartbeat if I knew you weren’t pinin’ over Savage. You workin’ in a garage and knowin’ how to fix your own bike is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. How many hours have we worked on our bikes together, Zoey? Too many to count. You don’t give a fuck about all that girly shit and some guy is gonna sweep you off your fuckin’ feet when the time is right. For now, focus on school and gettin’ the degrees you want to get. I know you have a goal in mind. That’s what you should focus on instead of worryin’ about losin’ your virginity and findin’ a guy to replace the one you truly want,” Kingston says, finishing his cigarette and crushing it beneath his boot.

“I know you’re right. It’s just so fucking lonely. Every day I wake up alone, go to school, go back home, and study for my classes. I’m so far ahead in everything that I could take a month off and not miss a damn thing. The only time I feel any peace at all is when I’m here or riding my bike. I can’t even speed the way I want to because there are cops all over the place and they’d pull me over quick as fuck,” I inform him as I lean over my gas tank and stare in front of me not truly seeing the view.

“Trust me, I get where you’re comin’ from, Zoey. I might be surrounded by everyone in the club and go out on a regular basis, but at the end of the day, I don’t have anyone to come home to. There’s no girl waitin’ for me to come home or wantin’ to go out and ride. You’re the only one I can get out on this bike with. If you weren’t here, I’d be ridin’ alone. Givin’ up racin’ means I lost all the friends I made there. They’re focused on racin’ and everythin’ that goes with that shit. So, trust me, you’re not alone in how you feel. We’ll both get through this shit, Zoey. You just have to be stronger a little bit longer and Savage will pull his head out of his ass,” Kingston says, looking at me with pain filling his eyes. 

For a while, Kingston and I don’t say anything more. We look out over the cliff and get lost in our own thoughts. My thoughts circle around Jameson and how I want our life to be. Something I’ve dreamed of for so long. Despite knowing it won’t ever become a reality, I can’t seem to stop myself from dreaming of our life and what we could have together. 

“Did you hear the news about Savage?” Kingston suddenly asks me as the sun begins to disappear and dusk starts to settle in over us.

“No. Reagan doesn’t tell me anything about him if we do happen to talk,” I answer him, my voice wavering because I don’t want to know anything about him. 

“I’m gonna tell you anyway. It might make sense as to why he’s even more distant than he was before. I know you don’t see him all that often and that the last time you saw Reagan, she kept it a secret from everyone. He’s been voted in as the Sergeant at Arms of the Fallen Brethren MC. They lost their previous officer and his name was the only one put up for the vote. Cage told my dad about it and I was there when they were talkin’. Cage is happy as fuck for Savage,” Kingston says, his voice washing over me as I realize Jameson has well and truly moved on with his life and there’s no room in it for me. 

“I’m happy for him. Jameson deserves to be happy and live his life the way he wants. He’s completely devoted to his new club and will go far in it. This is what he’s always wanted and I know it’s what he deserves. Jameson is a hard worker and doesn’t deserve any less than what he’s getting right now,” I tell him honestly because Jameson should be happy and live his life the way he wants. 

“Why can you feel that way about him and everyone else around you but not about yourself? You deserve the same happiness and to live your life the way you want to just as much as Savage does. Are you ever gonna see that about yourself, Zoey?” Kingston questions me as I sit up and start putting my helmet back on so I can head home. 

“No, Kingston, I won’t. I’ll always be the invisible girl who doesn’t matter to anyone else. When I’m with others, we talk and I get asked questions about myself. The second I’m not around, everyone forgets about me. I’ll never be anyone’s first choice or anything long-term. I’m just the girl they turn to when no one else is around,” I tell him. how I feel honestly, my voice is nothing more than a whisper. 

“Zoey, I ever hear that shit come outta your mouth again, I’m gonna tell your dad and Slim. I’ll make sure Playboy knows this shit too. They all love you and want the best for you. To know you see yourself that way breaks my fuckin’ heart. You're so much more than that shit. Let’s go for a ride before I make sure you get home. Don’t forget to call your dad and Slim too,” he reminds me, his voice full of pain as I look over at him to find him putting his helmet on before his gloves. 

Kingston and I leave the lookout point and we ride for a few hours. Dusk turns to complete darkness as the stars and moon fill the sky. We race our demons on the freeway outside of Clifton Falls because Kingston knows where the cops are around this area and knows where we can truly let loose. For the first time in a year, I let myself speed through the night as Kingston keeps up with me. He doesn’t leave my side as we make our way down the freeway and head to an unknown location. The only time we stop is to get gas and something to eat from one of those large gas stations that have a variety of hot and cold food inside. 

Our conversation is much lighter because Kingston knows I don’t want to talk about what was said up at the lookout point. It’s been put out there and I can’t do anything to take it back. Kingston doesn’t want to bring me down since I’m truly smiling for the first time in a year. There’s nothing more I want than to keep this sense of freedom and peace I currently feel. It doesn’t ever last long, but for now it’s how I feel. The second I get closer to my apartment, the freedom and peace will disappear and I’ll go back to feeling an overwhelming sense of despair. 

As Kingston and I turn to head back toward my apartment, dread fills me. The music playing through my helmet doesn’t even take away the dread, pain, or help me keep the sense of freedom and peace. Kingston and I mostly listen to the same music but tonight, we’re both lost in our own head and aren’t speaking or anything else. We’re riding together but completely separate at the same time. 

By the time we pull up to the apartment where I live, I’m exhausted. All I want to do is climb into bed, pull the covers over my head, and sleep for the next week. Instead, I’ll be up early tomorrow to start my new year of school so I can continue working on my degree and making something of myself. Kingston waits after giving me a hug until I get inside. He doesn’t ever leave before the lights in my apartment turn on and he knows I’ve gotten inside safely. I slowly climb the stairs to the second floor and let myself inside the apartment I love. It’s my sanctuary and the place I spend all of my time. Looking out the window, I watch Kingston pull away before pulling out my phone and making the calls to let my family know I’m okay and nothing is going on. It’s an act I’m used to performing now and a role I’ll continue to play until things change in my life.
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Zoey

AFTER A FULL day of classes, all I want to do is get on my bike and ride for a while. I have homework and reading to do, but the call of the road and freeing my mind from all the bullshit swirling around makes me want to drop everything and out race my thoughts. I quickly stop by my apartment to drop off my bag and change into my riding gear. Once I’m dressed and ready to go, I pull out my phone and check for any missed calls or messages. Everyone knows my schedule so it’s not surprising to see I only have one message on my phone from Playboy. My uncle messages me at least once a day to check on me if I’m not working in the garage. If I’m there, he simply stops in and takes me out to eat when I’m done working. I love being close to this part of my family because we’ve only gotten together sporadically over the years and now I can see them on a daily basis. 

Playboy: How’s your day sweetheart? What are you doing for dinner? If you want, you’re more than welcome to come over. Sam is making a feast and we’d all love to see you.

Me: I’m about to head out for a ride. It’s been one hell of a day and I just need to clear my head. I’ll take a raincheck on dinner though. Tell everyone I say hi and that I’ll call gramps later tonight or tomorrow. I missed my last call with him.

Playboy: Okay, sweetheart. If you need me, call. I’m not going anywhere tonight. Is Kingston riding with you? 

Me: No. Just a solo ride today. I’ll be okay. Gonna head up to the lookout point and relax before I come back to study and do my homework. 

Playboy: Love you, sweetheart.

Me: Love you too, Uncle G. 

With a smile on my face, I lock my apartment up and pull up my playlist. Today is a day for the music to be cranked as high as I can get it while I ride. The smile is still on my face as I reach my bike and set my gloves on the tank while putting my key in the ignition. Turning it on, I press the button to start the engine and listen to the sound of my bike. A thrill goes through me as always. Yeah, I’ve been a backpack more times than I can count. Never for anyone I was in a relationship with, but my family members who I’ve ridden with over the years. Knowing I can come out and get on my own bike is the best feeling in the world. I don’t have to wait for someone to ask me if I want to go for a ride with them. I can simply walk out and get on my bike whenever the need to ride strikes me. 

Putting on my gloves after putting my phone in the mount I have, I press play on my playlist and straddle my bike. Looking around the parking lot, I make sure no little ones are out running around on their own. It’s happened more than a few times. I know this for a fact because they always come up to me and stare at my bike with smiles on their faces. When the kids come up to me, I let them rev the engine and sit on my bike for a few minutes. Seeing them so happy from a simple gesture makes my day and nothing can wipe the smile off my face. There’s a few kids who seem to wait for me to leave my apartment so they can make sure they get to see my bike and talk to me. Today isn’t one of those days though. 

Pulling out of my spot, I make my way through the parking lot of my building and wait for the few cars to pass by before pulling out and heading out of town. Dusk is falling and there’s hardly any traffic as I keep an eye on my speed. When we’ve come here before, I never noticed the strong police presence on the roads. Now, it seems like one particular cop is all over the place. Anytime I ride, he follows me for longer than appropriate and doesn’t do anything to pull me over or anything else. It gives me the creeps to see him pull up behind me and know I’ll be followed and can’t speed up to really let my thoughts fly away with the wind. 

As I head out of town, it doesn’t take long for the all too familiar cop car to pull out behind me. For a few miles he just follows behind me and I know today I’m not going to be so lucky as to get away without him pulling me over. There’s a feeling deep in my gut telling me he’s going to start some shit. Pressing pause on my playlist, I pull up my phone log and call my uncle. He’ll be better than calling my gramps. Gramps will lose his shit if I call him and I really don’t want to have to call my parents because he’s been arrested. 

“Sweetheart, back from your ride already?” Playboy answers his phone as I look behind me to see the cop getting closer to my bike. 

“Uncle G, I got that fucking cop following me. He’s getting way too close and I know he’s gonna pull me over,” I tell my uncle, fear filling me as I look over my shoulder once again to find him even closer to me than a few seconds ago. 

“Where are you?” my uncle questions, his voice cold and deadly as I hear muffled sounds coming from his end of the phone. 

“I’m heading to the lookout point. I’m just on the outskirts of town and ready to turn off to head up there,” I answer him as I twist the throttle a little to go faster and get away from this cop. 

“Kingston and I are on our way. We’ll be there in five. Don’t let this fucker get you alone, Zoey. Make sure he knows we’re comin’ so he doesn’t try to pull any shit,” my uncle tells me as he keeps me on the phone while I hear his bike start up. 

Just as I go to pull into the forest to head up to the lookout point, the cop turns his lights on. I let my uncle know that I’m pulling over and we’re just at the entrance of the forest. There’s no one around as the stars start to come out and dusk starts turning darker. A tremor of fear rushes through my body and I know this asshole planned to pull me over away from everyone else. Here, no one is around or passing by. Not too many people come out this way late at night and I know this is the perfect place for this asshole to do and say whatever he wants to me. 

Before the cop even gets out of his car, I have my bike shut off and the kickstand down. I don’t remove my gloves or anything else because there’s no way I’m giving this cop more ways to identify me than what he’s already got. Not that there’s really anything on my hands to help identify me, it’s just the point that I’m not about to show him any more skin than what I currently am which isn’t much. The one thing I wish I could do is finish zipping my jacket up. It’s not often that I leave the zipper down, but tonight I did. I’m wearing a tight tank top under it and it shows more than a little cleavage. Though, I wasn’t thinking I’d be getting pulled over or see anyone when I was out for my ride. Now, I wish I had put on something different under my riding jacket and that I’d zipped it up completely. Fuck! 

“Do you know why I pulled you over tonight?” the cop asks me, his voice filled with malice as he steps up to my side closer than he needs to be to me. 

“No, I don’t. I wasn’t speeding or doing anything to break the law,” I answer him honestly as I leave my helmet on and the visor firmly closed. 

“Get off the bike,” he states, his voice going hard as I look up at him. 

The cops eyes are on my chest as I sit up straighter on my bike and try to get off my bike with how close he’s standing to me. 

“My eyes are up here,” I state, knowing I really shouldn’t be pissing this fucker off, but I don’t care when he’s staring at my chest in a way that makes me feel completely violated since it’s only the two of us out here like this. 

“Excuse me?” the cop questions as I take in his appearance for the first time. 

The uniform he’s wearing is full of wrinkles and stains as if he hasn’t washed it in a very long time. The smell of alcohol and weed pours off of him and surrounds me to the point it’s hard not to gag on the smells wafting from his body. His dark hair is matted to his head and greasy as if he hasn’t washed it in weeks or longer. What really gets me though are his eyes. They’re so cold and lifeless. There’s no emotion or anything there as I quickly avert my gaze from them. The mustache he has is long and covers his top lip completely with crumbs or something in it. This man is fucking disgusting and there’s nothing I can do to get away from him as I finally manage to get off my bike and move to the other side so it’s between the two of us. 

This man has sunken in cheeks but a pot belly as if he drinks a lot of beer. That’s what it reminds me of after seeing such a variety of bikers over the years growing up in the Wild Kings. When he flashes me a sinister grin, I take in the broken off teeth that are yellowed and disgusting. A foul odor comes from his mouth and washes over me since that’s how close he’s standing to me. Where the sleeves of his uniform are shoved up his arms, I can make out the distinct marks of shoving a needle in his arm. This cop is a fucking drug addict and it’s written out with the marks covering his arm he’s not even trying to hide from me. I don’t want to be anywhere near this man for any reason. Every detail I take in of him makes me feel even more horrible than the last. 

“I told you my eyes are up here. You don’t need to stare at my chest. It’s rude. Now, why did you pull me over when I was clearly doing nothing wrong?” I ask, pulling out my keys and keeping them in my hand so he can’t take them out of my bike and keep me here against my will. 

“I suggest you watch your tone. I’m an officer of the law and will not hesitate to put you in handcuffs,” he growls out, his breathing picking up as if the thought of me being handcuffed in front of him excites him. 

My own breathing accelerates and my heart is racing so fast it feels as if it’s going to beat out of my chest and fall to the ground at my feet. I can hardly hear anything over the blood rushing through my ears while never taking my eyes from the cop in front of me. I barely hear the rumble of bikes filling the air as the cop tries to move even closer to me around the back of my bike. 

“That will be my family. So, again, why did you pull me over?” I question the cop, not taking my eyes off him because I have no clue what he’s going to do. 

“Take your helmet off,” the cop demands as I try to find his name on his uniform only to be disappointed when it’s not there. 

“No. I think I’ll leave it on for now. Once you answer the question I’ve asked more than once now, I’ll think about taking it off. For now, I’d like to know not only why I’m being pulled over but why you followed me for miles. I know that’s not legal at all,” I tell him, stepping even further away from him as I finally spot two headlights pulling into the entrance where I’ve been pulled over. 

Kingston and my uncle Playboy pull up right in front of my bike and immediately shut their engines off. My uncle is off his bike and at my side in a matter of seconds. He looks me over from the top of my helmet down to my toes before turning his attention to the cop standing before us. I look at the cop to see anger filling his eyes as his entire body starts shaking with the rage filling him with my uncle and Kingston here now. Whatever plans he had for me have been put to an end and it’s because I knew I had to call someone to help me when it comes to this asshole. 

“I’ve heard the entire exchange you’ve had with my niece. She’s fuckin’ nice. I’m not. Why the fuck did you pull her over when she’s already told you she wasn’t speedin’ or breakin’ any other laws? You can clearly see her plate and I can assure you everythin’ on her bike is workin’ properly because she performs her own maintenance and is very anal about it. Her bike will always be better taken care of than anyone else I know and I know a ton of bikers who are constantly workin’ on their bikes,” my uncle states, pushing me slightly behind his body as he steps closer to the cop in front of us. 

“It was a routine pull over. We typically stop those riding sport bikes because more often than not they speed and cause havoc in town,” the cop says, his eyes on the ground to let us know he’s lying. 

“You’ve followed her before and for way longer than you’re allowed by law to follow her. After followin’ her for miles today, you know she wasn’t breakin’ the law or goin’ to. So, that’s a fuckin’ lie,” Kingston speaks up, his eyes locked on the cop who won’t recognize him since he’s on his Harley tonight instead of his other bike. 

Kingston has been out with me when this fucker has followed me before. He’s always got a helmet on and his hair is hidden under the helmet more often than not when he’s on his other bike. He doesn’t want it whipping in his face when he starts flying down the road so it’s always tucked in the helmet. 

“You don’t know that,” the cop says, his face losing all color as he looks toward Kingston who remains sitting on his bike. 

“Yeah, I do. This isn’t my only bike. When she’s ridin’ with anyone else, it’s usually me. So, yes, I’ve seen you followin’ her around and makin’ her fuckin’ uncomfortable. I suggest you answer the question that’s been repeatedly asked about why you fuckin’ pulled her over. Especially considerin’ you chose a remote location without anyone around to see whatever it is you do. I’m also thinkin’ that if we were to have your superior check, your body cam isn’t recordin’ right now either. However, I can assure you, the camera on her bike is recordin’ right now. Didn’t think to check for that shit, did ya?” Kingston asks, making me realize I didn’t even think about the camera I have on my bike. 

I always turn it on whenever I’m riding. You never know when you’re going to need proof of something happening when you’re out riding. Especially if it comes to an accident or something. I’ve never been in one, but I’ve been cut off and almost run off the road more than once. Having my camera mounted on my bike doesn’t take long to attach and with the press of a few buttons I’m recording everything that happens when I’m riding. Kingston got me the camera to match his and we’ve also used them to trade footage we’ve captured when we’re out riding. He’s always trying to push himself harder and do things he doesn’t think he can do. I’m pretty sure it’s because of his accident and not knowing if he’d ever be able to ride again. Kingston was very lucky and we’re all happy he pulled through and came out stronger than before it happened. 

“I pulled her over because there’s no reason for her to be riding in the forest this late in the day. I can follow her, or anyone else, whenever I want,” the cop says, trying to justify his actions. 

“This park doesn’t close and since I’m on a bike alone and not in a car or truck with some guy, I’d say it’s safe to say I’m not about to have sex at the lookout point. Not that it would be any of your business if I were about to have sex. You had no reason to pull me over at all and you know it. Because there are two men here now, you’re trying to cover your ass so you don’t come off as the stalker you seem to be,” I state, peering around Playboy’s side as he remains in front of me. 

“I’ll be lettin’ your superior know what you’ve been doin’. He’s a close, personal friend of the club’s. This is my fuckin’ niece and if I get one fuckin’ call that you’re still followin’ her around like you have been, then I’ll make sure a member of the club is with her at all times when she’s out in public. My niece, or anyone else for that matter, shouldn’t have to be afraid because of a piece of shit like you,” Playboy growls out, his voice deadly as he crosses his arms over his chest and keeps his eyes locked on the cop.

When the cop finally realizes my uncle and Kingston won’t be leaving my side, he glares at me the best he can with my uncle’s body standing in front of me before turning and making his way back to his car. None of us move until he’s left and we can no longer see his taillights. For the first time since this all started, I take a deep breath and slowly release it. My body is shaking as the fear starts to leave me. Playboy pulls me into his arms and holds me close while rubbing a hand up and down my back in an attempt to help calm me down. 

It takes several minutes before I’m steady enough to pull away from my uncle. 

“I’m gonna head home,” I say, not wanting to be out in public any longer. There’s no way I’ll be able to relax out here after that encounter with the asshole. 

“I’m followin’ you home, sweetheart. I’ll make sure you get inside and that there’s nothin’ amiss around your apartment and the parkin’ lot outside. Kingston’s gonna help me so we can let your dad know you’re still safe,” my uncle states in that tone he gets that means he’s not going to back down from the decision he’s made. 

“Okay.” 

Climbing back on my bike, I put the key in the ignition and start it while waiting for my uncle and Kingston to pull out in front of me. When we pull out of the forest, my uncle is at my side and Kingston rides behind us back to my apartment. It doesn’t take us long to get back to the speeds my uncle is riding. Yes, he’s speeding and doesn’t give a fuck right now. I easily stay caught up with him until we carefully pull into the parking lot of my building. With Kingston and my uncle at my side, I make my way to my apartment and let them enter before me. It doesn’t take long to get the all clear as I enter my place and listen to Playboy on the phone with my dad. My dad is pissed and I know I’ll be getting a call from him shortly. Kingston sits with me as I pull out my books and start studying. Tonight went to shit quicker than hell and I’m ready for Kingston and Uncle G to leave me alone so I can process everything. 
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Savage

WE’RE ON OUR way back from a run and have to pass right through Phantom Bastard territory. Reaper called and made sure it was okay with them before we even left because this is the second time we’re riding through their town. He knows I have a relationship with the members of the club and refuses to do anything to put that in jeopardy. Plus, it’s what you’re supposed to do when riding through another club’s territory. Reaper might not be the nicest guy out there, but he always shows everyone respect until he's proven the respect he shows isn’t deserved. Slim won’t ever make him feel like that, so Reaper makes sure to call him if we even get close to their territory for any kind of run or event. 

My thoughts are on who else resides in Benton Falls. The one woman I can’t get out of my fucking head no matter what I do. I want her to live her life and not deal with my bullshit. Instead, I continue to fucking push her away and hurt her with the way I ignore her and let other girls hang all over me in front of her. It’s been easier since I’m no longer around the Wild Kings’ clubhouse on a daily basis. I don’t have to pretend to like having the girls drape themselves all over me when it’s the last thing I want to have happen. 

We’re on the outskirts of town when my phone rings through the speaker I have in my helmet. Without bothering to look at the screen of my phone where it’s mounted on my bike, I answer the call. 

“This is Savage,” I answer, not sure who I’m expecting to be on the other side since Reaper is in my sights and there’s nothing going on with my sister that I know of. 

“Savage, it’s Tank,” the man I respect and don’t want to hear from says, causing me to sit up straighter in my seat for some reason. “Need you to be real fuckin’ honest with me right now, Jameson.”

Oh shit! Tank brought out the legal name and not my road name. Whatever is going on is serious as fuck and I know I’m not going to like whatever it is based on the dread filling my stomach. 

“I’ve never once lied to you, Tank. I’m not about to fuckin’ start now,” I tell him, anger filling my voice at the insinuation that I’d ever lie to him for any reason. 

“Let’s keep it that way. Did you fuckin’ put a cop or anyone else on Zoey. Tellin’ him to follow her around and shit?” Tank questions me as I try to figure out what the fuck he’s talking about. 

“No. Why the fuck would I do that shit when she’s here with her family?” I return, confusion filling me as a million thoughts swirl through my mind about why Tank is asking me this shit. 

“Just makin’ sure. Got a call from Playboy last night. My girl got pulled over in a secluded area by some fuckin’ cop. He refused to tell her why he pulled her over, was starin’ at her chest, and he’s followed her multiple times without pullin’ her over because Kingston has been ridin’ with her. I can’t get down there to see her for myself and there’s only so much the guys there can do,” Tank informs me, his voice hard and deadly as he relays more of what happened with the cop.

Rage fills me with the thought of anyone harassing Zoey. She’s the sweetest, purest, most innocent girl I’ve ever met and doesn’t deserve anyone trying some fucked up shit with her. Zoey’s the one girl I’ve never let myself have because I don’t feel as if I’m the man for her. She deserves the white picket fence, a dog, house full of love, and all the kids she could ever want. My life is filled with chaos and more danger than we ever experienced growing up with our dads in the Wild Kings. Hell, even with her family in the Phantom Bastards, we were never touched by the danger they lived with on a regular basis. So, I don’t want to bring her into the shit we deal with regularly. 

“Do you want me to stop in and see her? To make sure she’s okay and nothin’ else is goin’ on that she didn’t tell Playboy?” I question Tank knowing I’m already going to stop in regardless of what Tank says right now. “I’m passin’ through town and am about five minutes from her place right now.” 

“Jameson, don’t fuck with my girl. She fuckin’ loves you and has for longer than I care to think about. You’re the only guy she’s ever shown any interest in and if you fuck her over, I’ll gut you where you fuckin’ stand. Do you fuckin’ hear me?” Tank questions me, his voice full of promise as I realize I’m never going to live down how I’ve treated Zoey when it comes to Tank, the triplets, and all the other men in her life who watched her grow up and were like her uncles and cousins. 

“I’m not gonna fuck with her, Tank. Whether you believe it or not, I do care for Zoey. More than I fuckin’ should. You have no clue what the fuck I feel for her or what lengths I’ll go to protect her,” I tell Tank honestly as the phone call turns silent. 

“Go see my girl. Make sure she’s okay and wasn’t puttin’ on a front for her uncle and Kingston. Too bad Kingston won’t man the fuck up and claim my girl. She’d have a good life with him,” Tank muses, his voice telling me exactly what game he’s fucking playing right now by throwing that shit out there on the phone with me. 

“Don’t fuckin’ go there, Tank. I want your fuckin’ daughter more than I want to breathe or wake up in the mornin’. That’s never been the fuckin’ problem and you know it. The problem is Zoey deserves everythin’ I can’t fuckin’ give her,” I state, my voice hard and cold as I motion to Reaper that I’m pulling off and will meet them back at the clubhouse. 

“You have no clue what my girl wants because you’ve never talked to her about that shit. You keep pushin’ her away and don’t let her think for herself. That’s your fuckin’ problem, Jameson. Zoey is stronger than you fuckin’ know and can handle anythin’ life throws her way. For some reason, she wants your ass and that’s not gonna change if it hasn’t after all these years. Even around the new people at college she still wants you,” Tank says before hanging up on me.

I shake my head with the knowledge he’s just given me as I make my way to Zoey’s apartment. Yes, I know where she lives and pass by every single time I come through town. She doesn’t know I do this and no one else outside of the club members I’m riding with know I make this little side trip every fucking time. 

Pulling into the parking lot, I spot Zoey’s bike and make my way to park next to it. Knowing she rides her own bike makes my cock hard because I think it’s sexy as hell. I’ve seen her riding before and she handles her bike expertly. I guess it’s no surprise considering she’s been riding something for as long as I can remember. Zoey started out on dirt bikes with her brothers and then moved up from there. The day she bought her own bike, Zoey was filled with an excitement she doesn’t typically show anyone. There’s only one other day when she was more excited and that’s the day she got her bike back after having it wrapped and a few other adjustments made to it for her. Her entire face lit up as she took in all the details of her bike and the weight of the world and everything else she carries around daily melted away from her. That’s a look I want to put on her face daily, but I don’t think that’s what will happen if she’s with me. It’s the reason I haven’t let myself be with her despite me saying it’s for every other reason known to man. 

Shutting my bike off, I remove the key and put it in my pocket before grabbing my phone from the mount and heading inside the apartment building. The outer door is locked which makes me happy and I’m sure as fuck not gonna let Zoey know it’s me at her door right now. So, I press the number for one of the other tenants of the building and wait for them to answer the call. It doesn’t take very long. 

“Can I help you?” a woman’s voice comes through the speaker.

“Yes, please. I’m tryin’ to surprise my girl and don’t want to let her know I’m here by buzzin’ into her apartment. Can you please open the door for me so I can see her? I’m just comin’ through town unexpectedly,” I ask the voice and hope with everything in me that she opens the door because most girls would think that’s some kind of romantic bullshit or something. 

“How do I know you’re telling the truth?” she questions me, doubt and concern filling her voice. 

I give her Zoey’s details without hesitation. “Would I know all of that about some random girl I’m tryin’ to stalk or somethin’?” 

“Don’t make me regret this shit,” she says, the loud buzzing coming from the door as I pull it open after thanking the woman who let me in.

I quickly make my way to Zoey’s apartment. Staying out of the way of her peep hole, I knock on the door loudly but not enough to startle her or make her fear who’s at her door. It doesn’t take me long to hear her moving around inside as she asks who it is. 

“Who’s there? I’m not in the mood for any games,” her voice sounds through the door and washes over me. It’s been so long since I’ve heard the melodic sound of her voice. 

“Open the door, kitten. It’s me,” I tell her, stepping in front of the peep hole so she can see it’s me and no one else. 

“Go away, Savage. I’ve got nothing to say to you and there’s no reason for you to be here. You’re really good at ignoring me any other time so today is no different,” Zoey says, her voice filling with pain that I’ve caused her by pushing her away. 

“Kitten, please let me in. I’ve been a fuckin’ ass when it comes to you and that’s a fact. I’m here to see you. Don’t make me stand out here all night,” I tell her,  not sure if she’ll actually open the door for me or not at this point. 

After a few minutes, I listen as the multiple locks on the door get unlocked before Zoey is standing in front of me. Her long golden blonde hair is pulled up in one of those messy bun things. There’s no make-up on her face as usual either. Zoey’s bright eyes take me in from head to toe as I stand in front of her. In a matter of seconds, they show the desire filling her. I’m sure my own eyes are mirroring what she’s feeling. There’s never been a question of if I want Zoey. I’ve wanted her since I learned what it means to have a dick but knew she was too young for the thoughts running through my mind over the years when it comes to her. 

Zoey has curves in all the right places. Her tits are more than a handful and almost spill from the tight tank top she’s wearing in the comfort and safety of her apartment. Zoey isn’t skin and bones like most girls who throw themselves at me. She’s got a body I can fuck hard and not worry about breaking her. My eyes travel down past her tits and stomach to her core. Zoey’s long legs are on full display since the shorts she’s currently wearing are barely long enough to cover her pussy and ass. She’s got long, toned legs as I let my gaze land on her toes which are painted a deep, dark red. The nail polish covering her toe nails matches my bike perfectly and my cock is instantly hard at this hidden part of Zoey no one else but me would notice. 

“What are you doing here, Savage?” Zoey finally asks as I bring my eyes back up to her face.

Zoey licks her bottom lip before pulling it between her teeth. I can’t stop myself as I step through her door and kick it closed behind me. I’ve been avoiding this shit with Zoey for fucking years and today that ends. I’m done denying the both of us what we truly fucking want because I feel as if she deserves better than the life I can give her. Even if it’s just tonight, I’m getting Zoey in bed and her body wrapped around mine. 

My hands dig into Zoey’s hips as I pull her flush against the front of my body. A shocked gasp escapes her mouth as she places her hands on my chest and spreads her fingers out across my chest. Her nails dig through the material of my tee-shirt and I know if I didn’t have it on, my skin would be marked by Zoey. Lowering my head slowly, I keep my eyes locked on Zoey as she stares up at me with wide eyes. Just before my lips reach hers, Zoey’s eyes slide closed and I know she’s not going to stop me from kissing her. She wants this as much as I do. Finally, I press my lips against the only woman I’ve ever kissed in my life. I’m not lying. I’ve done everything else with the women I’ve taken to my bed, but I’ve never once kissed them on the lips. It’s too fucking intimate if you ask me. Zoey’s my first fucking kiss and I’m trying to act as if I know what the fuck I’m doing. 

I slide my tongue along her full, soft bottom lip. Zoey doesn’t hesitate to open her mouth for me. Sliding my tongue inside her mouth, I find hers and tangle our tongues together. Zoey reciprocates as she kisses me back. My hands slide up to her neck, dragging along her curves and the sides of her full tits. I can’t explain the feelings rushing through my body as we kiss and I hold her bare neck in my hands. For the first time in my life, I have those butterflies I’ve heard all the girls talking about filling my stomach and flitting around. What the fuck is going on with me? 

Without breaking the kiss, I move my hands from Zoey’s neck. I want to pin her against the fucking wall to fuck her hard and fast. That’s not what I’m going to do though. Zoey’s a virgin and I refuse to fuck her against the wall right now. That will come at a later time when she’s gotten used to having sex with me and I know I won’t hurt her. Instead, I lift her in my arms and wrap her legs around my waist as I finally break the kiss. We’re both breathing hard as I rest my forehead against hers. Zoey wraps her arms around my neck and digs her fingers into the short strands of hair at the nape of my neck. She massages my muscles there and I can’t stop the groan from escaping my mouth from her touch. 

“Where’s your room, kitten?” I ask her, waiting for Zoey’s claws to come out. 

It’s not often that people see Zoey let herself lose control. However, when she does, she reminds me of a feisty fucking kitten. She’s so tiny with the attitude and anger of her dad. It doesn’t matter if Tank isn’t her biological dad or not. Zoey is a daddy’s girl and was constantly at his side growing up. Now, when she’s pissed, you know it and she still reminds me of a kitten ready to rip the world to shreds with her claws. 

Without a word, Zoey points over her shoulder to the open door that shows the end of her bed. It’s unmade and the blankets are thrown around as if she were tossing and turning. I don’t let my mind wander to any other possibilities about what would make her blankets look the way they currently do. As far as I know, my girl is a virgin and that’s exactly what I’m going to think until I take it as mine. 

Walking into the room, I don’t pay attention to any of her decorations or anything else as I drop her on the end of the bed and watch her bounce. Zoey’s tank top does nothing to hide the bouncing of her full tits as they almost spill completely out of the top. 

“Tell me to stop, Zoey. If you do, I’ll turn around and walk out that door right now,” I tell her, knowing I’ll do whatever she wants. 

“I don’t want you to stop, Jameson. I’ve dreamed of this since I learned what sex was and even if it’s only for tonight, I want you. There’s no one else I’d give my virginity to but you,” she says, a blush covering her chest, neck, and face as my entire body trembles with anticipation. 

“At any point you want me to stop, you fuckin’ tell me, kitten,” I tell her, running my hands up her legs and feeling the smooth skin under my rough hands. 

Reaching the top of her shorts, I pull them down her legs, shocked to see she’s not wearing any panties. Her pussy has the slightest bit of hair in one of those landing strip things as I soak in the sight of her bare before me. Now it’s my turn to lick my lips as the need to taste and devour her fills me. Before I can grab the hem of her tank top, Zoey arches her back and pulls it off before tossing it to the floor at the side of her bed. My girl is full of fucking surprises. Not only does she have tattoos covering her silky smooth skin, but her nipples are also pierced. She’s got silver barbells through them. When my eyes travel lower again, I spot a piercing in her belly button as well. Fuck! 

The tattoos I can see start at her right hip and disappear up around to her back. Her entire right side is covered in vines with flowers going up and disappearing. They weave and sneak around her body and flow with the curves she has. There isn’t a single speck of color in the tattoo as I look to find other spots of ink. On her left arm, from her shoulder to her elbow is also covered. How the fuck have I never noticed this shit before? Even when I walked in the door I didn’t notice her ink. I can’t tell what her arm has with the way she’s laying as my eyes take in every inch of her body to see what the fuck else I’ve missed. Eventually, I’ll learn every inch of her body. That’s not going to happen tonight, but it will be a start. 

Sliding my cut off my shoulders, I catch it before it falls to the floor and turn to lay it on the top of Zoey’s dresser. Reaching behind my head, I grab onto the top of my tee and pull it over my head before letting it fall from my hand to the floor. I undo my belt before the button and then slide the zipper down my jeans. I’m not wearing underwear today as usual. Zoey's eyes immediately zone in on my lower region as she takes in what she can already see of my hard cock. With a smirk on my face, I use one foot to remove my first boot before repeating the process with the second one. I rarely tie my boots, preferring to shove the laces inside so I can get them on and off quickly if it’s required. At least when I’m on a run when we never know what will happen. 
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