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Dedication

Dear reader, thanks for all the support and loving these Cowboy Bikers as much as I enjoy writing them.
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CHAPTER ONE
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– OAK –

I signal the barmaid, bar owner, sexy-as-fuck woman, to get me another drink. It’s crazy for me to sit here this late at night during the week while ordering one water after another. That’s right; no booze. Mainly because I’m not here to get shitfaced.

Not because I don’t drink, which I do on occasion, but mostly because I like a clear head and need to work early almost every day. I should hate alcohol due to my stepfather being an angry drunk who liked to beat the shit out of my mother, but I don’t. Luckily the fucker is history, and has been for over ten years.

I made him leave after I came home from work one day and found my mother bleeding on the floor. The fucker was bent over her body, ready to give her another punch while Anson–his sixteen-year-old, shit for brains son–helped by kicking my mother in the face.

I never knew what she saw in him but their relationship only lasted for two years or so. Two years of hell. Me and my stepbrother not getting along also didn’t help. I was barely eighteen when I faced the two of them but managed to call the cops and get them away from my injured mother. 

Like I said, that was ten years ago. And it’s a good thing my former stepfather and his son left town that day before the cops came. I had to stay put to help my mother, because eighteen years old or not, I was ready to hunt them down and kill them with my bare hands. My life would have been different than what it is now if I did in fact kill them. 

Good thing I didn’t and that they never returned because I fucking love my life as I know it. My mother is still breathing and happily married to an okay guy who runs the post office while I’m a biker in a motorcycle club which is located at a huge ranch. A ranch where I work day in, day out breeding and training horses and taking care of other livestock.

But that’s not what I’m doing right now. Right now, I’ve given myself the task to charm the pants off the woman who owns this bar, and hopefully have her wrapped around my dick once the bar closes. Easier said than done, but I’m a determined man on a mission.

Ever since I saw her for the first time–when I picked up Spiro last week when he was too drunk to ride home–I’ve found myself coming here every night, drinking water and ogling the beauty serving drinks and running the bar. 

I know absolutely nothing about her, other than the fact she has owned this place for years. Funny how this woman only now caught my eye, but on the other hand I mostly stick to the ranch and if I want a good time, I usually go out of state to avoid running into a one-night stand afterward.

But I don’t want a one-night stand with this woman; I want many of those lined up for the unforeseen future. I can’t help it, the woman has a banging body, making me drool in two places at once; my cock and my mouth.

“Another water, handsome?” she flawlessly flirts without missing a beat.

During the time I’ve been sitting here for the past few days, I’ve been observing her every move. And during that time, I have noticed a difference in her flirting toward men. Most of the smiles she gives never reach her eyes and she doesn’t linger; except with me. Yes, I’m aware I might just be hopeful she’s into me, but like I said; I’m fucking drooling to have her.

I let the lust racing through my veins spill through my voice and eyes when I tell her, “Unless you’re offering something sweeter.” 

Her gaze travels over the last three men occupying the bar until it lands back on me.

“And what if I am?” Her voice is husky and I can clearly see my own lust reflecting in her hazel brown eyes, the gold flecks surrounding her pupils flare up and it bumps her up to breathtakingly beautiful.

I lean in closer and rumble, “I’d drink you up and savor the taste to make it last.”

Her eyes close when she takes a deep and steady breath. When they flash back open, she points at the glass of water. “You have a clear head so I won’t have to repeat myself. No sleepovers, just sex. Understood?”

I’m sure my grin is all telling, but I can’t help myself; I’m burying my cock into this hot woman like I’ve been wanting to do ever since I laid eyes on her.

“Understood,” I tell her because I know she wants to hear the actual word.

Her head whips up and she bellows, “That’s it, guys, the bar is closed!”

I swear all it takes is a few minutes and the whole place is cleared out. 

She locks up, flips most of the lights off and stalks past me with the words, “Follow me.”

Don’t have to tell me twice. 

I watch her curvy ass sway and I’m mesmerized by it, her hips, thighs, all curves and I’m about to get my hands on them. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a woman with such a banging body. Maybe I’ve never paid any attention other than glancing at their tits, whatever. But this woman? Smmmokin’.

She enters a small office in the back and waits for me to walk inside before she locks the door. Somewhere in the back of my mind it strikes me as weird because she already locked the front door of the bar, but whatever; I’m about to get my dick wet.

Her hands are on me and slide downward underneath my leather cut until she reaches my jeans where my sleeveless shirt is tucked in. She rips it out to allow her hands to roam over my naked skin, nails raking my abs and I’m instantly hard as fuck.

I fist her hair and growl in a guttural tone, “Tell me your name so I know what to call out when your pussy is ripping the cum out of me.”

That’s right, the time I spent in the bar she’s only called me “Handsome” while I used “Gorgeous.” No more, time to get better acquainted since we’ll be up close and personal within the next few seconds.

Her breath flows over my lips. “Lottie.”

“Oak,” I grunt and slam my mouth over hers.

Fire. My whole body is set ablaze at mere contact. Seems like I’m not the only one when she gasps, allowing me to swoop right in to swirl my tongue against hers. Our hands frantically roam free while tearing at our clothes.

Shredding every single piece, I’m now able to take in all the curves of her perfect body. Forget about drooling, this woman is more than mouthwatering; she’s a sight to behold and all mine to taste, pleasure, and fuck for the unforeseen future until I’m too sated to move.

My fingers dig into her lush ass and she releases a tiny yell in surprise when I easily lift her up and plaster her back against the wall. She recovers quickly and grips my head and drags me into a hot kiss.

My movements are feverish and I’m moaning my heart out when I move one hand down and slide my fingers through the lips of her pussy. She’s drenched and with her legs wrapped high around my waist I can easily fingerfuck her while brushing her clit.

If I thought she was kissing the hell out of me before, she’s now taken the pitchfork from the devil himself and is leading hell. It’s proven to be lethal love when she bites my bottom lip, and starts to moan while her pussy is strangling my fingers.

Fuck if I’m passing her pleasure on my mere fingers. I pull them out to grip my cock and ram inside her. She rips her mouth from mine and screams my name while I throw my hips back and forth to surge in and out without mercy.

My balls are ready to draw up, spine tingling with my upcoming orgasm, and in this moment, nothing more exists but to take the both of us into a steep wave of bliss. And that’s exactly what’s happening for me but I need her to come with me.

Without thinking I prod my–coated with her juices–finger up her ass and as she comes so beautifully, my cock starts to weep in violent bursts. Cum shooting out like it’s an everlasting stream and I rumble her name over her sweat covered skin.

Motherfucking earthshattering and there’s no fucking way this will be a one-night stand. Hell, I’m still buried deep inside her and I’m ready for more. And it’s for this reason I balance her ass in my hands and turn to see where I can put her down to start over.

Another tiny scream rips from her and I’m starting to like the sound, knowing it’s her “caught by surprise while making no objections to stop me” sound. From the corner of my eye, I notice a desk and it’s perfect for what I have in mind next.

I place her ass on it and pull out. Her eyes go wide when my cum instantly starts to leak out. Yeah, worry is for later, pleasure is what’s more important now. But I need her fully in this moment with me without thoughts wandering.

It’s for this reason I tell her, “I’m clean and there’s nothing else to worry about unless you’re not.”

“I’m clean, but–”

I cut her off by snatching up my shirt and wiping her pussy to clear most of my cum leaking out along with the words, “Then we’re going to save any discussion for later and enjoy this moment. And with enjoy I mean fucking relish because you felt damn good wrapped around me and even if I’m going to taste myself, I’m still dying to eat this pussy.”

A low moan comes from her mouth when my tongue slides though her pussy. Yeah, whatever worry or discussion was plaguing her mind evaporated with the first lick. Her hands are back on my head when I take her bundle of nerves between my teeth and start to nibble and suck.

“Yessss. Fuck. Suck. Yes. Oh...Oak. Keep...yes!” Her gasps between needy words filled with lust and awe tease my ears, make me rock-hard once again.

This time, when her third orgasm slams into her body, I’m not burying myself deep like I did the first time. Nope. I’m eating her pussy like a starved man to get my fill of her taste on my tongue. Only when she’s sagging down onto the desk do I surge up, grab my cock and nudge her entrance.

“Lottie,” I grunt between clenched teeth, holding myself back which is costing me a load of restraint. “Eyes on me.”

Her gorgeous hazel eyes are filled with golden flecks when she flutters them open and glances at me with so much adoration, appreciation, lust, desire, whatever emotion she possesses because for sure as fuck she’s as drunk on emotions as I am when I start to push back inside her.

This time I’m not on a rampage for pleasure, but a slow and sensual one to obtain all the feels and prolong what we have in this moment. And what a moment it is. Full tits jiggling back and forth with each slow stroke. Nipples dark pink and standing at attention. 

Her face is flushed and washed with pleasure as I grip her hips to keep her from grinding and trying to slam back to up our previous pace. I’m in control and determined to make this last longer than the passionate, raw, and hungry fuck we just had against the wall.

“Breathe, Lottie. Breathe and fucking feel my cock sliding in and out of your pussy.” 

She moans and sneaks her arms around my neck to pull me close. I never kiss any woman; too intimate. But taking her lips in the same lazily, yet thorough kiss gives me the sense of possession that overtakes me and I realize I won’t be able to let this woman walk away after one hot night.

Lottie drives the heel of her foot against my ass and shifts her hips while her pussy starts to clench and I know we’re done for. No matter the strength to hold back, there’s no stopping pleasure once it’s hit overdrive. A wave of heat slams through me when our simultaneous orgasms bind us through bliss.

I can’t even keep myself up and crash my full weight on top of her, but she merely grunts and tightens her arms to keep me close. I can feel her raging heart against mine and the both of us are panting like crazy to catch our breath.

The thought suddenly strikes me, “I haven’t even had the chance to suck on your sweet tits.”

Her giggle vibrates through her body and it makes me chuckle.
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