
TIMBER’S PROMISE

OZARK OUTLAWS MC #5

LEXI KERSHAW

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 Lexi Kershaw
All rights reserved.
Cover photo by Freepik

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

AUTHOR’S NOTE

MORE MC ROMANCE FROM LEXI KERSHAW

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


The Dresden figurine was a fake.

Maren turned the porcelain shepherdess in her hands, tilting it toward the afternoon light streaming through the front windows of Yesterday's Treasures. Good fake—the kind that fooled estate sale runners and amateur collectors—but fake nonetheless. The glaze was too uniform, the colors too bright for something supposedly made in 1890.

She set it aside in the reject pile and reached for the next piece from the Hollister estate boxes. Four years of running this shop had given her an eye for quality buried in junk, and the Hollister haul was proving to be about sixty percent junk. But that other forty percent—a gorgeous tiger oak secretary desk, a set of depression glass in pristine condition, a Civil War-era cavalry sword that made her heart race—that forty percent would keep the lights on for another month.

The bell above the door chimed.

Maren glanced up, her practiced customer-service smile already forming, then felt it soften into something more genuine. The man who'd been coming in every few weeks for the past three months ducked through her doorway, his massive shoulders barely clearing the frame. Built like a logger—or maybe a lumberjack from some old folk tale—with hands that could probably crush stone.

She didn't know his name. He never offered it, and she'd learned not to push customers who clearly valued their privacy. What she knew was this: he liked old tools—hand planes, draw knives, antique levels—and he handled them with a reverence that told her he understood what they were. He moved through her crowded shop like a giant conscious of his own size, careful not to knock anything over, and he always paid cash without haggling.

"Afternoon," she called out. "Got some new logging equipment in the back. Crosscut saw, couple of cant hooks. Thought of you."

He nodded, a man of few words, and made his way toward the tool section near the rear of the store. She watched him go—hard not to watch a man built like a mountain move through a space—then shook herself and went back to the Hollister boxes.

The secretary desk needed work. Water damage on one corner, a drawer that stuck, the original hardware replaced with cheap brass knockoffs sometime in the seventies. But the bones were good. Solid. She could strip it down, repair the veneer, find period-appropriate pulls from her salvage connections. By the time she was done, it would be worth ten times what she'd paid for the whole estate lot.

That was the magic of restoration. Taking broken things and making them beautiful again.

The bell chimed again.

Maren looked up and her blood went cold.

Two men walked into Yesterday's Treasures like they owned it. She recognized the type immediately—hired muscle, the kind developers used to "convince" stubborn property owners. The one in front was tall and hard, ex-military written in every line of his body, with a face that looked like it had never smiled at anything that wasn't screaming. The one behind him was younger, dumber, built like a bouncer and probably just as smart.

"Ms. Cole." The first one stopped at her counter, close enough that she could smell his cologne—something expensive that didn't match the violence in his eyes. "Mr. Kendrick would like to revisit his offer."

Her hand drifted beneath the counter, fingers closing around the letter opener she'd started keeping there two weeks ago, after the first visit. After the storage unit fire.

"I've already given Mr. Kendrick my answer," she said, keeping her voice level despite the fear coiling in her gut. "The building's not for sale."

"See, that's the thing." He smiled, and it didn't reach his eyes. Not even close. "Mr. Kendrick's done asking. The contracts will be ready Friday. You'll sign them."

"And if I don't?"

He leaned forward, planting both hands on her counter, and his voice dropped to something intimate and terrible. "The fire at your storage unit was a warning, Ms. Cole. Next time, it won't be a unit full of inventory that burns. It'll be this building. And if you happen to be working late when it goes up?" He shrugged, a casual gesture that made her stomach turn. "Well. Accidents happen in old buildings. Faulty wiring. Terrible tragedy."

Maren's grip tightened on the letter opener. She calculated distances—three feet to his throat, the other one another four feet back. If she was fast, if she committed completely, she could maybe take one of them before the other one got to her.

It was a terrible plan. She'd probably die.

But she'd rather die fighting than let Warren Kendrick take what her grandmother had trusted her to build.

"You should leave," she said quietly.

"Or what?" The muscle laughed. "You'll call the cops? Sheriff Dawkins plays golf with Mr. Kendrick every Sunday. You'll call a lawyer? Every firm in the county's done work for Kendrick Development at some point. Face it, sweetheart. You're alone, and you're—"

He stopped.

Maren watched his eyes shift, tracking past her shoulder toward the back of the store, and something in his expression changed. The smug certainty flickered, replaced by the calculation of a predator recognizing another predator.

She turned.

Her tool-loving regular had gone completely still. He stood in the narrow aisle between shelves of vintage kitchenware and antique furniture, a cant hook loose in one massive hand, and he wasn't browsing anymore. He was watching. Those calm eyes had turned to something else entirely, something that made the hair on Maren's arms stand up.

He didn't say a word. Didn't have to. His stillness spoke volumes—the absolute zero of a man deciding whether or not to commit violence.

The air in the shop changed. Thickened. Maren could feel the tension like static electricity before a storm.

"We'll see you Friday, Ms. Cole." The first man backed away from her counter, his movements careful now, controlled. "Think about what we said."

They left. The bell chimed cheerfully behind them, completely at odds with the threat still hanging in the air.

Maren let out a breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding. Her hand was shaking when she released the letter opener, and she pressed her palm flat against the counter to steady herself.

Footsteps. Heavy but unhurried.

The stranger approached her counter with that same careful grace, like he was afraid of breaking something. Up close, she could see details she'd missed before—a scar that disappeared into his collar, hands that weren't just calloused but scarred, the kind of damage that came from years of brutal physical work. His nose had been broken at least once. Maybe twice.

He set the cant hook on her counter with surprising gentleness.

"What are you into?" he asked. His voice was deep, quiet, rough like gravel. The first full sentence she'd ever heard him speak.

Something about the simplicity of the question—no judgment, no assumptions, just genuine inquiry—cracked her open.

"I don't know," she heard herself say. "I don't know what I'm into. There's this developer, Kendrick, he wants my building for some downtown revitalization project. I told him no. My grandmother left me the money to open this place, and I won't—I can't—" She stopped, took a breath, tried to organize the terror and fury into coherent sentences. "He burned my storage unit. Thousands of dollars of inventory, gone. And now he's saying if I don't sell by Friday, he'll burn the store. With me in it."

The big man listened. He didn't interrupt, didn't offer platitudes, didn't tell her she should call the police or hire a lawyer like everyone else had. He just... listened. Those steady eyes never left her face.

"I don't have anywhere to go," she continued, the words spilling out now like water through a cracked dam. "I don't have family. I don't have anyone who can help. The cops are useless—they're in Kendrick's pocket, everyone is—and I've been trying to figure out how to fight back, but there's nothing. He's too powerful. He's been doing this for decades, buying up properties, burning out anyone who won't sell, and nobody stops him because he's got money and connections and I'm just—" Her voice cracked. "I'm just some woman with an antique shop who doesn't know when to quit."

Silence stretched between them.

Then the big man spoke again, still quiet, still steady.

"Timber."

Maren blinked. "What?"

"My name." He didn't smile, but something shifted in his expression—a softening at the edges that made him look almost gentle despite his sheer brutal size. "Timber. I work with some people who handle problems like this."

"Problems like—" She shook her head. "What kind of people?"

"The kind that don't play golf with Warren Kendrick."

It wasn't an answer. Not really. But the way he said it—low certainty, absolute confidence—made her believe him in a way she hadn't believed anything in weeks. This man, this stranger who'd been quietly browsing her tool section for months, was looking at her like she was something worth protecting. Not a victim. Not a nuisance. Not an obstacle to be removed.

Something worth fighting for.

"Why?" she asked. "You don't even know me."

Timber's eyes held hers, and for a moment, she forgot about Kendrick, forgot about the threats, forgot about everything except the weight of his attention.

"Know enough," he said simply. "You grabbed that letter opener when they walked in. Were calculating whether you could take one of them before the other got you." A muscle ticked in his jaw. "Woman who's willing to fight that hard for something she loves? That's worth knowing."

Maren's breath caught in her throat.

He reached into his pocket, pulled out a worn leather wallet, and counted out bills for the cant hook. His hands were enormous, scarred, capable of terrible things—she understood that now—but they moved with surprising care. Like he was used to handling delicate objects. Like he understood that his strength could break things if he wasn't careful.

"I'll be back," he said, sliding the money across the counter. "Keep your doors locked tonight. Don't work late."

Then he was gone, the bell chiming softly behind him, and Maren was left standing in her grandmother's shop with her heart pounding and her hands still shaking.

She should be terrified. A stranger had just implied he was part of some kind of organization that "handled problems"—that could mean anything from private security to organized crime. And he'd been casually browsing her tool section for months.

But all she could think about was the way he'd looked at her.

Like she mattered. Like she was worth saving.

Outside, a motorcycle engine roared to life—a deep, thunderous rumble that vibrated through the old building's bones—and Maren realized she'd been wrong about her quiet customer. He wasn't just a man who appreciated antique tools.

He was something else entirely.

And for the first time in weeks, she felt something other than fear.

She felt hope.
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The ride back to the compound did nothing to cool the fire in Timber's blood.

He took the mountain roads hard, leaning into curves that would've thrown a less experienced rider, letting the roar of the engine drown out the voice in his head that kept replaying the scene in that antique shop. Two men cornering a woman alone. Threatening to burn her alive. And she'd stood there with nothing but a letter opener and the kind of stubborn courage that made his chest ache.

Woman who's willing to fight that hard for something she loves.

He'd meant what he said. He just hadn't expected saying it to crack something open inside him.

The Ozark Outlaws compound emerged from the tree line like a fortress—former resort property gone to seed, then rebuilt into something harder. The main lodge squatted at the center, all rough-hewn timber and stone, with member cabins scattered through the surrounding woods. Motion sensors tracked his approach. Cameras he couldn't see logged his arrival.

Home.

Timber killed his engine in the gravel lot and sat for a moment, hands still gripping the bars. Around him, a dozen other bikes gleamed in the fading light—chrome catching the last rays of sun filtering through the oaks. Brothers moved between buildings, called greetings he barely heard.

He needed to bring this to church. Needed to tell Stone what he'd walked into.

But first, he needed to get his head straight. Because right now, all he could think about was auburn hair and warm brown eyes and the way Maren Cole had looked at him like he might actually be able to save her.

Don't, he told himself. Don't make this personal.

Too late. It had been personal the moment those bastards threatened to burn her alive in her grandmother's shop.

He swung off his bike and headed for the lodge.

The clubhouse interior hit him with familiar smells—motor oil, whiskey, leather, woodsmoke from the massive stone fireplace. Brothers clustered around pool tables and the bar, their conversation a low rumble punctuated by rough laughter. Reaver was holding court near the back, telling some story that had Whiskey shaking his head and Backroad grinning into his beer.

Stone sat in his usual spot at the end of the bar, nursing a drink and watching everything with eyes that missed nothing. The president looked up as Timber approached, and something in his expression sharpened.

"Church," Timber said. "Now."

Stone didn't ask questions. Didn't need to. He'd known Timber long enough to read the barely-leashed fury in his voice.

"Everybody." Stone's voice cut through the noise like a blade. "Church. Five minutes."



The Conclave—Stone Hall, the brothers called it—was a converted conference room at the back of the lodge, all dark wood and locked doors and the kind of soundproofing that kept club business where it belonged. Timber took his usual seat as brothers filed in, their easy banter dying as they read the room.

Stone at the head. Reaver to his right, still radiating that barely-contained violence that made him perfect for VP. Backroad and Judge flanking the table. Whiskey sliding into his seat with a raised eyebrow at Timber.

"This about that antique shop?" Whiskey asked. "The one you've been visiting every couple weeks for months?"

Timber felt heat crawl up his neck. He hadn't realized his brothers had noticed.

"It's about Warren Kendrick," he said, and watched the name land like a grenade.

Stone went still. Reaver's easy sprawl tightened into something more dangerous. Even Backroad, usually the calmest man in any room, leaned forward with sudden interest.

"Talk," Stone said.

Timber laid it out—the development project, the pressure campaign, the storage unit fire. Kendrick's men walking into Yesterday's Treasures and telling the owner she had until Friday to sign or they'd burn the building with her inside it.

"She's got no one," he finished, and the words scraped his throat raw. "Cops are bought. Lawyers won't touch it. She's standing alone against two generations of Kendrick money and muscle, and she was going to fight them anyway. Grabbed a letter opener and calculated whether she could take one before the other killed her."

Silence.

Then Reaver let out a low whistle. "That's some backbone on your girl."

"She's not my—" Timber stopped. Forced himself to breathe. "She's a woman who needs help. The kind of help we provide."

"Uh-huh." Reaver's grin was sharp as a knife. "That why you look like you want
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