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

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

This series will show a few characters from the Wild Kings MC. They will not appear in every book and will be limited to who you see. Tank, Grim, Cage, Joker, and Skylar will be the main ones I bring into this series for different storylines. One of the things I will bring forward in this series is helping women and children going through domestic violence. It will not be a large part of the storylines, 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

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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Touch Me Blurb
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One touch.

My entire world changes in an instant. I went from wanting a free and easy life to knowing one touch would never be enough. Fallen girls have been my go-to for years. They know what I want, and they’ll never get more than what I’m offering. One touch burns the image of one woman into my brain.

One touch.

My heart begins to heal and peace fills me. Demons plague me, chase me, because I’m nothing more than property. I trusted the people who were supposed to love me and a man who vowed to love and protect me. One touch shows me I can find what I want most; love and peace.
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Reaper

I’VE BEEN THE President of the Fallen Brethren MC for almost ten years. I took over for my dad after he was killed when I was twenty-five. It’s not a spot I wanted so soon, but I was ready for it. He’d groomed me to take over since I learned how to walk. For most of the deals my dad made, I was right by his side. It didn’t matter that I wasn’t the Vice President—I was at his side, and if you didn’t like it, he wouldn’t do business with you. 

We’re not a legal club, and I don’t intend to change that anytime soon. There’s only one thing I’m interested in changing, and that’s something one of our Prospects has brought to the club. I’m not going to say we peddle girls or flesh of any kind because that’s not something we’ll deal with—ever. We’ll do whatever is in our power to make sure we stop it when we find out about it happening near our territory. 

Abusing another person is also something my club doesn’t tolerate. It doesn’t matter if a woman is beating on a man, a man beating on a woman, or parents hurting their child. None of us will stand by and let it happen. If it’s a woman doing the abuse, we make sure to have a word with her, but we don’t touch her. It’s happened in the past, and we usually get our asses chewed out until they realize we’re not going to back down.

One of the new prospects, Jameson, told me about something his dad’s club, the Wild Kings, implemented. I’m interested in doing the same thing here. When he came to the club, I asked him why he didn’t join the one his father belonged to. His answer was simple—he didn’t want to live in their shadows. He’d feel like he had to be better than them every day he was a member. That’s not how he wanted to live his life, and I can understand where he’s coming from. I respect his decision to strike out on his own. The kid just has to get used to how we run things and what the Fallen Brethren are about. 

They help women and kids suffering from domestic violence situations. The club gets them out, sets them up in a house, and makes sure there is a Prospect there to keep them safe. These women and their children need to feel safe to begin healing before deciding what to do with their lives. I’ll bring it to the club so we can start setting up a program, doing the same thing. 

We’ll be able to figure out how this all works one way or another. I’m not opposed to sitting down with Grim from the Wild Kings to get this started. Right now, we’d be the fourth club to do this. I think we can help a lot of people—people who might not leave a horrible situation otherwise.

Today, I need to set up the next run for our guns. We’ve been working with the cartel out of Mexico. None of us like working with them, but at the same time, we like the money it brings in and having them as an ally if we ever need one. A lot of the clubs trying to take our territory over leave us alone once they realize we’re working with the cartel. 

All but the motherfuckers from the Smoking Rebels MC. They want our town, and it’s not gonna happen. Just for the fact they run flesh, and I know they want the pipeline we’ve spent so many years establishing from being in Clinton for so long. These fuckers aren’t going to get shit from us, but it doesn’t stop them from trying to gain an advantage over us. Just for the fact they’ll have an easier way to transport the girls they run through our pipeline.

“’Lo,” my contact, Pedro, answers the phone.

“Pedro, what’s goin’ on?” I say, knowing he’s as busy as I am.

“Waiting on your call. You know where we’re gonna go this time?” he says, his thick accent coming across the line.

“School’s out, and I’m glad we don’t have to help the kids with homework right now,” I say in code in case anyone tries any shit and bugs my office.

“I fully agree. I’ll be waiting to hear from you in a few days to make sure everything is set and ready to go,” he says before hanging up the phone.

The plan is to meet in an abandoned school. A school district a few towns over decided to combine their buildings to save on money or some shit. They now have one campus, leaving the old elementary and middle schools empty. So far, no one else has done anything with the property or buildings, even though they’ve been sitting empty forever. 

Trax and I scouted the location and found the perfect way to hide from everyone. The back is completely empty, and we can pull straight in through a set of double doors. Any trucks we use won’t be hidden in the building, but that’s okay. The highest-ranking members of both sides can use an empty room to have any discussion needed while Prospects and soldiers load the crates from one vehicle to the other.

With the new idea to help people in domestic violence situations, maybe it won’t hurt to look into buying one of the abandoned schools. Or there’s a piece of land behind the clubhouse compound we could buy. If we go with the second option, there’s added security, and we can open the fence up so the women will be inside our compound. 

There’s enough land back there to build houses or apartment buildings, make sure there are things for the children to do, and whatever else is needed. Either way, it allows the women and children to remain alone in their residences or hang out with other individuals in the same situations. 

We have church soon, and I plan on bringing it to the table. I’ll bring Jameson in to give as many details as he knows to help us decide what to do.

Leaving my office, I walk out to the common room. Jameson is behind the bar stocking the coolers with beer and making sure everything is ready to go for when the guys begin rolling through the door from work or whatever else they’ve been doing today. He’s been a good Prospect so far. One of the best we’ve had in a long time if I’m honest. It’s just a matter of time before he’s patched in. He’ll be going on this run with us, and it’ll show how willing he is to get his hands dirty and help out with a run. He’s been on them before, but not with me. This will be a first.

“Jameson, you’ll be ridin’ out in the van with us in a few days. We got a run, and I want you there,” I say as he cleans the glasses and stacks them on the counter below the shelves. 

“Okay. I’ll be ready whenever,” he says, turning his attention to me.

It doesn’t matter what job we’ve thrown at him. Jameson does it without question or giving any lip to the member speaking to him. The only time he questions anything is if he’s given a task to complete he knows goes against the club’s bylaws. We don’t have many, but the ones we have are there for a reason. 

Eagle, my Vice President, and Pound, the Sergeant at Arms, have been the main two to test him. He doesn’t rat them out to me, he goes right to them and asks them questions about the task, and they give him shit for a few minutes before telling him he did a good job. We’ve lost more than one Prospect because they were too eager to get a patch and didn’t stop to think about what they were doing. 

Jameson grew up around a club and knows the basics.

He hands me a beer before I leave the bar and walk back toward my room. On the way, I grab Hoover to get my cock sucked before we have church and the party tonight. She greedily follows me because she hopes, like most Fallen Girls, I’ll make her my ol’ lady. In reality, I just want my dick sucked, and I’ll be good. This bitch won’t ever learn. They never do until they’re put in their place to the point they’re embarrassed or hurt. 

Pound hurts their feelings more often because he’s a stubborn asshole, and he’s damn sure not going to take one of these bitches as his ol’ lady. Hell, I’ll be surprised if he ever takes one at all.

“On your knees and take out my cock,” I say once we’re in my room.

I don’t even bother shutting my door after walking through it. She’s lucky I even came into my room. I’m not shy about getting sucked off.

Hoover quickly does as I tell her and gets to work taking care of my cock. I’m not even fully hard as she wraps her red-painted lips around my length. She knows what she’s doing, though, as I fill her mouth. It’s nice not having to guide or instruct her on what I like or want. 

Some of the other Fallen Girls wouldn’t know how to suck a dick with written instructions and a tutorial. Hoover is trying to go slow and take her time, believing I’ll return the favor or stick my dick in her. That’s not going to happen because I’m not putting my mouth on her pussy, considering she’s fucked all the patched members. 

One of our bylaws is the Prospects don’t get to fuck the Fallen Girls, so those are the only ones she hasn’t been with. 

Grabbing the back of her head, I show Hoover exactly how fast and hard I want her to suck my cock. She wraps her tongue around my length and uses one of her hands to roll my balls. I groan as she moans, the vibration pushing me closer to the edge. Using suction, she pulls her head back toward the crown of my dick before twirling her tongue around it. I fist my hand in her hair, making her moan again as one of her hands disappears beneath the short hem of her skirt. 

As soon as I come, growling out my release, I pull my cock from her mouth and tuck it back in my jeans. Hoover looks at me from under her lashes with a pout on her overly made-up face. Her bottle-blonde hair feels like straw, and her fake tits press out of her small tank top to the point I can almost see her nipples from beneath the edge of the fabric. There isn’t a single ounce of anything real on her body, from her head to her toes—including the fake nails she uses to dig into the backs of the men she’s with—a weak, pathetic attempt to mark her territory. 

“What about me?” she whines, spreading her legs, her fingers sliding in and out of her bare pussy.

“What about you? I never said I was gonna fuck you. I got shit to do but needed a release,” I say, turning my back as she remains on the floor.

“Why don’t you ever fuck us?” she says as if she has a right to question me.

“Because I know you bitches are shady and want to trap a man. Since I’m the President, I know I’m high on your list. Not gonna happen. Get the fuck out,” I say, walking toward my door as I pull my keys out of my pocket and check to make sure I have my phone.

“That’s fucked up, Reaper,” she says, obviously not knowing when to shut her damn mouth.

“Get gone,” I say as I close the door and lock it behind me.

As I walk through the common room, I notice Carrie. A new Fallen Girl, without a nickname yet, talking to Jameson. He wouldn’t touch any of these bitches even if he were fully patched. He’s waiting for his girl Zoey. Jameson told me the story, and I know what’s going through his mind, even if I disagree with his reasoning. It’s not my business, though, and I’m gonna stay out of it. 

I let him know I’m going for a ride before leaving the clubhouse. I’ll be back in time for church later on.

[image: image]

I’m sitting at the head of the table. Eagle is on my right, Titan on my left. Everyone else is slowly filing into our meeting room. I’ve got a cigarette hanging from my mouth as I wait for everyone to take their seats. 

Our meeting room is larger to accommodate us all and has extra chairs for visiting clubs or members to sit in while we meet. The table has been in the club for years. It’s scarred, old, wooden, and has the club's colors burned into the center of it. Pictures of club members from the very beginning until now fill the walls surrounding us. There’s a large screen on the wall behind Hawk and Cash. 

Hawk is our tech guy and uses the screen when we all need to see something from his laptop. 

The meeting room also has double doors with the club colors burned into them. It’s completely soundproof, so no one in the hall can eavesdrop. At the same time, we can hear what’s going on in the common room with the flip of a button. Jameson will be standing outside with our cell phones and weapons tonight. I’ve also ensured he’s the one outside today because of one of the items on the agenda. 

The doors remain locked when we’re not in here, and no one’s allowed in. No one but the officers know we have cameras pointed at the door in case someone attempts to break in here to find out any information we discuss. 

Slamming the gavel on the table, I say, “Meetin’ called to order. First order of business, we’ve got a run comin’ up. Trax, you’ve got the route planned?”

“It’s all good. Backroads and avenues away from where the cops sit and patrol,” he says, smoking a cigarette from his seat and taking a sip of his beer.

“Hawk, we’re not goin’ over business and shit today. We just did it all a few days ago. Unless something has changed,” I say, looking at him as he shakes his head in response. “Okay. I am bringin’ up somethin’ I want to start within the club. Kidd, get Jameson in here. He’s goin’ to give the details we need before startin’ to make a decision.”

There are murmurs around the room. We don’t bring in Prospects into church—ever. Not a single man around this table has ever taken on a venture of this nature. I keep my eyes on the door as Kidd brings Jameson into the meeting room. He’s looking around the room with awe and shock on his face. It’s like looking at a kid in a candy store as he takes in the room before letting his gaze land on me. 

“Um, what’s goin’ on?” he asks, standing at the end of the table without attempting to take a seat.

“I need you to fill us in on what the Wild Kings do to help the domestic violence victims,” I say, glancing around the table.

“Oh, okay. When they find out about a woman who is the victim of domestic violence, they get her out of there. It doesn’t matter if she has kids, animals, or whatever else. Other than important papers, they take what they can’t live without and get them set up in a house close to the club. A Prospect is posted at the house to make sure their abuser doesn’t get close to them again. If they need counseling, doctors, or other services, they ensure the women and children get what they need. The club provides rides and anything else. The homes are completely furnished, and groceries are bought every week. It doesn’t matter what they want—they get it. 

“The Phantom Bastards MC and Satan’s Anarchy also have programs in place. Satan’s Anarchy is the only one who does things differently. They have a separate compound for the women and children. Houses are built for them to live in. Toys, clothing, toiletries, and everythin’ else are provided. All services are provided within the compound. Counselors are on staff, and a doctor, too. They teach them life skills and stuff as well,” Jameson says, his voice full of passion.

“Thank you, Jameson. You can go back out the door and watch over everythin’,” I say, waiting for him to do as ordered before talking again. 

The men look around the table at one another. The interest is already sparked in their eyes—they’re going to be on board for starting this program.

“Anyone have anythin’ to say?” I say, looking at each man in turn.

“When do we start?” Titan says, his voice low and hard.

“I was thinkin’ of buyin’ the land behind the clubhouse. It’s been sittin’ empty for years, and we can put a break in our fence to add on a compound for them. I'm sure the women and kids won’t want to come here, but it might make them feel more comfortable knowin’ they’ll have easy access to us if somethin’ happens. I like the idea of what Satan’s Anarchy does. We can start a separate compound that’s a part of us all the same. Cash, are we flush to put in an offer on the property?”

“We’re good. Our investments are doublin’ and triplin’ all the time. There’s more than enough to get the entire thing up and runnin’ without it makin’ a dent,” he says, not even bothering to look at the papers in front of him. 

“Anyone have anythin’ else?” I ask.

When no one responds, I slam the gavel on the table again, ending the meeting. Everyone files from the room, excitement filling the air. They’re ready to party and sit back with a cold drink and a woman to fuck or suck them. I’m the last one from the room as I stop to collect my phone before turning and locking the door behind me. Jameson rushes past me to take his spot behind the bar to help Rebel serve drinks.
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Alex

I’VE BEEN ON the run for so long now. I don’t remember what it’s like to not constantly look over my shoulder or move from one town to another. Knowing a lot of ways I can be tracked, I left my credit cards, cell phone, and debit card behind. There is very little cash left for me to use for food, gas, and somewhere to sleep at night. On top of having hardly any money left, I’ve been changing cars regularly. It’s one less way they’ll be able to track my location because I’m never in the same vehicle for too long.

Why am I on the run? The reason is very simple. I trusted the wrong people. People who are supposed to love and protect me. Instead of giving me the love they should and protecting me, these individuals push me and make me run from them instead of turning toward them. They would rather I die at the hands of another person who is supposed to be protecting me and instead hurts me, taunts me, and makes me wish for death more often than not.

My dad and husband want me dead because I learned a little too much about their business dealings. That’s not something they like because I can use the information to get them not only in trouble with anyone higher up than them but with the police. As far as the men in my life are concerned, I’m to be seen and not heard for any reason whatsoever. I’m allowed to talk only when they’ve spoken to me and given me permission to speak or answer questions. Fuck that! I’m an independent woman, and I’ll not be treated like some kind of slave. My mother is the submissive one and doesn’t ever argue with my father or go against him for any reason. When I realized what was going on, I told myself I would never be like that. No matter who I was married to.

I love my mom. Don’t get me wrong about that. She’s a pushover when it comes to my dad and other men she’s around. If he wants to bring his latest mistress to her home to fuck, he does. Sometimes, he makes her sit in the room and watch. It’s his way of humiliating her more than he already does on a daily basis. She turns a blind eye and pretends everything he does is okay. It’s not. Any decision he makes is law in their home. My mom takes the punishment for not following through or having everything perfect. I’m not, and never will be, okay with any relationship like that.

Troy, my husband, is the same way. He hid all those qualities while we were dating and didn’t show me who he truly was until after we said our vows. He thought I’d be okay with him bringing a bitch home to fuck because I refuse to get pregnant by him. So he thought it would be funny to flaunt his latest bitch in front of my face when he started fucking her on our couch. And then again when she became pregnant by him. Or so he claims. I don’t even know if the child is his because she fucks anything with a cock. There is no picking and choosing for her as long as they give her money and keep her supplied with the drugs she takes daily.

Now, I’m in a small town with around a thousand people. If that many even live here. I’m just going off what the sign said when I entered, though. It really doesn’t matter where I go. Troy and my dad manage to find me. My only goal is to find shelter and ensure I’m safe until I get back on the road again. Unfortunately, my car has other ideas as it begins to spurt and sputter as I fly down the road. Knowing this shit isn’t going to turn out good for me, I pull over on the side of the road and look at my dash. The damn thing is overheating. Great! Just what I fucking need right now.

Honestly, it’s more than likely because I tend to stick to backroads and leave the highways alone as much as possible. There might be more traffic on the highways, and there’s also cops. It’s harder for me to stay hidden when Troy’s goons catch up to me. Somehow, he pays off cops no matter where he goes and gets away with shit no one else can. Well, not many others. They would look the other way as I’m taken against my will and brought back directly to the one place I’ve vowed to never show my face again. At least not if I can help it. 

Opening the windows just enough to let air in, I turn the car off and remain sitting inside. There’s nothing I can do until the engine cools down. Reclining my seat back, I relax and try not to let the panic filling me take over completely. Troy and his goon squad could show up at any second, and they’ll take me back without hesitation. Closing my eyes, I don’t let myself fall asleep because I’m always on edge and waiting for the next shoe to drop. To get picked up again by a man who is going to kill me when he gets his hands on me. At least, killing me would be the best thing he’d do. Troy is an evil, manipulative, sadistic bastard on a good day.

Before too long, as my car's interior heats up from the scorching heat outside, a rumble begins to fill the air around me. It’s getting closer as the ground begins to vibrate under my car. I’m not sure how fast this person is going, but he’s approaching me at a rapid pace. My heart is racing the closer the bike gets to me. I don’t move from my seat to call attention to myself. That’s the last thing I need. Fear fills my veins as my breathing becomes shallow. This person could just be out for a ride. Or, he could be looking for me because he knows my husband and wants the money I have no doubt is being offered for my return.

My hopes of the biker continuing on past me fade as he flies past me and begins slowing down. Peeking just above the steering wheel, the biker turns to come back in my direction. I have no idea how I will get out of this mess now. If this man is here to get me for Troy, I’m not going to make it easy on him. I’ll fight with everything I have in me to get away from him. I’ll start the car and drive until it blows up if I have to. I won’t be able to go any further if that happens, but it might aid in my attempt to remain as safe as I can be.

Before I can move, there’s a tap on the window. Jumping out of my skin at the sound since I was so lost in my head, I didn’t hear the bike shut off or anyone approaching me. That’s not good for someone in my position. As I look out the window, my breath catches, and I stare at the sexiest man I’ve ever seen in my life. He’s got piercing blue eyes with the slightest hint of grey around the outer edge. A small amount of mischief fills them as he looks down at me. There’s scruff on his face as if he hasn’t shaved in a few days, matching the dirty blond hair on his head. His hair is longer than I’ve ever seen on a guy. It reaches his shoulders. 

As my eyes drag down the rest of his body, I can see the muscled body and tattoos from my vantage point of lying back in my car. This mystery man is covered in tattoos from his neck and down both arms. The hand resting on my window shows he even has tattoos on his fingers. I’ve never been a huge fan of them, but on this guy, it’s sexy. Even the large rings covering two of his fingers on the hand I can see don’t detract from his sex appeal. 

“You okay?” he asks, his deep, smooth voice sending chills through my body.

“Uh, yeah. Just waiting a bit for my car to cool down,” I answer, internally smacking myself in the forehead for giving away that information.

“It’s overheatin’? Pop the hood, and I’ll take a look,” he says, rounding the front of my car and waiting for me to open the latch of the hood on my piece of shit car.

I do as he asks and wait to see what the verdict is. I’m holding my breath and praying this man isn’t acting like a good guy to lure me in and take me back to Troy. Or my dad. At this point, I’m not sure who the bigger asshole is. Neither option is a good one for me. Even though I can’t really see him through the small opening of the hood, I try to remain vigilant about where he’s at. My hand automatically reaches over to lock the doors just as he stops in front of my door once again.

“I’m not exactly sure what’s goin’ on. If I had to guess right now, I’d say it’s more than likely your thermostat. I can call someone and have them look at it,” he says as I notice the vest he’s wearing for the first time since he stopped.

“Oh, um, that’s not necessary. I’ll let it cool down and then drive it to the garage in town,” I answer, knowing I’m on a back road and I have no clue how far it is to any garage or if my car will make it there.

“No, you won’t make it. I’ll make the call and wait with you,” he says, giving me a look that says he knows I’m nervous and hiding something from him.

“Do you know how long it will take? I need to get back on the road,” I ask, knowing the best thing I can do is to keep moving.

“I’m not sure how booked up the garage is right now without bein’ there to look at the books,” he tells me, looking relaxed even though I can see the questions filling his eyes. “You know, if you need help, we can help you. Don’t like the idea of sendin’ a woman out alone when she’s obviously runnin’ from somethin’.”

“I-I’m not running from anything,” I say, wishing I had a better poker face and knowing I don’t.

“What’s your name?” he suddenly asks.

“Um, Harley?” I answer, making it sound more like a question than an actual answer in my attempt to give this stranger a fake name.

“Really?” he questions, clearly not believing me once again.

“Yep,” I reply, knowing I should just keep my mouth shut before he starts trying to dig even deeper into who I am.

“Well, we have some time to get to know one another. Let me make this phone call, and I’ll be right back. I’m Reaper, by the way,” he informs me just before walking away.

My eyes stray to his ass as he walks from my window toward the front of the car. I’ve never witnessed a man with an ass that fills out a pair of jeans as good as Reaper. His jeans are tight enough to check out his ass and thick, muscled thighs. Well, I’m imagining how muscled they are based on how he’s walking and how round they are. This man doesn’t have an ounce of fat on him; his entire body is pure muscle based on what I can see. I’m trying not to stare at him as he turns enough to let me see his profile. This man just sucks me in for some reason. I’ve never reacted to a man based solely on his looks and voice before. Especially when I’m pretty sure he’s not better than the other two men in my life; my husband and father.

He’s on the phone for several minutes as I watch him. When he throws his head back in laughter, I can’t help but feel turned on by the line of his neck and what I can see of his jaw. Behind the ink covering his skin, Reaper oozes confidence, sex appeal, and muscle even from a distance. His neck is thick and strong. The wind blows a few pieces of hair across his face causing him to reach up and brush it away. His arm muscles bulge and ripple with every single movement. I don’t know about you, but I love watching a man move. It’s a work of art to watch his muscles move. Especially a man’s back. There’s just something about it I can’t seem to explain.

As if sensing my eyes on him, Reaper looks at me while holding his phone close to his ear. A smirk covers his face, and I know I’ve been caught ogling his body. The mischief in his eyes when I first saw him intensifies. If he were closer, I could see his eyes change with his different moods. His face is very expressive, but I have a feeling Reaper also has an extremely good poker face. One where no one can tell what he’s thinking no matter how hard they search. It’s a trait I wish I had. Especially when I deal with my father and husband.

I can’t hear what’s being said with the distance he put between us. There’s a slight rumble of his voice being carried on the wind as it blows lightly. The song Tennessee Whiskey by Chris Stapleton enters my mind as his voice continues to filter through the window. I’m not sure why other than how deep and smooth Reaper’s voice is. Before I can think of it too long, he pulls his phone from his ear and walks closer to me. Sitting up straighter in my seat, I wait to hear what he’s going to tell me about how long it will take for my car to be picked up. 

Another dilemma instantly fills my mind. I have no clue how I’m going to get anywhere with my car being out of commission. There is no way I’ll manage to walk to town before darkness consumes the sky and animals come out to play, hunt, and eat. Without knowing Reaper and his ultimate goal, I’m not sure I can trust him enough to ride anywhere with him. Not on the back of a motorcycle, at any rate. I’ve never been on a bike before, and I’m not sure about getting on one with a man I don’t know.

“One of my guys should be here in less than an hour,” Reaper tells me as he looks at me through the slight opening of the window. “Not gonna roll your window down any farther?”

“I don’t want to turn my car back on,” I tell him, still trying to figure out the semantics of what’s going to happen with my car.

“Okay, darlin’,” he responds with a light chuckle as he leans against the side of my car.

“Thank you. For stoppin’ to see if I needed help and makin’ sure my car can be towed to the garage,” I tell him, my voice wavering as the long day I’ve already had catches up to me.

“You’re welcome, darlin’. Not in the habit of leavin’ a woman stranded on the side of the road,” he returns simply while crossing his arms over his chest as his muscles bulge again. 

Damn this sexy man!



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter Three
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Reaper

WE’VE BEEN WAITING on the side of the road for Trax and Jameson to get here to tow this woman’s car for what feels like forever. Time seems to be standing still as I let my gaze take my fill of this woman who refuses to get out of her car even though sweat coats her skin and dampens her hair. With her windows barely down, not much of the breeze gets inside her car. She’s a stubborn woman who is terrified of something. I’m sure I’ve been added to this list of what she’s afraid of because she has no clue who I am or what I’m about.

From what I’ve seen, this woman is not the usual type to garner a second look from me. I might be jaded with being in the club so long and having women flock to me or having the Fallen girls at my disposal. From just a look, I want to know everything about this woman; what she loves, her goals, fears, and what makes her tick—hear her scream and moan out my name as I slide my cock in and out of her pussy. This is more than I ever want from a woman. Usually, I want them enough to fuck if it’s a piece of strange or have a Fallen girl suck me off, and then I’m done. The only difference between a piece of strange for me and a girl at the clubhouse is I always make sure the woman I’m with who’s not in the club gets off and finds as much pleasure as I do. I have a feeling one touch or taste will never be enough of this woman. She’ll sink her claws in more than she already has, and I’ll never be free of her.

“Darlin’, why don’t you get out of the car? I promise I’m not gonna kidnap you or harm you in any way. You can stay as far away from me as you’re comfortable with,” I tell her, starting to worry about her getting sick in the heat of her car.

“Okay,” comes her melodic voice with a hint of an accent to it. 

Stepping out of her car slowly, I finally get a clear glimpse of her. She’s absolutely stunning. Her long, dark red hair is piled on top of her head, and a few stray tendrils have fallen loose to rest against the side of her face. She’s got hazel eyes that seem to change colors when her mood shifts. Right now, they’re almost brown with flecks of gold in her attempts to lie to me and keep her personal information secret. Wariness covers her face as she carefully closes her door and remains opposite it. This woman is shorter than I usually like women I’m with. She’s over a foot shorter than me, and I’m sure I outweigh her by a hundred pounds or more. 

Her body is amazing, though. She’s got curves filling her out even as I take in her toned stomach and legs, which appear longer than they actually are. Looking at her stomach, there’s just a hint of skin and an almost silent confidence about her that’s been beaten back by someone based on the mistrust in her eyes as she sneaks a glance at me through her eyelashes. Her tank top is sticking to her tits, showcasing them, and I want to pull it out of the way to see what they look like. I know they’re more than a handful, but I want to know what color her nipples are and if they’re sensitive as hell. My eyes drift down her body as she rubs her legs together. 

Interesting. She’s not as unaffected by me as I believed she would be. The jeans mold to her legs to show how small they are. I’m sure if she were wearing shorts, I’d find her legs as toned as her stomach. My mouth waters in anticipation of seeing her skin naked before my eyes. I’ve got a damn good imagination, and I have a feeling it won’t do her justice.

“Look, we both know you’re lyin’ here. I want to know what you’re bringin’ to my town,” I say, leaning closer to her as her breath hitches and her body begins to tremble.

“What makes you think I’m hiding anything?” she questions me, scanning the area again.

Her head has been a swivel since I pulled up. It’s as if she’s expecting someone to step out of the woods and grab her up without a word.

“First of all, Harley isn’t your name. I know that for a fact. How about we start with that shit?” I tell her, letting her know I know her game right now, and I’m not gonna tolerate it.

“Fine,” she says, huffing out in exasperation. “My name is Alex Torres. It was Garcia before I got married.”

“As in the Garcia’s from the cartel world?” I question her, knowing we’ve had more than one run-in with them in the past, and none of them turned out good.

“That’s the one. Now you know a little bit about why I’m on the run. My family is only one small piece of a very fucked up puzzle,” she tells me, her voice wavering as she wipes under her eye.

“There’s more to it than that. I’m not sure exactly what you’re runnin’ from. What else is goin’ on, Alex?” I ask, wanting to know her story in full detail.

“What’s this? Twenty questions?” she asks me, putting all sorts of sass into her words.

“Nope. Just tryin’ to figure out what the hell you’re bringin’ to my town. I think I can help you, but I can’t do that if I don’t know what I’m protectin’ you from. Your dad and his guys are bad enough. So, what is it?” I say, knowing my patience is running thin even if I want to fuck the shit out of her. 

“I’m married to an asshole, and I’m trying to get away from him. Is that what you want to fucking hear?” she asks, tears filling her eyes. “Are you happy to know I’m so scared of my husband I’d rather be on the run until the day I die than live in the same house as him for even one more second?”

“No, that doesn’t make me happy at all,” I respond to her, wanting to pull her into my arms and take her obvious pain away from her.

“Listen, I appreciate you getting me a tow and sitting with me. I can’t take any help from anyone. I’ll be gone by tomorrow if my car is fixed. You won’t ever have to worry about seeing me again,” she says as I hear the familiar rumble of the tow truck coming toward us from the opposite direction.

“You got a phone?” I ask her, holding out my hand for it.

She hands me a burner phone – much like we use at the clubhouse. I put my number into it and hand it back to her. Just before she takes it, I press the call button, my phone vibrating in my pocket. There’s really no point in calling myself when she could switch out the phone at any given time. Honestly, I have no clue how many more she’s got stashed around in her car. If she switches them out, having the number for this one won’t make a difference if I want to call her.

“You call me if you need help. I don’t give a shit where you go. I’ll find some way to get to you and give you the help you need. Even if I have to send a friend until I can get to you,” I tell her, walking over to talk to Trax and Jameson, who have just gotten there to hook her car up.

I explain that I believe her thermostat is shot and they should check there first. Trax’s eyes are fixated over my shoulder as I talk to them, and I know he’s staring at Alex. Some part of me wants to smash his head in for looking at her. As she told me her story, even leaving out a majority of it, her life hasn’t been all sunshine and roses. A protective feeling took over I’ve never felt in my life. Yeah, I’d give my life for any member of the club. There wouldn’t be any hesitation or doubt in my mind about helping my family when they’re in need. Alex is essentially a stranger with men chasing her, and I want to shield her from everything bad in this world. Especially the fuckers trying to drag her back somewhere she doesn’t want to be.

Stepping up close to her, there are only two options for her to get off the side of the road. She can ride in the tow truck with two men she has no clue who they are. Or, she can ride on the back of my bike. I’ll take her into town, just past the clubhouse to the nearest motel I trust she’ll be okay to stay in without douchebags bothering her. Alex doesn’t hesitate to tell me she’ll ride with me on my bike. Apprehension fills her face at her choice of rides. I understand it if I’m being honest. Even though we’ve had a conversation, she still knows nothing about me because we talked about her and nothing more. Alex knows shit about me and what I’ll do to her given a chance.

Trax and Jameson get her car hooked up on the tow truck while the two of us stand closer to my bike, and she looks at her car. Just before I help her put my helmet on, she jerks as if just realizing something.

“I need my bag,” she tells me, panic lacing her voice. “My clothes, money, and other things are in there. Is there a way we can take it with us?”

“Of course, darlin’. Anythin’ else you need from the car?” 

“No. I need my bag. It’s a small duffle bag and has everything I brought with me in it,” she says, her voice still wavering and her body shaking.

Stepping away from it, I head for the back door on the driver’s side. I saw the bag she’s referring to when I stopped at her window earlier. Her car is spotless, and nothing is inside besides the bag in the backseat and a bottle of water in the cupholder. She either just picked it up, or this is how she usually is. I’m betting that she just switched out cars to keep moving. Alex doesn’t strike me as a stupid woman and will know what she has to do to remain hidden from whoever is chasing her.

“Everythin’ good, Pres?” Trax asks, his eyes again on Alex as she waits for me.

“Yeah. Keep your fuckin’ eyes off her,” I growl out as Trax and Jameson both stare at me with shock filling their eyes.

“Okay, boss man. Just admirin’ a sexy woman,” Trax says, a slight chuckle under his words.

Shutting the door harder than I intend, I stalk back to Alex as if she’s my prey. I want to stake a claim on her and make sure every motherfucker knows she’s mine. I’ve not touched her, tasted her, or done more than look at her car and talk to her for a little while. I’m not sure what the fuck is happening right now, but it’s something I’ve never experienced before with a single woman. It’s why I’m still single and only worry about finding a release and not about finding a happy ever after. I’m not sure I believe in them anyway.
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