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Taste Me is dedicated to everyone who has needed that one person to stand by their side and have their back no matter what. You don’t ask for help and have a hard time accepting it, but know when you have to accept someone else in your life to be the strength you need. 
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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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One taste.

One taste will never be enough. I’m ruined for all other women. A taste is just the beginning of how you’ve ruined me. I want to protect you, love you, and fight your battles. One taste is all it takes to crave you. You’ve become my addiction and I’ll fight to keep you.

One taste.

One taste and I’m hooked. My body goes up in flames whenever you’re near. I want to be at your side, be the soft to your hard, and the light to your dark. One taste is all it takes for all other men to fade away. You’ve become all I see and I’ll prove I’m strong enough to be at your side.
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Titan

“TITAN, NEED YOUR ass in the office. Reaper’s been lookin’ for ya,” Tripp says, coming in my room as he normally does without knocking. 

“Why’s he been lookin’ for me? I’m ready to head out and can’t be late,” I tell my best friend as I make my way over to the desk where my cut is hanging on the back of my chair. 

“Where the fuck are you goin’?” Tripp questions me, looking me over from head to toe.

I’m wearing a black button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to my elbows, a new pair of jeans, and my usual boots. My hair is down around my shoulders, which I never do, and I’ve trimmed my beard so it’s neat. Honestly, I’m nervous as fuck for this date with Dallas because I want nothing to change from how our chats have been going since we started messaging one another. 

“I told you where I’m goin’ today. I’ve got the date with Dallas, the girl from the datin’ app,” I remind Tripp as he looks at me with a large smile. 

“That’s right. I forgot all about that. But, um, I don’t think that’s where you’ll be goin’ today,” he states, leaving my room before I can ask him any further questions about what he’s talking about or why Reaper’s looking for me. 

Sighing, I slide my cut on my shoulders and head straight for Reaper’s office where he’ll be waiting for me. Dread fills me with the thought of having to postpone my date with Dallas. We’ve been talking for a while now and it’s always the highlight of my day. There’s no way I’m going to miss this date with her because of something someone else fucked up. 

Knocking on my President’s office door, I wait for him to ask me to come in before opening the door. Reaper is sitting behind his desk with his head in his hands. When I close the door behind me, he looks up and takes in my appearance like Tripp did in my room. I can see when he realizes I’ve got plans for the day and a grimace appears on his face. 

“Tripp said you’ve been lookin’ for me?” I question him taking one of the seats in front of his desk. 

“Yeah. Reagan went into labor and Savage won’t be goin’ on the run today. His head won’t be in the game because he’ll be worryin’ about his sister. So, I need you to take his place. I didn’t realize you already had plans for the day,” he says, his voice full of regret as my heart sinks. I was really looking forward to this date with Dallas. 

“Okay. When are we headin’ out?” I ask because there’s really nothing I can do to change the situation.

“In five. That’s why I’ve been lookin’ for you. They just took Reagan to the hospital about a half hour ago when her water broke. I’m sorry, Titan. If there was anyone else, I’d send them in your place,” he apologizes as Alex bursts into his office with a smile on her face until she sees me. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know you’d have someone in here. I’ve got Rebel watching the kids so we can head to the hospital,” she says, looking at me for the first time in the few seconds since she entered the office. “You look good, Titan.” 

“Thanks,” I murmur, getting up from the chair and leaving the office to go change and get ready to head out. I’ve got no time to waste. 

Pulling out my phone as I walk up to my room, I open the dating app and then the thread of my messages with Dallas. I quickly type out a message and press send before entering my room to change and get ready to leave.

Me: Somethin’ came up and I have to cancel our date. Well, not cancel. Can we make arrangements to get together again at a different time? I really want to meet you in person and I’m so sorry this is happenin’. I just can’t get out of what came up. Please let me know as soon as you can and I’ll message you back the second I’m able to.

Changing out of the clothes I bought just for today, I lay them out on my bed and change into an older pair of jeans and one of my standard tee-shirts. After making sure I have my gun, extra ammunition, and everything else I’ll need for a run, I make my way out of the room I’ve had at the clubhouse for years. Yeah, I’ve got my house farther out in the compound, but I rarely stay there. It’s too big and empty for me to be there alone. Makes it so I have time for nothing but thinking about things I’d rather not think about. Though, Dallas has been dominating my thoughts recently so that might change. 

I don’t talk to anyone as I head through the common room and head straight for the front door. Eagle, Kidd, Cash, Panther, and Jay are waiting outside as I make my way to my bike without saying a word to anyone. I can feel all their eyes on me though and it’s obvious that Tripp let it be known that I wasn’t gonna be happy on this run. 

“Let’s get on the fuckin’ road,” I growl out, wanting to do nothing but pull out my phone to see if Dallas has responded to my message. 

Instead, I start my bike and wait for everyone else to get ready as I tie my hair back before putting on my black bandana and then helmet. Eagle stops long enough to let me know I’ll be riding in the back with him and Kidd while Panther and Cash ride at the front of the van Jay’s driving. With a nod in response, I rev my engine to let them know I want to get the fuck on the road. I don’t even know how long we’ll be gone at all and I hope it’s not a long run this time. 

Sometimes our runs last a few hours while other times it can last days. It all depends on where we go, who we’re meeting, and what we’re actually doing. This run, I know absolutely nothing about. While I knew it was happening, I didn’t pay attention to the rest of the details because I wasn’t supposed to be on it. None of us pay attention when we’re not on a run because this shit doesn’t typically happen. Though, I shouldn’t be surprised since the couples in the club seem to be popping out one kid after another. Finally, we all pull out and get this started and I try to push all thoughts of Dallas and the disappointment filling me away so my head is on the run and I don’t fuck up and let someone get hurt because I wasn’t paying attention. 
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We’ve been on the road for a few hours now when Eagle’s voice fills the comms we all wear when we’re on a run or other club business. 

“Got somethin’ wrong with the bike. Not sure what’s goin’ on. Need to pull over,” he states, causing me to look over at his bike to see if I can figure out what he’s talking about. 

As Eagle rides down the road, I see his front tire wobble again as he uses all of his strength to keep it upright and on the road next to me. I can almost guarantee he’s gonna need to change out his tire because there’s something wrong with his. We’ll know the second we pull over and can take a closer look at it. 

“We’ll pull over at the gas station right up there. Jay, pull around the back if you can. Kidd, run in and get us all bottles of water so we can get somethin’ to drink. The rest of you go to the bathroom if you have to. I don’t wanna stop again until we’re at the meetin’ spot,” I order everyone despite Eagle being the Vice President of the club. His focus is keeping himself from crashing and that’s where it needs to be. 

We all pull over and head for the side of the parking lot where no other vehicles are parked. Eagle immediately gets off his bike and starts looking at the front while I shut my engine off and pull my phone from the pocket of my jeans. There’s a notification from the dating app and my heart starts racing at the thought of Dallas messaging me back. Hopefully she’s not too mad at me. 

Opening the app, I go to our messages and read her words a few times before seeing that while I hit send on my message, it never actually sent. What the fuck?

Dallas: Hello Adam. I don’t know if you’re okay or if something happened to you. But, I’ve been waiting at the diner for over an hour now. I really thought that we clicked and that you weren’t like the rest of the men I’ve met over the years who finally get a look at me and decide they don’t want the fat chick. That was my mistake and I won’t be making it again. Not when it comes to you. Thank you for the conversation and making me laugh more times than I’ve had a reason to lately. At the end of the day, I know I’m a great person and I don’t deserve to be treated this way. I deserve a man who isn’t going to blow me off and will show up when he says he’s going to. So, goodbye, Adam. I’m deleting everything so you won’t be able to contact me any longer. In fact, this entire conversation will disappear. So, I don’t even know why I bother to continue typing all of this out. Maybe I’ll leave it up for an hour so you can read this and then I’ll delete everything. 

I delete everything I wrote to her before leaving the clubhouse as my heart races and I try to figure out a way I can make this right. 

Me: Dallas, I’m so sorry. Club business came up and I was told at the last minute that I had to leave town. I sent you a message. Well, I thought I did. I hit send after explainin’ it to you but it didn’t go through for some reason. I wouldn’t ever just blow you off for any reason. You’re not the fat chick either. You’re an amazin’ woman and I know you don’t deserve to be treated as anythin’ less than the queen you are. In my previous message, I asked if we could reschedule. This doesn’t usually happen, but one of the ol’ ladies went into labor and I had to replace one of my brothers for somethin’. Please, let me make this up to you. I promise I won’t let you down, Dallas. 

This time, I hit send and make sure it goes through. Unfortunately, I get a message back that I’ve been blocked and can no longer respond to the messages. I wonder why they didn’t disappear though. Dallas said they would, but they didn’t. 

“Titan, you good?” Cash questions me, walking up and handing me over a bottle of water as I shove my phone back in my pocket and twist the top off. 

“Not at all,” I respond, chugging half the bottle of water before putting the top back on and getting off my bike. 

Eagle and Kidd are working on replacing his front tire. I look over the one they just got off and see a rock embedded in the tread. Pulling it out after feeling how soft it is, I take in the hole from the rock. I don’t even know where he would’ve picked this fucker up if it wasn’t in the road when we were riding after leaving the clubhouse. I mean, shit happens, but it feels as if this is telling us this run isn’t gonna be as easy as we’d all like it to be. But, I’m not getting any kind of gut feeling that something is off or anything. 

“How much longer do you guys need?” I ask, kneeling down by Eagle as I open my water and finish it off. 

“Just mounting the new tire now. Shouldn’t be much longer at all,” Eagle answers as he continues working. 

“Alright. I’m gonna head in and get somethin’ to eat. You want anythin’?” I ask them both as they keep working and ignoring everything around them. 

Both men tell me no as the rest of the guys surround them so no one can get close. Jay remains in the van that I can barely see the front of. I make my way in the gas station and take a look around. They’ve got a sub place, but there’s no way in hell I’m gonna be able to eat an entire sub before we get back on the road. Walking up and down the aisles after looking at the hot dogs and other shit they’ve got ready to sell, I choose a small bag of chips, another bottle of water, and a pack of peanut butter cups. Yeah, I have a sweet tooth every now and then. After paying, I make my way over to Jay to check in with him. 

“You good? Did you get water and everythin’ you need?” I ask him as he sits up straighter in the driver’s seat. 

“Yeah. Cash sat here so I could go to the bathroom and made sure I had some snacks and water for the trip. I’ve got everythin’ else you guys could need for the bikes and shit in the back. Are you okay, Titan?” Jay returns, his voice going quiet as if he’s scared to ask me a question. 

“I’m good, kid. Thanks for askin’. Just wasn’t how I planned on spendin’ my day today,” I answer him before turning and heading back to the bikes while opening my chips and grabbing a few to stuff in my mouth. 

By the time I make it back to the rest of the guys, Eagle is done fixing his bike and heading to the bathroom to clean up really quick. I eat a few more chips before offering them to the rest of the guys. If they don’t want any, I’ll just throw the bag out. I shouldn’t be surprised when Kidd grabs them and finishes them off in seconds. The guy is a fucking garbage disposal and eats anything the second it’s waved in front of his face. Everyone else laughs as I get back on my bike and get ready to head back out on the road. I didn’t even remove my helmet because I didn’t want to stop for any reason on this run. Sometimes, things don’t go my way and I have to take shit as it comes up. 

As I get on my bike, I pull my phone back out to see a message from Savage. Opening it up, I read his words with a small smile on my face. 

Savage: Thanks for takin’ the run for me. I know you had plans today and if it were anyone else but Reagan, I’d be there instead. I’m sorry you didn’t get to go out on your date. Reagan has just delivered a healthy baby boy. They’ve named him Stone Patrick. None of us have seen him yet. Have a safe run and I owe you, Titan.

Me: Tell them I said congratulations on the new baby boy. Not a big deal, Savage. You’d do the same for me if the situation was reversed. I blew my one chance with Dallas today so there’s no reason to owe me anythin’.

“Reagan and Trax had a healthy baby boy. Savage just let me know. Stone Patrick is his name,” I announce to the guys as Eagle walks back up to us. 

They all take a few seconds to cheer before settling down and getting on their bikes. It doesn’t take us long to get back on the road and heading toward the meeting point. I want to let my mind drift to Dallas and think of some way I can make this shit up to her. But, I have no clue where she lives, her last name, or anything else. Yeah, I could have Hawk work his magic and find her from the dating app, but I don’t want to push her or do something else to piss her off. Or upset her. Dallas seems like a great girl and I truly want to get to know her. 

For the first time since joining the Fallen Brethren MC, I want to be doing anything else but being a member. I’ve never felt that way about the club that’s given me a family, a place to call home, and a purpose in life when I didn’t have one. Over the years, I have devoted myself to the club and always been there for every single man I consider a brother. I might not be close to them all, but I’ve been there when they’ve needed me. Tripp is honestly the only one I’ve let myself get close to because he didn’t give me a choice in the matter. He’s my best friend because he decided one day that it’s what was gonna happen between us and didn’t take no for an answer. At first, I hated it. I didn’t want to let him or anyone else in to my life and know the hell I went through. Tripp didn’t give a shit and pushed his way in like a bull in a China shop.

“You good, Titan? Seems like you’re a million miles away?” Eagle asks me through our comms as we ride down the road. 

“I’m good, Eagle. My mind is here where it needs to be, I promise. None of you will get hurt on my watch as usual,” I answer him, clearing all the thoughts from my mind and focusing on the road in front of me. 

Cash and Panther have ridden a ways ahead of us to look out for any cops or other danger that might be heading our way. Usually it would only be Trax if he’s on the run since he’s the Road Captain. If he’s not there, it’s another officer that takes his place so we know we can trust the man looking out for us. For some reason, both of them have left us as Kidd moves from the back with Eagle and I to the front so Jay’s not the first vehicle in our little convoy. I’ll always remain at Eagle’s side since he’s the Vice President of our club. Usually, I’d be next to Reaper. Today, that’s not the case. 

“You need to talk, I’m here. Don’t matter what it’s about. Lately, you’ve been smilin’ and constantly on your phone. We’ve all noticed that shit. Don’t let this shit take away your chance at happiness, Titan. Fight for what you want,” he tells me, his voice letting me know he’s been thinking along the same lines as me lately. 

“I got it. It doesn’t matter anymore, Eagle. This run and last minute change fucked it all up. But, we need to keep our head in the game and focus on what we’re doin’ out here. Not gonna fuck up and lose one of you because I’m thinkin’ of other shit,” I tell him, shutting down further conversation about this shit. Especially when the rest of the guys can hear what we’re saying.

It takes us another hour to get to the location where we’re meeting our buyers. After a smooth exchange, we don’t linger and get back on the road to Clinton City. I still don’t let my mind wander to Dallas no matter how much it wants to. We could still have something happen and I won’t risk the lives of the guys with me because I’m lost in my head. Not when I’m not out riding on my own. Right now, I’m responsible for the lives of the men on this run with me. That’s my job as the Enforcer of the club and I take it seriously. So, until we get back to the clubhouse and I can lock myself in my room, I’ll keep my mind where it needs to be and nowhere else.
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Dallas

Six months later

THE LAST MONTH has been so damn busy. After searching for five months, I finally found the land I wanted to buy so I could build my clinic. Every single day for five months I spent looking at one property after another and there was something wrong with every single one of them. Especially when it came to the amount of land that was included. I want a good chunk so I can put in some play areas for the dogs I may have in my care without them being cooped up all together or being stuck inside unless I go out with them for a walk or something. Once I found the land I wanted, everything started moving at a rapid pace and now I’m finally ready to open the doors of the Clinton City Vet Clinic. It’s an unoriginal name, but that’s never been one of my strong suits. It doesn’t really matter as long as I can do what I love and help animals that need it. Honestly, it’s been my entire focus and that’s been great because it hasn’t given me time to think about Adam unless it’s late at night and I’m ready to fall into bed. Then, I can’t seem to get him off my mind. 

So many times over the last six months I’ve wanted to reinstall the dating app and see if he’s still on there. To message him and see how he’s doing or if he even bothered to respond to the message I sent him. When I blocked him, the messages and shit we’d spent countless hours sending didn’t go away like I thought they would and I didn’t have the strength to delete the thread myself. That’s why I deactivated my account and uninstalled the app from my phone. The temptation to go in and re-read our messages was too strong for me to ignore. Adam had his chance with me and he decided I wasn’t worth the time to show up in person despite the connection we were forming through our messages. That’s on him and him alone. It doesn’t mean it doesn’t still hurt though. It does more than I thought it would. With Adam, there was no keeping the walls up and trying to hide my true self from him. He’d go along with the weird shit that would come flying out of my mouth at the most random times and everything else. For the first time, I thought I found a guy who liked me for me and nothing more. That’s one reason why I didn’t tell him who my dad is. 

I’ve had guys in the past want to date me simply because of who my dad is and it sucks. My dad isn’t famous or a man who would ever consider doing something for someone else because of their role in my life. He’s the mayor of Clinton City and takes his job seriously. The citizens of Clinton City being safe and protected is his biggest job and he does absolutely everything in his power to ensure the drugs stay out of our city and the crime rate remains low. There’s no way you can ever truly get rid of crime from a town, but he does what he can to work with the local law enforcement and the Fallen Brethren MC. We all know they do a lot to keep the drugs out of Clinton City and the crime rate low. Their club can do things the cops, lawyers, and judges can’t do. Where the officials of our city are restricted by laws, rules, and regulations, the club can sneak under all that and take care of business without as many people getting hurt because they do everything they can to protect the innocent people. 

I don’t know how often my dad has worked with the club, but I know it’s happened in the past. That’s one of the reasons I didn’t freak out when Adam mentioned he was in a motorcycle club. There’s only one in Clinton City and that told me he’s a member. Hell, my dad might know exactly who Adam is. But, that’s not something I need to think about because Adam is no longer any part of my life and I’ll keep it that way because I have too much going on in my life to think about a biker who’s surrounded by women all day long and can have anyone he wants. It’s honestly kind of my fault for thinking he’d want the fat girl when he can have the women resembling models.

“Dallas! Where are you?” I hear my best friend Emmie call out from the front of my clinic. 

“In the back,” I answer her, my voice muffled with my head in the back of one of the kennels where the dogs will be held if they have to stay overnight or I board them for an owner. 

I hear the clicking of Emmie’s heels as she makes her way through the clinic and heads for me in the back. Emmie has been my best friend for as long as I can remember. We met in elementary school and she stuck to me. Both of us were the smallest in our class and we got picked on because we were so small. Instead of letting the mean girls get to us, we found things to bond over and formed a lifelong friendship that no one will ever take from us. She doesn’t care who my dad is or what he does for work. Emmie treats him like he’s her dad too and picks on him relentlessly when we’re all together. We’re complete opposites and most people would think it would hinder our friendship, but it only makes us stronger. 

“What the hell are ya doing with your ass in the air, Dallas?” she asks, laughter filling the room I have lined with kennels. 

This backroom has the bare minimum in it. The walls are painted white and the floor is simple tile so it’s easy to clean if any of the dogs have an accident before I can get them outside. Each of the kennels does have a doggy door that leads outside to a fenced-in area for each dog to spend time if they choose to. Inside each kennel is a bed, food and water bowls, and a small toy for the dogs. I’ve got a small room that will hold any cats I have to keep overnight or board for their owners. These are the two rooms I plan on spending most of my time when I’m not working because I’ll find any excuse I can to play with animals and give them love. It’s one of the main reasons I wanted to become a vet. I’ve got plenty of animals of my own at home waiting for me to come feed and water them. 

Backing out of the kennel after making sure everything is as I want it, I look up at Emmie as she stands above me. Emmie has long blonde hair with the brightest blue eyes that have a hint of gray in them. Her body has curves but she works out seven days a week so she’s toned and always has that golden tan skin. Some days I hate her for the tan alone and she knows it because I tell her. She’s taller than I am now and that’s only accentuated by the heels she wears daily. Emmie is one of those women who can actually run in heels and not get tripped up. I even think about putting heels on and I’m tripping over the air around me. It’s not fair! Adam wouldn’t have blown her off if they were the ones talking, he’d have done everything in his power to show up for their date and made sure he secured a second one before the first ended. 

“Waiting for a man to come take care of me obviously,” I tell her, a smirk on my face because that’s not what I was gonna say at all. 

Emmie starts laughing her ass off. She’s laughing so hard she has to bend over and hold her hands on her knees or she’ll fall to the floor next to me. 

“Okay. So, um, I think you’re going about finding a man to take care of you wrong if you’re hiding out back here with your ass in the air,” she says, causing another round of laughter to spill from us. “Though, from the back can be good. So, maybe do that when you’re not hiding out in the kennel of your clinic that’s not even open yet.” 

“Very funny,” I deadpan, getting off the floor and closing the door of the kennel but not locking it. 

“What else do you have to do here today?” Emmie asks, looking around before walking over to the window to look out where I have the two large play areas fenced off. 

“I don’t honestly know. I’ve been through the exam rooms and made sure they’re all fully stocked. All the equipment is set up and working properly from the tests that I’ve run with them. The operating room is also set up and stocked completely. Everything in the front at the receptionist desk is ready to go. I mean, you can change whatever you want up there, but you have everything you’ll need. Have you been practicing the programs you’ll be using here?” I ask Emmie who will be my technician and bring the animals in to find out what’s going on with them before I step foot in the exam room because she knows how important this is to me and wants to be a part of it. 

“I have. I’ve got them all down and won’t have an issue with anything when you open the doors. What about the receptionist you hired? When is she supposed to get to town?” 

“She’ll be here tomorrow. The trip had to be extended by a day because she ended up blowing a tire in the middle of nowhere and the radiator shit the bed at the same time. She had to wait for them to get the parts in before they could fix it. Her name is Charlotte and she feels horrible,” I tell Emmie as we leave the back room and I make sure the lights are turned off. 

“That sucks. Are you still gonna stock the breakroom for us?” Emmie asks, her mind always on food and what she’s gonna snack on next. 

“Of course. I’ll go shopping tomorrow night and bring everything over here so it’s ready when we open the doors in two days. It will give Charlotte a day to get her things moved into her apartment and if she needs help, I’ve already volunteered to help her. What are we doing the rest of the night?” I ask my best friend knowing she showed up this late for a reason.

“Not much, honestly. You’ve been here working so much that I know you’re tired and ready to head home. So, I thought we’d grab a bite to eat and then you can head home to curl up on the couch with all of your animals,” she informs me as we walk through the clinic and make sure everything is shut off. 

Tomorrow I won’t be here until I go shopping and bring the groceries in. It’s something my dad and Emmie made me promise because I’ve been working sixteen hour days to get everything ready to go inside and out of the clinic. They’ve helped where they could, but when I take on a project I’m truly passionate about, it’s best to stay out of my way. Emmie and my dad learned that early on. The same goes when I get in a mood and start cleaning. It’s best to just let me do my thing and I’ll talk about things when I’m ready. 

Once we’re sure everything is shut off, Emmie and I make our way outside and head for our cars. 

“I feel like eating at Brothers tonight. Are you good with that?” Emmie asks me as she opens her door and waits to get in. 

“Yeah,” I answer, dread filling me because I know it’s one of the businesses the club owns and I’ve been avoiding them so I don’t have to worry about possibly running into Adam. 

“If he’s there, you can ignore him, babe. I won’t let you get hurt and you know this,” Emmie tells me, knowing where my thoughts are without me saying a word to her. 

“I know you will. Let’s get this over with,” I tell her, getting in my car and letting her leave first. 

Everything I still have to get done today runs through my head as we make the trip through town. I’ve got to feed my animals, let them out to get fresh air, clean my house, make something to snack on while I watch a movie when I finally manage to get in bed, and so many other things. There is never a second of my day that I’m not busy doing something. It’s been like that since we lost my mom. I took over her role and made sure my dad didn’t feel like he was missing out on something because he had no one to help him carry the load of having a daughter, working full-time, and everything else a parent does every single day. It didn’t take me long to get into a routine that enabled me to do everything I wanted to accomplish in a day no matter how many hours that left me to sleep before getting up and starting all over again. 

Brothers is an amazing place to eat if you don’t want to go to the diner or anywhere else in Clinton City to eat. Their burgers are thick and juicy and you’ll always make a mess of yourself when you eat one. I don’t know what they do to the fries or mozzarella sticks, but again, they’re amazing and I usually have a hard time deciding between the two of them. You can get almost anything you want to eat at Brothers too. They don’t just serve your typical bar food here. It's one of the many reasons the place is so popular if you ask me. Emmie and I used to come here all the time and it’s been a while since we stopped in. Longer than I’d like to admit and it’s because of me.

When we pull into Brothers, I notice a few bikes parked off to the side of the parking lot. It’s where the club members usually back their bikes in here. Nerves fill me at the thought of Adam possibly owning one of those bikes. One of the things Adam and I talked about was seeing where we went after meeting. He doesn’t want to put some random girl on the back of his bike and I understand that. Honestly, my dad used to ride and he would only ever take my mom out for rides. I would go on short rides up and down the street when I was a very little girl, but my dad wouldn’t put anyone else on the back besides her. I wasn’t surprised when he sold it after she passed away because he loved riding with her and didn’t go out very often if it was just him. So, I can’t blame Adam for how he feels about his own bike when I’ve seen that kind of thought in action with my dad. 

After parking next to Emmie, I get out of my car and we head inside. The place is pretty empty right now, but I know it’s just a matter of time before all the tables are filled with customers and the stools in front of the bar are packed. There’s hardly ever a time this place isn’t crawling with so many people that there’s hardly room to move or breathe. I’ve been in here with Emmie on a Friday night. It’s insane and you can hardly move an inch in any direction. Especially with all the women in here trying to snag a biker for themselves. They all come out dressed in hardly any clothing with make-up caked on their faces. I’ve watched them throw themselves at the bikers and hardly ever get turned away from them. Emmie and I simply stay to ourselves and have a good time watching everyone as we dance. I hate dancing with Emmie because she always gets asked to dance and leaves me alone. At the same time, I slink back to our table and sit alone while she has fun. It’s not her fault she’s gorgeous and can get any guy she wants. 

“Take a seat anywhere and I’ll be right with you,” Lyssa says, a smile on her face. 

Lyssa grew up with us in Clinton City and she’s always been so sweet to everyone around her. I was surprised the first time I saw her working here, but I get why she’d want to. Lyssa hasn’t had the best life and is now a single mom to the best little boy. I’ve spent some time with them here and there over the years. Lyssa’s a hard worker and I know the members of the club protect their employees as they do one another. So, I can’t blame her for wanting to work in a place like this.

Emmie leads me to a table closer to the back and lets me sit with my back to the bikers sitting a few booths behind us. I can barely hear them talking despite the place being as empty as I’ve ever seen it before. Not that I’d ever eavesdrop on one of their conversations. You just don’t do that. We don’t bother looking over the menus because we both know what is served here and will make up our minds at the very last second. It’s what always happens with us when we’re here. I could literally walk in here wanting one thing and then when I order, it’s not what comes out of my mouth. Emmie always laughs at me because this happens every single time. So, we just don’t bother saying what we want to eat here. 

“Those bikers are fine as fuck,” Emmie says, her eyes on the booth behind me. “I know you don’t want anything to do with them, but I will say right now that if one of them gave the slightest sign they were interested, I’d be all over it in a heartbeat.” 

“I know you would. And I wouldn’t stop you. Just because I didn’t have a good experience with one doesn’t mean the same will be true for you. Go for it if that’s what you want, Emmie,” I tell her, watching as Lyssa makes her way over to us while brushing a few loose pieces of hair out of her face. 

“Not gonna do that shit while you’re here with me, Dallas. You mean more to me than that,” my best friend answers as Lyssa stops at our table for our orders. 

Emmie and I order our food and each have a soda to go with our meal. Lyssa assures us our food will be out soon and goes to get our drinks before Emmie and I start talking about everything and nothing at all. We’ve been friends for so long that most of our conversations only make sense to us and no one else gets what we talk about. She keeps me entertained and only lets her attention travel to the bikers’ table a few times while we enjoy our meal before we head out to go home for the night. 

The trip to my house isn’t a long one as I prepare myself to tackle my ever-growing to-do list. First thing is spending time with my animals though. They always come first with me and that’s never gonna change. I currently have two cats, one dog, and a rabbit. If I had a bigger house and yard, I’d have more animals. Eventually I’ll be able to get my goats and horses. It’s something I’ve always wanted and I’ll make it happen one day. For now, I’ll focus on what I do have and count my blessings because my animals are my entire world. 
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Chapter Two
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OUR FAMILY IS constantly expanding it seems. Reagan and Kendell have had their babies and everyone is still gushing over them. Trax and Hawk make amazing dads and have been at their wives’ sides throughout everything. We’ve all tried to help them out when we can because we are a family and that’s what you do for one another. Even though I know next to nothing about kids, especially babies, I help out when I can and have watched the kids more than once. Some of the guys actually have a pool going to see who the next ol’ lady to get pregnant is. I’m not betting on this one, but I know Cash is. He’s got his money on Alex getting pregnant again before Zoey. If I were gonna add my two cents, I’d say they both get pregnant around the same time. But, who knows. My brothers are horny fuckers and they are with their ol’ lady as often as possible. It’s one of the reasons why I want to find a woman of my own. A woman I thought could’ve been Dallas when we were talking. Before everything went to shit. 

Over the last six months, I haven’t been myself and everyone can see it. I’ve had Reaper pull me into his office more than once trying to see where my head is. He’s apologized more than once for sending me on the run that day. It’s not his fault. We all knew that Reagan was ready to go into labor at any time. Savage wouldn’t have been thinking right if he went instead of me. No, my head wasn’t exactly in the game that day, but I was better than he would’ve been for sure. Tripp has been at my side every single day and rarely leaves me alone. He’s tried to get me to go out with him and some of the other single guys more than a few times and I always refuse. I’ve spent a lot of time alone either in my bedroom or back out by the pond. That’s only when I know Hawk and Kendell aren’t out there. I don’t want to intrude on their family time so it’s usually in the middle of the night when I go out there. 

Savage is another one who feels that he has to make something up to me. He knows that I was supposed to go out on a date that day. Everyone in the clubhouse at this point does. Even the Fallen girls. These men gossip more than anyone else I’ve ever met in my entire life. Every single day Savage will single me out and ask me a hundred questions about if I’m doing okay, if there’s anything he can do for me, and so many more. I’m getting kind of tired of everyone asking me what they can do to make the situation better. The answer is short and simple—nothing. If things were meant to be between Dallas and me, she wouldn’t have given up after one time of me not showing. She would have let me explain the situation and we could’ve either moved past it or decided to go our separate ways. Instead, she chose to just cut all ties and that’s okay because it’s her decision. I don’t like it, but I won’t force her to change her mind or give me a few minutes to explain what happened to her. 

I’ve always been a man who’s comfortable on my own. I don’t need to constantly talk to someone or be surrounded by a ton of other people. When I’m on my own, I typically reflect on my life and the journey I’ve been on so far. It hasn’t always been a good life that I’ve led, but it’s my journey and I’m honestly proud of the man I am today. Of all the things I’ve overcome in my life and how I’ve made myself proud. Unlike my dad, I’m not a drunk who gets off on beating those weaker than him. I don’t go out and fuck every female that walks around thinking I’m God’s gift and they owe me. I’m pretty sure he’s raped more than one woman in his time, but I’ve never been able to prove it. Instead of killing him like I wanted to so often over the years when I was growing up, I walked away from him and started my life over. Somewhere far away from him where he’d never bother to travel to look for me. My dad is a lazy fucker and he won’t leave my hometown unless it truly benefits him. Finding me isn’t on the list of things that benefit him because he knows I can kick his ass these days. I did once or twice before I left home all those years ago. 

I don’t resent or hate Dallas for making the decision she did. She doesn’t know who I am as a man. Maybe she has a past where the guys have treated her like shit. That’s not the kind of guy I am, but she’d have to get to know me in order to truly understand and know that. So, it’s okay that she chose to block me on the dating app and not read my last message to her. I hate that we didn’t get a chance to explore whatever was going on between us. When I started my profile on the dating app, I honestly wasn’t expecting anything at all to happen. I thought I’d find someone I could take on a date or two and that would be the end of it like it’s been in the past for me. It doesn’t take long for me to determine if a woman has an ulterior motive for wanting to be with me. They’re usually the women who want to ride a biker for a night or two just to get it out of their system. I didn’t get that vibe from Dallas. Yeah, I told her I was in a club and rode, but we didn’t really go into detail and she didn’t ask me a hundred questions about the life, my bike, or anything else club related. It was refreshing. 

For the first time in my life, I felt a connection starting to build with a woman and all we did was talk online. I didn’t think you could form any kind of connection online through a damn phone screen. But we did. I know I wasn’t the only one feeling it either. Dallas mentioned it one of the times she said something she didn’t mean to. It’s so fucking adorable when we’re talking and she just randomly says something that she didn’t mean to. When it happens, it’s usually something sexual and I can’t help but laugh because she gets flustered and starts apologizing as if it offends me. Nothing she has ever said offended me. If anything, it only got me thinking about what I want to do to her and if she’d be willing to do some of the things she’s randomly blurted out. 

Now, I can’t stop thinking about the woman who captured my entire attention without any real effort at all. Our conversation easily flowed at all times and there wasn’t anything we couldn’t talk about. She’d even talk to me about the books she’s been reading. Some of them are interesting sounding to say the least. I know most of the ol’ ladies in the club read on a daily basis whenever they have a few minutes to spare. Even Rebel has been caught more than a few times reading behind the bar when she’s not doing something else for us. None of us say a word to her because she does more than her fair share of work and doesn’t ever complain. Plus, I think two certain members would blow a gasket if anyone tried to tell Rebel not to do something she wanted to. I’ve been watching it slowly happen for a few months now and I’m not sure if it’s going to lead to anything, but I know the guys are hoping it will. 

Even when I go to sleep at night, I dream of Dallas and the life we could’ve had together. I feel like I already know so much about her and what makes her the woman she is today. The woman has a love of animals that I’ve never seen before. She currently has two cats, a dog, and a rabbit. Eventually she wants even more animals and I know I wouldn’t have the power to tell her no if we were together. Hell, I’d probably randomly bring something home for her to have just because she might have mentioned it in passing. Dallas is the sweetest woman I’ve ever met in my life but she doesn’t have the confidence in herself like she should. I’m not sure who made her doubt how sexy she is, but I’ll fucking gut the fucker if I ever find out who it is. Dallas also loves the people that she lets into her life. I know she’s got a best friend that is more like her sister than just a friend. They grew up together and bonded over the way everyone else would pick on them. So, their friendship was a form of protection and now she can’t imagine going a day without her girl by her side. 
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