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Tease Me is dedicated to all of the amazing readers in the world. Without you none of us would be able to chase our dreams and do what we love to do. I’d also like to dedicate it to my alpha readers who do such amazing jobs as they go through each story I write. You’re all amazing! 
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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 little tease.

One glimpse of you and I want to spend countless hours teasing you. The more I get to know you, the harder I fall. You’re my dream girl come to life. A taste, a touch, the way you look at me is all a test of my strength. Who can tease one another more?

One little tease.

One chance encounter proves to be too much. I want to tease you into temptation. You give me what I want and need without judgement. Your taste, a caress, the way your eyes darken in desire is a test of my limits. Can I tease you enough to win the ultimate prize?
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Kendell

MY SISTER, NEPHEW, and I have been in Clinton City for a few weeks now. I go to the warehouses to see my sister and Gideon every single day. So far, my sister isn’t making any progress on coming out of her shell and getting past this latest attack from Martin. It breaks me to see her as nothing more than a shell of her former self, but there’s nothing I can do to help her. When she’s ready to open up and let others in, she’ll let us know. At least that’s what the counselor at the warehouses who sees her every day told me when we met yesterday. My sister gave her permission to talk to me about her progress and what the plan is for moving forward. Right now, there’s not a lot to the plan because of my sister’s reluctance to come out of her room and get out of bed each day. So, I do what I can to help her and spend hours every day with Gideon. We don’t leave the safety of the warehouses, but I’m still there for him and get him outside for a while each day while enjoying lunch and dinner with him. 

Today, I’m not going to the warehouses. Kelsey’s counselor let me know that they’re going to try something very intense with my sister today while starting Gideon in his own counseling at the same time so he’s not in the room with his mom. So, I’ve been trying to find something to do at the house Hawk and his club put me in. There’s really only so much I can do when I literally have nothing with me other than a few changes of clothes. The house I’m in is at the back of the clubhouse. It’s a single story home with an open floor plan. Every room inside the house is painted in white and all of the appliances are stainless steel and brand-new. The bed I have to sleep in is the most comfortable thing I’ve ever slept in and I might have to steal it when I can leave here. I’ve got three bedrooms, an office, a large kitchen with an attached dining room, a large living room, and a laundry room. There’s three bathrooms including the one in my bedroom and everything is immaculate. I have hardly anything to clean so there’s really nothing to do during the day. 

I’ve tried listening to music, watching a movie, and reading. Every book I tried to get into hasn’t held my attention for more than a few pages. Getting off the couch, I make my way outside. The house I’m in isn’t too far from the pond that’s out behind the clubhouse. There’s a large pavilion that would be perfect for parties and a gazebo. When I’m here, I tend to sit in the gazebo and stare out over the water as I contemplate my life and what I’m going to do once we can leave here. The only thing I know for sure is that I won’t be leaving Clinton City without my sister and nephew. They’re the only family I have left and I’m not going to leave them behind for any reason. 

Walking toward the gazebo, it doesn’t take me long to hear the sound of moaning coming from the place I’ve claimed as my own. Stopping in my tracks, I can make out a woman getting fucked hard by one of the guys in the club. He’s still wearing his cut and his pants are down far enough to expose his cock as he fucks the girl. She’s got her head thrown back with her long hair covering her exposed chest. Looking closer, I can see her hands tied by a rope above her head as she yanks and tries to get them loose to touch the man in front of her. I can’t take my eyes away from the scene in front of me as the man’s hips piston faster and harder while he buries his face in the neck of the woman. 

“Fuck me harder, Hawk,” the woman moans out, her voice echoing in the still air around us. 

I gasp and capture the attention of Hawk. He turns his head toward me and I can’t decipher the look in his eyes from the distance between us. Hawk does nothing to take his eyes off of me though. It’s like we’re locked onto one another and are lost in our own world despite him fucking another woman. I know I should turn away and head back to the house, but my feet are rooted to the ground beneath me and there’s no way I can move or stop watching Hawk. I don’t even care about the woman he’s with. All of my attention is on him as I watch him wrap one of his hands around her throat. His hand is tattooed and I can’t help but wonder what it would feel like wrapped around my own throat as he fucks me hard. 

In seconds, my panties are soaked and I’m so turned on. If I were alone, I’d take care of the ache settling in my core. Instead, I just keep my gaze locked on Hawk as I can sense him nearing his release. His hips are moving frantically and becoming more erratic with every thrust. My eyes drag down his body to find his other hand gripping the woman’s hip tightly. The kind of grip that will no doubt leave bruises behind. I’m so used to missionary sex that barely lasts long enough for the guy to stick his dick in me and Hawk clearly doesn’t have that problem. 

“Hawk!” the woman screams out, her body thrashing against the post of the gazebo. 

With my gaze still locked on Hawk, I watch him thrust into the woman a few more times before his body stills and he roars out his release. He doesn’t say a name or anything as he finally breaks the connection between us and throws his head back while his eyes slide closed. Finally, I can move my feet. Turning around, I race back toward the house I’m staying in. I’ve never once watched another couple have sex and I feel disgusting for doing so now. The way Kelsey and I were raised, that’s not something that’s done. At the same time, I’m so unbelievably turned on that I can’t focus on anything other than the need to know what Hawk fucking me would feel like. So many questions fill my mind and a hundred scenarios play out like a porno. This has never happened to me before. 

My body feels like it’s on fire as lust roars through my veins. The aching at my core is only getting worse with every picture and scene I let play out in my mind. Rushing through the front door of the house, I close it behind me and make sure it’s locked before heading straight for my room. I strip on my way to the bathroom so I can take a cold shower and hopefully calm this raging need filling me. I’ve never touched myself and wouldn’t know what to do now in order to take away the ache. Kelsey might be younger than me, but she has more experience and she’s usually the one I’d talk to about this kind of thing. Yes, we talk about everything and it doesn’t matter what it is. At least we used to before Martin entered the picture. 

I let the water remain as cold as I can stand it before stepping under the shower and letting it rain down over me. The scenes in my head don’t stop or even begin to slow down. My hands trail down over my body for a few seconds before I pull them away and clench them into fists at my side. I’m a slut for even thinking about touching myself. It’s bad enough I’ve had sex twice when I’m not married. If my father were alive, he’d beat me senseless for just thinking about touching myself. Grabbing my shampoo, I begin to wash my hair just so I have something to do with my hands. I make quick work of cleaning myself before getting out of the shower and drying off. 

After getting dressed and brushing my hair before tossing it up into a messy bun, I make my way out to the kitchen to see what I can find to make for dinner tonight. One of the many perks about living here right now is that I don’t have to go get my own groceries. Once a week one of the Prospects comes over to get a grocery list from me and he goes to buy what I need before dropping it back off. He won’t even take money for it either. The first time it happened, he told me it was being taken care of by the club since I was here with no choice in the matter because of my sister’s situation. The Prospect had a sinister smirk on his face and it made me feel uneasy. That’s the only time I’ve seen that particular guy though.

I manage to find the ingredients I need to make pork chops, a potato salad, some fresh fruit, and corn on the cob. Yes, I can eat and I don’t let myself go hungry. That’s why I’m bigger than what’s fashionable and why I can’t ever seem to capture and hold a man’s attention. I don’t honestly care though. After what I’ve seen of relationships and how horrendous men are to the women in their lives, I don’t know that I want a relationship with anyone. I’m perfectly content on my own and finding someone to scratch an itch when I have one. Even if I don’t really get anything out of it. I guess that’s why I’ve only been with two different guys in my entire life. 
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After making myself dinner, I grab a bowl of cut up strawberries and make my way back outside. This time I won’t be going anywhere near the gazebo. I honestly don’t see myself going back there for a long time. The last thing I want is to catch another show from Hawk or anyone else in the club. I’ve got my tablet in my hands as I take a seat on the swing sitting just outside the front of the house. With the sun going down, I can read without a harsh glare on my screen. It helps that the swing has one of those canopies over the top of it as well. Pushing off with my foot, I set the swing moving slowly so I can eat and try to get into a book. 

I don’t know how long I spend outside with the gentle breeze blowing over me before a shadow covers me. Looking up, I see Hawk standing in front of me with a smirk on his face. I can feel my face heating with a blush as I remember what I saw earlier in the day. This is not a conversation I want to have with Hawk. Not now or any time in the future. I’m so embarrassed about how I acted and that I watched such an intimate moment between him and his girlfriend. 

“Whatcha doin’ out here?” he asks me, his voice deep as it washes over me and sends a chill through my body. 

“Reading and eating some strawberries,” I answer him, lowering my eyes as if I’d rather read than worry about him standing over me. 

Hawk is a gorgeous man and he knows it. He’s got short, dark hair that’s cut short on the sides and longer on the top. His brown eyes remind me of warm, melted chocolate on a hot summer’s day. I can seriously get lost in their chocolate depths. He’s got that five o’clock shadow thing going on all day long and I see more than a few piercings on him. It only makes me wonder what the hell else is pierced on his body. So far, I’ve never seen him in anything other than a pair of jeans, bike boots, and either a tee-shirt or tank top with his cut over top of it. The man is every woman’s sexual fantasy and I’m here for it. I can say with a hundred percent honesty that he’s starred in more than a few of mine since the day I called for help and he showed up at my sister’s house. 

“What do you read?” he questions, not moving or leaving me alone. 

“I read smut. Porn for women in book form you could call it,” I tell him, my blush deepening as I still don’t look up at him. 

Hawk starts laughing and it startles me enough to look up at the man in front of me. His head is thrown back much like it was earlier today and his eyes are once again closed. Hawk’s laughter lights up his entire face. 

“I was not expectin’ you to say that,” he finally says after laughing for a few minutes at my expense. 

“There’s no point in lying about what I’m reading,” I tell him, my hackles rising because I know plenty of people that have teased me for what I read. “I like what I like and I’m not about to change that shit for anyone.” 

“I don’t blame you at all. I’ve got nothin’ against you readin’ all the smut you want, Kendell. About earlier,” he begins as I raise my hand to stop him from continuing. 

“We don’t have to talk about it at all. I’m sorry I intruded in a private moment between your girlfriend and you. I’ve never run into anyone out here before and spend time sitting in the gazebo when I start going crazy from being inside the house. It won’t happen again. I’ve honestly never done anything like that before in my life,” I tell him, looking down once more as embarrassment floods my body. 

“First of all, that wasn’t my girlfriend. I don’t have a girlfriend. Honestly, I don’t know that I’ve ever had one in my entire life. Secondly, we’re very open with our sexuality here. I’ve seen more cock, tits, and ass than I ever thought possible. You’ll walk into the common room during a party and find couples or groups fucking out in the open. It’s nothin’ to us. I just wanted to make sure you were okay because I could tell that you were embarrassed and there’s nothin’ to be embarrassed about. If you like watchin’, that won’t be an issue around here. If you like bein’ watched, there’s no reason to be ashamed of that either,” Hawk says as if we’re talking about the weather and not sex. 

“That’s not how I was raised. I was taught that sex is between a man and a woman and it should be kept to the privacy of their bedroom. We were also taught not to have sex before we got married and I’ve blown that out of the water,” I tell Hawk as my face flames with an even hotter blush than the conversation was already causing me to do. 

“Kendell, it’s okay to explore your sexuality and find out what you like, don’t like, and all that shit. There’s nothin’ wrong with it and don’t let anyone ever try to tell you there is. Sex is dirty, messy, and fun as fuck if you let yourself go and enjoy the experience. So, I’m not pissed or anythin’ else that you caught me havin’ sex in the gazebo. I’m also not pissed that you stayed to watch either. The only time we don’t have sex out in the open is when the kids are in the clubhouse. Alex would have all of our balls if one of them walked in on that,” Hawk says, leaning forward and lifting my head with a finger under my chin. 

“I’m not here for guys, sex, or anything else, Hawk. I’m here because of my sister and nephew. They’re my priorities and that’s how it will always be. I’ve never had a relationship because there’s no point in being with someone who’s only going to cheat, lie, or abuse you. Yes, I know the same can be said of women as well. I’m not an idiot. I will be here as long as it takes for Martin to back off of my sister and her to get on her own two feet. When she moves on from Clinton City, I will too,” I tell Hawk, grabbing my empty cup from the strawberries and my tablet so I can make my way back inside. “I’m all for everyone doing whatever it is that makes them happy, but that will never be me.” 

“You never know until you try, Sparky. I’ll be here when you’re ready to test the waters and experiment. I’m not goin’ anywhere,” he says, laughter filling his voice as my steps quicken and I lock myself inside the house where no one can get to me. 

My breathing is escalated and I can feel the heat covering my chest, neck, and face. I can hear my heartbeat forcing every other thought away from my ears as I slump against the door. Again, I’ve got that ache in my core that’s just begging for me to do something to make it go away. More images flash in my mind from Hawk’s words. The thought of walking into the clubhouse, where I’ve never been, and seeing people have sex out in the open when they have parties is enough to blow my mind. Like I said, that’s not how I was raised and I wouldn’t even know where to begin if I wanted to explore my sexuality at all. And I’d definitely never go to Hawk to learn anything about sex. He’s clearly not a man who has sex with a girlfriend and I’m sure the woman I saw him with earlier is just one in a very long line of women he’s been with. I’ll never live up to his expectations or requirements in that department. I might have a high school crush on him, but that will easily go away if I don’t leave the house. 

With a plan in mind, I push off of the door and make my way over to the kitchen so I can take care of the dishes from dinner. I want to soak in a warm bath and read for a while longer before I climb into bed. Tomorrow I want to be at the warehouses as early as I can get there so I can spend time with my sister and Gideon. I’ll meet with the counselor to find out how their sessions went before I even get to see them. My only hope is that neither one of my remaining family members are hurt even more by what was done today. That will remain my focus moving forward. I can’t afford to think of sexy men or anything else. Kelsey and Gideon will be my entire focus so we can get even farther away from Martin and start our lives over somewhere else. 
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Chapter Two
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Hawk

IT’S BEEN A week since Kendell watched me have sex in the gazebo with one of the Fallen girls. I really wasn’t expecting her to go out there that early in the day. She’s typically at the warehouse with her sister and nephew. It’s not the first time I’ve had sex in the gazebo. All of us have at one point or another over the years. However, having her watch me and seeing the pure lust on her face made me fuck Legs that much harder. I wasn’t performing for Kendell, but the thought of having her wrapped around me made me lose control. I’ve wanted this woman since the second I heard her on the phone asking for help for her sister and nephew. Seeing her when I got to the house only made me want her that much more. No, she’s not the one going through leaving her husband because he’s an abusive piece of shit, but she’s had her life uprooted all the same and I’m not trying to fuck with her and hurt her because I want to fuck. Kendell doesn’t deserve that shit and I don’t want a relationship so there’s no reason for me to go there. 

I know I told her I’d be around if she ever wanted to experiment, but that’s not truly something I can help her with. I’m a one and done kind of man. Unless it comes to the Fallen girls because they know what I’m about and won’t pressure me for more than I want to give them. Kendell is the kind of woman you settle down with. You marry her and give her babies. She’s not the woman you fuck somewhere random and then walk away. I hardly know her and I can tell that just from what I’ve learned and observed over the last three weeks. Yes, I’ve been watching her and keeping an eye on things as she lives at the compound. 

When we get a new person to help out of a horrible situation, I always do a background check on them to see what the club is actually getting involved in. Some situations are a lot worse than others and we need to know what we’re dealing with. Instead of putting the victim through hell and making them relive their trauma with a bunch of guys who more than likely intimidate and scared the fuck outta them, I do a background check instead. The counselors we’ve hired can work on getting information out of them during their sessions. They know how to do so without causing more damage and pain. So, I know more about Kendell than she thinks I know. 

Kelsey and Kendell sure didn’t grow up in a loving home. Their father beat their mother until it finally became too much for her. She took her own life in the home they lived in. I don’t know what happened after that, but I do know Kendell has never been in a serious relationship and her sister married Martin directly out of high school. Kendell has bounced from one job to the next. Right before she made the call for help, she lost a job at a sleazy bar in her town. Kendell always pays her bills, takes self-defense classes, and didn’t go to college. Every little thing I learn about her only makes me want to discover every secret she has and I’ve never felt that way before about anyone. To me, the people I do background checks on are nothing more than a job that I’m doing for the club. Kendell is something completely fucking different and I don’t know if I like it or not. Especially because she makes me feel things I’ve never felt before and is so much more than a job. 

Hearing her views on sex, I know she’s holding back her true self. Her father was an insanely religious man. He’d go to church multiple times a week and twice on Sunday. I’m not sure what led to him beating the hell out of his wife, but everything he did in his life revolved around his fucked-up belief system. Beliefs he forced on his wife and daughters as the girls grew up and his wife was forced to become a shell of the woman she was before meeting Kendell’s father. If he weren’t already dead, I’d find him and beat the fuck out of him for how he’s fucked his daughters up. The man was a fucking asshole and now to hear Kendell talk about sex as if it’s something to be ashamed of makes me angry. 

There’s a deep passion that lingers in Kendell. I saw it when she watched me having sex. She’s curious, wants to explore her desires, and find what brings her the most pleasure. Instead, she lives in a box and limits what she does and doesn’t do. I want to draw out the passion she feels and introduce her to a completely new world where she’s free and open to explore her sexuality in ways she’s never dreamed about. I guarantee reading those books she does is the closest to any kind of kink she has. Yes, I know exactly what Kendell reads because I hacked into her account and found all the smut she reads. I’ve actually downloaded a few of the books to see what she’s been reading. 

“Hawk, where the fuck you at man?” Eagle says, jostling me in the chair I’m in next to him. 

We’re sitting in the common room finishing our breakfast before we get our day started. 

“I’m here,” I automatically answer him, pushing the thoughts in my head about Kendell away. 

“No, you’re not. You’re thinkin’ about Kendell again, aren’t ya?” Eagle questions me, a raised eyebrow as he waits for my answer with a knowing smirk on his face. 

“Fuck!” I mutter, my brother laughing before turning serious once again. “I don’t know what the fuck is goin’ on with me when it comes to her. No matter what I do or where I am, she’s in my fuckin’ head. I want to discover every fuckin’ secret she has and tease her until she’s beggin’ for me to fuck her. The woman has a body made for sex and she doesn’t even fuckin’ know it. Hell, you should hear her views on sex.” 

“What do you know about her views on sex, brother?” 

“This is between the two of us, Eagle. I’m serious,” I say, looking around the common room to find it mainly empty as I lean closer to my brother. “She caught me fuckin’ Legs in the gazebo last week. Kendell was rooted to the fuckin’ spot and watched us. I went to talk to her later on and she told me that sex is meant to be private between a man and a woman. She also believes she shouldn’t have sex before she’s married, but says she’s had sex. Her father was a fuckin’ asshole and made his daughters feel ashamed to even think about their sexuality and want to have sex or experiment.” 

“What the fuck?” my brother growls out, his voice hard and cold because we’ve known countless men like this over the years. “That fucker still alive?” 

“No. Died a year ago,” I tell him as the door of the clubhouse opens and I see Kendell nervously step inside. “Sparky, what’s wrong?” 

I’m immediately out of my seat and rushing to Kendell’s side with my brother following me. Kendell’s hair is a mess, the long strands tangled and knotted as if someone was yanking on her hair and pulling her around. Her clothes have spots of grease and dirt all over them and she’s crying silent tears. My heart races at the thought of someone hurting the woman standing in front of me. 

“M-My c-car broke. I was on my way to the warehouses and something happened to the tire or something. It’s sitting at an odd angle and I don’t know what happened. I tried to see if I could find the problem, but I don’t know what I’m looking for. My sister and Gideon are waiting for me,” she says, the tears not stopping as more people surround her. 

“It’s okay, Sparky. We’ll figure out what’s goin’ on with your car. I’ll make sure you get to the warehouses so you can spend the day with your sister and nephew. Why don’t you go get cleaned up and change your clothes while I figure everythin’ else out,” I tell her, wanting to pull her into my arms and hold her close until she stops crying. 

Kendell nods her head at me before turning and leaving the clubhouse again. I don’t move or speak until the door closes behind her. Turning to face the men at my back, I take a deep breath and hold it for a few seconds before releasing it. 

“I got her car,” Trax speaks up as Savage nods with him. The two men leave before anything else is said. “I’m headin’ to the warehouses so I can get Kendell there. Later I’ll go over the security footage to make sure no one got in the compound and fucked with her car. Eagle, I’m gonna need you to do me a favor.” 

“What’s up, little brother?” he questions, completely serious because he knows I never ask him for favors if I don’t have to. 

“I want a full set of cameras up at the house Kendell’s stayin’ in. Around the full perimeter, the front and back doors, and one pointed out toward the gazebo because she does go spend time there. With me bein’ gone, I can’t get it all done while she’s not in the house. Can you handle that for me?” I ask him, knowing I’ve never taken things this far with anyone else as Eagle looks at me with the same knowledge.

“I’m on it. The second you guys leave, I’ll get everythin’ taken care of. Sparky, huh?” he returns, his smirk covering his face once more. 

“She fuckin’ ignites somethin’ in me and I don’t have the power to pull away from whatever the fuck it is,” I tell him as the rest of the guys walk away and return to what they were doing before Kendell entered the clubhouse for the very first time. 

The sight of Kendell entering the clubhouse looking as if someone attacked her brought forward every single protective instinct I’ve ever felt. I wanted to rip whoever hurt her limb from limb while holding her in my arms and making sure no one else can get close to her. I want to wipe the tears from her face and put a smile in its place because Kendell should never cry for any reason. Instead, I stood there like a fucking asshole and did nothing to comfort her but tell her to get cleaned up. What fucking woman wants to be told to get cleaned up? I’m a fucking idiot. 

“You gonna claim her?” Reaper asks as he steps out from the hallway where his office is. 

“No. She deserves more than this world. Kendell is too fuckin’ innocent for this way of life and I’m not gonna drag her into it because she makes me feel shit I’d rather not discuss,” I tell him as Rebel shakes her head behind the bar and I turn my full attention on her. “What’s up, Rebel?” 

“You men are fucking stupid as hell. You want to protect her and she makes you feel shit, so it’s time to pack up and run. I have a feeling Kendell is so much fucking stronger than you’ll ever know. If you let her walk away, Hawk, you’re gonna miss out on something amazing. That woman will give you the entire fucking world and make you the center of hers. She came into a clubhouse full of men she doesn’t know and her eyes never left you the second she locked onto you. And don’t think I don’t know about the ‘hawk’ reference either. That shit’s been talked about since you got the call. Obviously someone is trying to tell your ass something. Listen to it or lose out on the best woman you could have at your side,” Rebel states, lowering her head as she goes back to stocking the bar for the day and cleaning as she normally does. “By the way, your voice carries in here more than you realize.” 

Fuck! She’s heard our entire conversation. Eagle and I exchange a look before I shake my head and leave the clubhouse. Instead of getting one of the club’s SUVs, I head straight for my bike. I’ve never had a woman on the back of my bike before. It’s a seat reserved for the woman I’ll make my ol’ lady. However, the day is gorgeous and I want to have Kendell’s body wrapped around mine. I want to feel her ample chest pressed up against my back, have her arms wrapped around my waist, and let her experience riding a bike. I have no doubt it’s something she’s never done before. 

Straddling my girl, I start the engine and don’t bother putting on my helmet because I’m just going around to the back of the compound to pick Kendell up. Trax and Savage are working on her car as I pass by and take in the damage done. A tie rod definitely broke and I can’t even begin to think of what else they’ll find. Passing them, I don’t stop until I pull up to the house Kendell’s been staying at. It’s actually not too far from my own house. There’s nothing but grass between our houses and the unobstructed view has me watching her place far more often than not. Hell, I’ve spent more time in my house over the last three weeks than I have since it’s been built. I shut my engine off as I wait for Kendell to come back out of her house so we can head to the warehouses. 

It doesn’t take very long before I hear the front door open and look up to find Kendell standing there, staring out at me. The tears are no longer falling down her face. There’s a slight redness left behind and her eyes are slightly swollen from her crying. Something else is going on with her because there’s no way her car breaking down made her this upset. Kendell’s long hair hangs down her back, still wet. She’s wearing a tight pair of jeans that mold to every curve of her body and a tee-shirt that emphasizes her tits and exposes the top swell of them. Fuck! I want to taste every inch of her fucking body and see if her skin is truly as soft as it appears to be. 

“You gonna come over here so we can head out?” I ask Kendell when she doesn’t move from the door. 

“We’re, um, we’re going on your bike?” she questions, the hint of fear mixed with excitement filling her voice. 

“Yeah. Come on, Kelsey and Gideon are waitin’ for ya. Let’s get over there so you can spend a few hours with them before I have to bring you back here,” I tell her, knowing her sister and nephew will get her out of her head and on my bike. 

Kendell nods at me and locks the door behind her before shoving her keys in her pocket and making her way closer to me. She lets her eyes take in every inch of my bike and I let her inspect everything she wants. When she gets close to me, I stand from the bike and bring my leg over it so I can put my helmet on her head. I don’t have a spare and mine is gonna be big on her. It’s not ideal, but I’ll make it work. I’ve never thought of getting an extra helmet because I wasn’t planning on ever putting anyone on the back of my bike.

“Should I do something with my hair? Maybe braid it so the wind doesn’t whip it around?” she asks me as I step up closer to her. I’m close enough my arm brushes against the side of her chest causing Kendell to suck in a sharp breath. 

“Yeah. All the ol’ ladies usually braid their hair or somethin’ so it doesn’t become a tangled mess from the helmet and wind,” I answer her, not giving her room to maneuver. 

Kendell quickly braids her hair and I watch in fascination because it’s fucking perfect and she did it so damn fast. Most of the women use mirrors and brushes to get their hair to look as good as what Kendell just did in mere seconds. Shaking my head, I carefully put the helmet on her head and tilt it back so I can get the straps as tight as possible without hurting her. Kendell stares up at me and her gaze feels like a gentle caress against my face and upper body. I fumble the straps for a few seconds before clearing my throat and focusing on what I’m doing. Kendell closes her eyes when I tilt my head and move even closer to her, letting my fingers drag against the soft skin of her throat. Seeing my tattooed hand so close to her throat is filling my head with all kinds of images. Mainly the hand necklace variety. This fucking woman is making me crave her with every passing second and we’ve barely touched. 

Finally getting the helmet taken care of, I step back a fraction and go over what I need Kendell to do and what not to do on the bike. Straddling the seat once more, I hold out my hand after pointing out the pegs for her to step on. Like a fucking all-star, Kendell gets on my bike as if she’s done it a million times before. She doesn’t wobble or pretend she can’t get on like I’ve seen happen to other guys. Sparky follows all of my directions and is seated behind me in seconds. She hesitates a few seconds before moving forward and wrapping her arms around my waist. Grabbing her thighs, I pull her closer to me. She lets out a startled gasp as I lean into her body. Once she’s positioned behind me exactly as I want her, I start the engine and laugh when she lets out a little squeal as I rev the engine. This is nothing but sweet fucking torture as I move away from the house and Kendell’s arms tighten around me even more. I can honestly say, this wasn’t one of my better ideas. 
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Chapter Three
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Kendell

THE DAY TURNS out amazing. Riding Hawk’s bike with him is an experience unlike anything else. When I was leaving the compound and my car broke, I overreacted because the need to see my sister and nephew was overwhelming. Kelsey has been making strides over the last week and it’s important that I show her how much I love and support her. To think that I would miss a visit with them broke me. That was all swept away the second Hawk touched me when he was putting the helmet on my head and then when I climbed on his bike behind him. Being pressed up against Hawk’s strong, hard body was enough to make the deepest ache settle between my legs. Feeling his hard abs under my hands let me know just how strong he is and how many hours he spends taking care of his body and honing his muscles. 

It wasn’t until he left the compound that I truly felt free though. Everything faded to nothing as the wind whipped around us and I could take in parts of Clinton City as he rode through the streets. For the first time I took in details I’d never noticed before. Hawk didn’t speed or ride recklessly. I followed all the rules he told me before climbing on behind him. When I saw the warehouses appear in front of us, I wanted to tell Hawk to keep riding. For the first time, I wanted to be selfish and remain on this bike behind him and ride into the distance without a care in the world. Instead, I watched as he pulled up to the warehouses and parked his bike next to another one that was already in the parking lot. This bike was different from Hawk’s though. It’s a dark blue bike that doesn’t look the same as the one I’m currently climbing off of. My eyes are glued to the bike as Hawk gets off and steps in front of me, blocking my view. 

“That’s Zoey’s bike. She’s Savage’s ol’ lady and volunteers part-time as she works on finishing up her degree. She wants to be a social worker and helps others when they need it the most. So, when she’s not at school or doin’ somethin’ club related, then she’s here with everyone,” Hawk informs me, his voice muffled as he finally removes the helmet and stares down at me. “I don’t know why her bike is here though. She’s not allowed to ride it right now. Savage must have parked it here so it’s away from the clubhouse and won’t be a temptation for her. If it’s out, it means she plans on doin’ some kind of maintenance or cleanin’ it today when she’s done.” 

Hawk’s pupils dilate and the urge to kiss him consumes me as my body heats and I sway toward him. There’s some kind of magnetic pull between the two of us, but being with Hawk is a sure way to end up with a broken heart. I don’t believe he’d ever hurt me physically or mentally. Him breaking my heart is a completely different matter altogether though. The man is only out for his next fuck and I’m not okay with that. I mean, no I don’t want a relationship with him, or anyone, but I know my heart would start getting attached to the man before me. So, I’ll do whatever it takes to keep the distance I need. 

Stepping back, I look at the ground between our feet. 

“Thank you for the ride, Hawk. I’ll find a way back to the compound when I’m ready to leave,” I tell him, going to step away from him and toward the door I need to enter. 

“Not so fast, Sparky. What’s goin’ on in that mind of yours?” he questions me, not one to hold back on finding out the answers he wants. 

“Nothing. I just want to get in with my sister and nephew. I’ll see ya later,” I tell him, as he grabs my arm to keep me in place. 

“Kendell, if there’s somethin’ you wanna say or do, then go for it,” he states as if he can read my mind. 

“I can’t. I’m sorry, Hawk,” I tell him as he drops my arm and lets me walk away from him. 

Heading into the warehouse, I’m greeted by the receptionist as usual. I fill out the paper about who I’m there to see and sign in while she gives me a name tag I have to wear the entire time I’m here. The only ones who don’t are the members of the club and the staff. Heading toward the rooms my sister and nephew are in, I don’t pass anyone in the hall as normal. By now, everyone is out doing what they’re scheduled to do for the day while the kids who are here are outside or with the staff specifically hired to take care of them while their parents are busy with getting the help they need to move forward. I’ve met everyone who comes into contact with Gideon and have loved them all so far. 

For the first time in three years, my nephew is breaking out of his shell. He laughs and squeals in delight when we’re outside playing. Gideon is discovering his love of dirt and getting as dirty as he can while playing. His entire face lights up when he finds something new to love and do during the day. To see my nephew be the little boy he was always meant to be makes my heart swell with love and pride for how strong he is. I’ve always heard how resilient kids are, but I get to watch how true that is on a daily basis as Gideon opens himself up more and more. 

When I get to the rooms my sister and nephew have, I hear talking and laughter from behind the closed door. I knock, curious to know what’s going on and wait for someone to let me in. I’m not going to invade my sister’s privacy and possibly set her back by scaring her or something. It’s important for me to respect any boundaries she sets in place and show her my unwavering support as she starts to heal from the trauma Martin has put her through. 

“Can I help you?” I’m greeted by a woman I don’t know. 

This girl has the longest golden blonde hair and bright eyes that make her look so young and innocent. What stops me from barreling past her to check on my sister and nephew is the fact that she’s clearly very pregnant. Her stomach stops me from moving into the door to check on my family. 

“I’m Kendell and I'm here to see my sister and nephew. Who are you?” I ask her, as a bright smile breaks out on her face. 

“I’m Zoey. I volunteer here and was just helping your sister get Gideon around for the day. We’re gonna take him out to play for a while,” she answers me while stepping back and opening the door further so I can get in their rooms. 

“Kendell,” my sister says, speaking for the first time since that fateful night when I got her away from Martin. 

My baby sister jumps off her bed and rushes toward me. She wraps her arms around me tight and cries into my chest. Kelsey’s entire body is shaking as her emotions overwhelm her. I hold her tight to me and start crying right along with her. Zoey steps back after closing the door and lets us have our moment while Gideon rushes up to get in the middle of us. He wraps a little arm around a leg on each of us and holds us while we soak up this moment. 

“You saved us, Ken,” Kelsey finally says, her voice breaking as she pulls back enough to look up at me. “You did what I couldn’t and got us away from him. I love you, Ken and I owe you my life. Our lives.” 

“You don’t owe me anything, Kels. I love you and I will always do whatever I need to in order to protect you. I’m just sorry it took me so long to get you away from that monster,” I tell her honestly as Gideon steps out from between us and lifts his hands for me to pick him up. 

Lifting my nephew into my arms, I hold him close as my sister steps back and finishes getting ready for the day. I really take in her appearance and notice the changes in her that I didn’t see yesterday. Her hair has a healthy shine to it and the bruises are almost completely gone from her face, neck, and arms. Kelsey’s eyes shine bright and are full of life in a way I haven’t seen in years. Not since she started living with Martin and he started changing her. She’s also put on a few pounds that she’s been desperate to add and the clothes she’s wearing today aren’t hanging off of her body as they normally do. I can’t stop the smile from forming as she looks up at me and smiles like she used to. I’m finally getting my baby sister back and I have the Fallen Brethren to thank for that. An idea forms in my mind of something I can do to show them all how much I appreciate them and the help they’ve given my sister. 
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