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Janessa Burns

I was perfectly content with my life. My career was taking off . I was in a new town and still remained in contact with my family. There’s only two parts of my life. I’d change. The first is having a love life. It’s been two years since I’ve been with a man. Secondly I’d go back and never been with my ex. For two years I’ve been harassed, attacked, and stalked by his parents. At least until the club steps in to stop it. 

Micah ‘Knuckles’ Coleson

My past dictates every aspect of my life. I don’t date and I’m only with the club girls. The women I know won’t expect me to give them more than I can. I live my life for the club, my business, and protecting everyone around me. One woman changes everything. She makes me crave something I’ve never wanted before. I’m just not ready to add another person to the long list of those who have hurt me. 
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Janessa

WALKING THROUGH THE front door of my house after going out to get something to eat, I immediately know something is wrong. There’s a feeling deep in my gut that I’m not alone in this house and my senses are on high alert. Slowly, I drop my bag on the table I have sitting just inside the doorway of my new home and slip off my heels. I silently make my way through the house, searching everywhere for anything I can use as a weapon. I’ve literally just moved into my new house and everything is still packed in boxes stacked all over the house. They’re about the only thing I can use as a weapon if someone truly is in my house. I can push them over or something in any attempt I have to get away. 

Getting to the living room, I take a deep breath and brace myself for whatever I’m about to find. I slowly move my body so I’m against the wall and poke my head around the corner to find Barb and David. They’re Roger, my ex-boyfriend’s, parents and have randomly been showing up wherever I am to belittle me and treat me like a piece of shit because I put their precious baby boy in jail for attempting to rape me, beating the hell out of me after we graduated from college, and everything else he’s done to me since we started dating. I’m the one who should be sitting in jail according to Barb and she’ll never change her mind about this. However, this is a new low for the two of them. Breaking into my new home is something I would expect from their son, not them. 

“Where the hell is this bitch?” Barb bitches, her nasally voice grating on my nerves as she stands from her seat on my couch and starts pacing the living room. “I don’t know who the hell she thinks she is to make us wait like this on her pathetic ass.”

“Barb, you need to calm down. I don’t even know what the hell we’re doing here,” David says, his monotone voice sounding bored as normal as he sits in the corner of the couch and stares straight ahead of him.

David is the weakest man I’ve ever met in my life. Roger and Barb give the orders and he blindly follows their every directive. He truly has no spine and I will never respect a man like him because of the fact that he will never stick up for himself and lets his son and wife mentally and emotionally abuse him. David doesn’t move as I take one more deep breath, pull out my phone and hit record before sliding it back in my pocket, and make it known that I’m home.

“What are you doing in my home?” I question while walking into the doorway of the living room and coming to a stop as far from Barb and David as I can. 

“It’s about fucking time you showed your face,” Barb whines, coming to a stop and turning to face me with a sneer on her face. “Where the hell have you been? Out fucking everyone you come across like the cheap whore you are?” 

“That would be something your son does, not me. How the hell did you find me?” I ask, my voice wavering slightly with the anger coursing through my veins as my hands clench into fists. 

“You think you’ll ever be able to hide from us? That we won’t always know every single move you make? We’re rich, powerful, and have so many connections you’ll never be free from us until the day you’re buried six feet deep,” Barb shouts, her voice echoing off my still empty walls and causing my head to start hurting like it always does when I’m around Barb for any length of time. 

“You didn’t answer my question. How did you find me? And what the hell do you think you’re doing in my home?” I repeat, my voice low and controlled as I step closer to Barb. 

“Bitch, this isn’t your show. We’re here only to ensure you go back home, drop the charges against Roger, and make sure to apologize to him properly,” Barb states as if everything she says is law and I’ll just obey her. “Money talks and all I did was call a locksmith to come open the door after telling them my poor daughter-in-law forgot to give us a new key to her home. They were very sympathetic.”

“That’s not gonna happen. Your son is exactly where he deserves to be—sitting in jail waiting to be sentenced and sent to prison. I will never drop the charges against him or apologize for him beating me so bad I needed to spend time in the hospital before finding me again and trying to rape me while beating me once again. Roger is a piece of shit and I will dance and party every single day he spends in jail or prison. Now, if you don’t want the cops called on you, I suggest you leave my home immediately and don’t ever disturb me again,” I state, my voice hard and cold as I stare at Barb while she opens her mouth and no words come out for the first time. 

“You have no power here, Janessa. We have money, friends in all the right places, and you will do what I say. Now let’s go,” Barb grinds out, rushing toward me and grabbing my arm in a tight hold with her nails digging into my skin.

“Let. Go. Of. Me,” I grind out, snatching my arm from her grasp and pushing her away from me. 

“How dare you!” Barb shrieks as David gets off the couch and moves toward us.

“Don’t put your filthy hands on my wife,” he says, his voice showing no emotion as he glares at me. 

Instead of launching into another verbal attack, Barb throws herself at me and starts slapping me in the face and chest. I’m so shocked I can’t properly defend myself from her assault. The only thing I can do is protect myself to the best of my ability. I know how to fight, but I refuse to put my hands on the bitch in front of me because she won’t hesitate to have me arrested for assault after spinning some delusional tale about how she’s a poor victim while I’m a heartless criminal. So, I take the hits and hair pulling until Barb wears herself out. It truly doesn’t take long for her to stop the assault on me and step back with a smirk on her face. 

“How the mighty have fallen. Where are your brothers now, Janessa? There’s no one here to save you,” Barb says, an evil smirk on her face as I reach into my pocket and pull out my phone. 

Holding it up so Barb can see the screen, I watch as the realization fills her that I’ve recorded everything she’s said and done to me today. The color drains from her face and she starts to tremble where she stands. David steps closer to her and wraps an arm around her shoulders to prevent her from falling on the floor in shock and anger. 

“Now, this is what’s gonna happen. You’re gonna get the fuck out of my home and never show your faces here again. Roger will not be getting out of jail and if you show up near me once more, I will press charges against you for everything you’ve ever done to me. I’ve got more evidence against you than you think. The law is my profession and I have done everything to ensure one day you and David pay just like Roger is. Plus, here you don’t have any friends. No one knows you here and they won’t step in to help you,” I state, not stopping the recording of my phone as I wait for Barb to realize she’s lost this round. 

“This isn’t over!” she finally yells, her voice grating on my nerves even more since I’m already frazzled and know her words aren’t some idle threat. 

Barb and David push past me and make their way out of my house. I follow behind them and slam the door in their faces when Barb turns to throw one last jab in my direction, locking it so they can’t barge their way back in. I turn and lean against the door and slide to the floor, closing my eyes and resting my head against the solid wood. My heart is racing and I can’t seem to catch my breath. This isn’t the first time I’ve been left feeling this way after encountering Bard, David, or Roger. They’re assholes who have always relied on their power and ability to intimidate everyone in front of them. 

Fuck them! They won’t win this time. 

***
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After giving myself time to calm down from Barb’s attack on me and cleaning up the scratches she left behind on my arms, face, and neck, I get dressed in a pair of jeans, one of my favorite tank tops, and a pair of wedge sandals. Grabbing my purse, I head out of my house and walk down the street. There’s a bar not far from my home and I don’t see any point in driving when I plan on getting wasted to leave my car behind. It’s just easier to walk there now and save me from going back to the bar tomorrow. Plus, I need to stretch my legs and finish clearing my head after the bullshit of dealing with Barb and her insane demands to drop the charges against Roger. 

The streets are filled with people coming and going from one location to the next. Groups of friends are laughing and talking as they ignore everyone around them and get lost in their own lives. Parents are walking with their children as they enjoy the last rays of a warm day before the cold starts to settle in over the next few weeks. I smile as I pass strangers on the street in this new town I’ve chosen to move to. 

Getting to the bar, I don’t hesitate to walk through the door and take a seat at the bar a few stools down from one of the members of the Dirty Slayers MC. I know some of them from a case I took involving two of their members. Omen and Homicide got into trouble a few months ago and I was the one who discovered the charges against them were fake and had the cops involved arrested. Rooster and Marie have met up with me a few times since then and I’ve been retained as the club’s lawyer for the foreseeable future. The President of the MC has offered me their protection and I have never once thought of taking them up on the offer, but I might have to change my mind about that now that Barb knows where I live. If Roger does happen to get released, he won’t hesitate to show up here and start his bullshit all over again. 

“What can I get ya?” the bartender asks as she stands in front of me with a smile on her face. 

“Can I get a beer? Anything on tap I guess,” I say without really caring what I have to drink. 

“Coming right up,” she replies before turning and walking away from me to grab my drink as the man from the club lifts his bottle of beer toward her and I watch as she grabs him another one without stopping her movements. 

“Rough day?” the man a few stools down from me asks as he turns to face me, his smooth, deep voice washing over me and sending chills along my skin. 

My breath catches in my throat as I realize I’m sitting by Knuckles. He’s the Sergeant at Arms for the club and one of the sexiest men I’ve ever met in my life. Right now, he’s wearing the white hat I’ve seen him wear every single time we’ve happened to cross paths. A black tank top is on under his cut and it molds against his hard body. Every muscle is outlined as I let my gaze slowly run down his body. 

“You could say that,” I finally answer as I move my eyes back up his body until I’m staring into the lightest blue eyes I’ve ever seen. 

I watch as several emotions go through Knuckles’ eyes and his entire body goes rigid with anger. 

“Who the fuck hurt you?” he questions me, his voice low and controlled as he stands from his stool and moves to stand in front of me. 

Knuckles turns my stool before reaching out and spreading my legs so he can step in between them. Lifting his hand, he gently runs a finger down my cheek, and lets his eyes cover every inch of my skin. I know he hasn’t missed a single mark on my body. The scratches and bruises left behind from Barb. 

“Not gonna ask again, Janessa. Who the fuck did this to you?” Knuckles asks, ignoring everyone around us as he holds my face gently in his hand. 

“It’s not your problem, Knuckles. I’m used to dealing with this shit and the problem will eventually go away,” I evade giving him the truth that I’m weak and trying to gather evidence against Roger’s parents and how stupid I was being when it came to my ex. 

“It’s my problem, Janessa. You work for the club and I know Rooster has offered you protection from the club. You will be takin’ him up on that fuckin’ offer. And you will end up tellin’ me who the fuck hurt you,” Knuckles says, finally dropping his hand from my face and stepping back from me. 

“Knuckles, make me forget,” I whisper to him, needing to get out of my head and forget all about the sick fucks who are out to ruin my life. 

“Janessa, you don’t know what you’re askin’ for,” he says, stepping back more as I reach out and press my hand against his hard chest. 

“I do. You won’t ever settle down or have an ol’ lady. Kids aren’t in your future. Any woman you choose to fuck only gets one night in your bed and nothing more than that. For tonight, I want that woman to be me. Things don’t have to be complicated or awkward afterwards. I know exactly what I’m getting into with you,” I say, looking at him so he knows I fully understand what I’m doing.

Knuckles hesitates for a second before grabbing my hand and leads me through the bar. Everyone parts for him as if they’re scared he’ll take them out if they don’t move for him. Personally, I don’t give a fuck what anyone thinks of him. Knuckles has never been rude to me and I know after we’re done, he won’t have anything else to do with me. All I need is for him to make me forget the fact that it doesn’t seem as if I’ll ever get rid of Barb and Roger no matter what I do or where I go. 

We enter an office and Knuckles slams the door shut behind me before pushing me up against it and pressing his hard body against my softer one. I’ve never been self-conscious of how I look, but for the first time I wish I didn’t have a larger body. I’m never going to be the model men like Knuckles go for. Honestly, I never thought he’d take me up on giving into my wish to forget. 

Without hesitation, Knuckles kisses me deeply and with a passion I’ve never felt before in my life. Roger sure as fuck never kissed me this way. Knuckles’ hands roam my body and unbutton my shirt before roughly shoving it off my shoulders. He breaks the kiss and steps back to remove his cut and setting it on the bookshelf right next to the door. Removing his tank top, Knuckles tosses it to the floor and undoes his belt while I unbutton my jeans and shove them down my legs. Before I can make another move, Knuckles turns me around so the side of my face is pressed against the cool wood of the door and he pulls my ass out. With one arm wrapped around my stomach, Knuckles slides his hand between my legs and I feel a finger move between my wet folds. I can’t stop the moans escaping from one simple touch. 

Kisses are pressed against my back, all the way down my spine until I feel Knuckles bite the outside of my thigh. He moves his mouth between my legs after spreading them as far as they’ll go with my jeans still wrapped around my ankles. In seconds, his mouth is on my pussy and I close my eyes and let my head drop back from the skill he’s showing me with his tongue. Practice definitely makes it perfect as I feel sensations I’ve never felt before. 

“Knuckles!” I moan, my voice coming out breathy.

He doesn’t stop his movements but sucks my clit in his mouth while sliding a finger in my wet pussy. I can’t stop my back from arching and a loud moan from escaping. It’s been a long time since I’ve had sex, but I’m already feeling my orgasm coil tightly inside me. 

“Knuckles!” I scream out when my release crashes through me and I start to shake uncontrollably. 

Still, he doesn’t stop. Knuckles continues to suck my clit while sliding his finger in and out of me. A second one is added as he stretches me. My first orgasm isn’t even finished as he continues to manipulate my body. Another orgasm races through my body and that’s when Knuckles finally pulls his mouth and fingers from my core. I lean limply against the door, still shaking as I feel him stand behind me. His entire body covers mine as he laces our fingers together and runs his other hand down my back causing goosebumps to break out along my spine. 

“Ready, Janessa?” Knuckles asks me, his mouth close to my ear. 

Nodding my head, I keep my eyes closed as I feel every move Knuckles makes. He lines his cock up with my pussy and pushes inside. He’s bigger than Roger and fills me completely once he’s buried to the hilt. For a second he doesn’t move, just presses against me and holds me in place with his body. When he finally starts moving, I move with him. Every thrust of his hips is met with one of mine. Knuckles reaches around my body and slowly slides his hand up my torso until one of my tits is in his hand and his finger has found my nipple. 

“You feel so fuckin’ good,” Knuckles whispers in my ear before pressing his lips against my neck. 

I angle my head to give him better access and savor the feeling of his kisses along my skin. Without even trying, he seems to find every single spot that drives me wild. Knuckles picks up his pace as my body starts to tremble beneath his touch. Already I’m close to the edge and it won’t take much to push me over. 

“Knuckles,” I moan out, my voice barely audible as we both pant and our chests heave from the now frantic pace Knuckles is setting. 

“Call me Micah. It’s just the two of us, Janessa. I want to hear my name on your lips,” Knuckles says, his voice almost pleading.

All I can do in response is nod my head. Opening my eyes for the first time since this started, I look over my shoulder to find Knuckles looking down my body to my ass. His eyes don’t move as I continue to watch him. Knuckles lets go of my nipple and slides his hand down my body until he finds my clit. A few pinches later, my orgasm races through my body and I clench around him. 

“Micah!” I scream out, not caring if anyone hears me or knows what we’re doing in here. 

Knuckles reaches around my body after unlinking our fingers and pulls my body back against his. His pace is brutal while he thrusts his hips faster and harder. He’s now chasing his own release and using my body to find it. 

“Janessa!” he groans, pressing his face in my shoulder. 

Knuckles keeps his arms wrapped around my body and holds me up on legs that aren’t strong enough to hold me. Our chests are heaving as we try to catch our breath and slow our racing hearts down. I’m still wrapped in his arms as he slowly moves us from the door of the office to the couch I didn’t even notice before now. Before helping me sit on the couch, Knuckles bends down and pulls my jeans and panties back up my legs before buttoning them again and moving to grab my shirt and bra I don’t even remember taking off. 

After a few minutes, when I can finally breathe again, I get off the couch and keep my back to Knuckles. 

“Thank you, Micah. I’ll get out of your way and let you enjoy the rest of your night,” I tell him, not giving him a chance to respond before leaving the office and Knuckles behind. 

I got what I wanted—forgetting for a while of the shitshow my life is. Knuckles also got off and is done with me. He won’t want me to act like a clingy schoolgirl with her first crush or burden him with hanging around when he just wants to get back to his night and finding a different woman to take back to the clubhouse or wherever he chooses to fuck them. There’s no hesitation in my steps as I make my way through the bar and out into the cool night air. It’s dark out now and I really should have thought better about walking home alone in the dark. Unfortunately, it’s too late for me to change my earlier thoughts and actions. 
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Knuckles

Seven and a half months later

WALKING INTO THE clubhouse after working at the gym all day, the last person I expected to see was Janessa sitting at a table in a back corner with Rooster, Marie, and one of our Prospects Seth. Janessa’s back is to me as I take in her long dark brown hair. With the overhead lights of the common room shining down on her, the red highlights shine bright. Her shoulders are shaking with laughter as I stand just inside the door of the clubhouse and watch her. I haven’t seen her since we were together that night in Down ‘n Dirty. I’ve either been at work or on a run when she’s been here. Not that it’s been often, but I’ve heard from others about her stopping in due to Rooster or Marie inviting her or one of the guys getting in trouble in one way or another. 

For the first time in my life, I can’t get a woman out of my head. Since the night we were together, Janessa has been in my head and I’ve barely touched another woman. I can still taste her and remember the softness of her skin as I ran my hands over her lush body. I’ve never been with a woman with as many curves as Janessa, but now it’s all I want. The girls who hang around the clubhouse and flock to me at bars or wherever else I go, don’t get my cock hard any longer. Everyone has been making comments about me not being with the Slayer Slits or taking one of the random girls when we’re out to fuck somewhere. Now, she’s sitting here as if nothing has changed in her world when everything in mine has. 

“Knuckles, what the fuck are ya doin’?” Tease asks me, walking in behind me and placing a hand on my shoulder. 

“Why’s she here?” I ask, not taking my eyes off Janessa as Rooster looks up at me from across the room and a slow smile spreads across his face. 

“Janessa? From what I hear, Seth got in some trouble when he tried to save his sister from bein’ raped at a party. Janessa is dealin’ with his case and they’ve been meetin’ over the last week since it happened,” my best friend answers me, as I watch Rooster wave me over to their table. 

I don’t hesitate to move across the room as anger fills me with the thought of Janessa living her life and forgetting all about the night we shared. This shit doesn’t happen to me. Ever. There’s no way in hell I’m about to let this woman play me for a fucking fool or act as if we didn’t have the best night of our lives almost eight months ago. 

Stepping up to the table next to Janessa, I watch as the smile disappears from her face and her cornflower blue eyes look up into mine. Today, with the light shining down on her, there’s a hint of purple as I watch her move her hands to cover her stomach. Her very round and large stomach. 

“What the fuck?” I blurt out before I can stop myself. “You’re fuckin’ pregnant?” 

“Knuckles, why the fuck are you yellin’ at Janessa?” Marie questions me, her voice hard and cold as she stands from her seat and stares me down. 

“You jumped right from fuckin’ me to someone else. Didn’t think you were like that, Janessa,” I state, my voice hard and cold, almost deadly with how low it’s gone as Rooster and Seth stand from the table and move to stand closer to the woman I haven’t been able to forget. 

“I’m not like that, Knuckles. The baby is yours. It’s not as if you’ve been around for me to tell. Don’t worry, I’m not expecting anything from you. It was my choice to fuck you that night and my choice to keep the baby,” she says simply as tears fill her eyes and one slides down her cheek. “If you knew anything about me, you’d know I’m not a slut and don’t jump from one man’s bed to another. For you to accuse me of that shit is uncalled for. Seth, we’ll meet in my office tomorrow. I don’t want to come here for our meetings any longer. Rooster, I’ll always help the club out, but I won’t come here again. And I won’t represent Knuckles for anything. Seth, I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

“That’s fine, Janessa. Go home and get some rest. I’ll come check on you later. You really don’t need to be upset or stressed in your current condition,” Rooster says, his voice softer than I’ve heard in a long time. 

“Keep him away from me, Rooster. Please,” she begs before Seth and Rooster help her from the chair and she avoids looking at me. 

Janessa leaves the clubhouse with Seth at her side as they talk quietly together. Rage rushes through my veins as I can’t tear my eyes from the pair as they disappear through the door of the clubhouse and I can’t see them any longer. Tease places a hand on my shoulder when I go to step away from the table with Rooster and Marie. 

“What the fuck is your problem, Knuckles?” Tease questions me, his voice harder than normal as he glares at me. “Janessa didn’t deserve any of the shit you just threw her way. She’s one of the best women any of us has ever met and you know that shit. You obviously fucked her and that’s fuckin’ with your head. We’ve all seen a change in you over the last almost eight months. Now you turn into a fuckin’ asswipe to Janessa. This isn’t you, Micah.” 

“That’s not my kid, Tease. I always use condoms and you know this shit. We’ve shared enough in the past for you to know I don’t ever fuck without a condom. Hell, I don’t get a blowjob without havin’ a condom on. Janessa is tryin’ to fuckin’ play me and all of you fuckin’ believe her,” I state, glaring at Tease as he steps closer in my space. 

“Shit happens, Knuckles. If Janessa is sayin’ the baby’s yours, I believe her. She’s a good girl and there’s no way in fuck she’d lie about bein’ pregnant with your baby,” Rooster states simply as Omen and Homicide walk up to our group.

“The fuck is goin’ on here?” Omen questions, crossing his arms over his chest and looking between all of us. 

“You’ve all seen Janessa and know she’s pregnant. Heavily pregnant,” Marie begins, glaring at me and letting me know without words how pissed at me she is. “Well, she finally told us who the dad is today and it’s this stupid fuck, Knuckles. He made her feel like a whore and she’s refused to ever come back here again because of him. Cut the meeting with Seth short and won’t meet with him again until tomorrow at her office.” 

“What the fuck?” Omen questions me, uncrossing his arms as I watch his fists clench at his side. “Janessa has never done a damn thing wrong to you or any of us here. For you to treat her like a Slayer Slit is fuckin’ ridiculous! The fuck are you gonna do about that?” 

“Nothin’. The baby isn’t mine and I’m not about to have Janessa try to pawn off some other man’s kid on me. All she sees is dollar signs and wants to bleed me dry,” I state, not giving a fuck about the tension surrounding me as Seth walks back in the clubhouse and heads for the bar to get back to work. 

“You’re stupid as fuck,” Homicide speaks up, shaking his head at me in disbelief. “If Janessa is sayin’ the baby is yours, then I believe her. And as for the condoms, you know shit happens and condoms aren’t always a hundred percent effective. You’re the only one here who doesn’t believe Janessa. If she’s sayin’ the baby is yours, it’s yours. And you better make this shit up to her. She’s a damn good lawyer and if she leaves us because of your shit, you’re gonna have a lot of pissed off men against you.” 

“I’m not stupid. You can all believe Janessa if you want, but I’m not fallin’ for her bullshit. You want her as your lawyer, keep her the fuck away from me. I’m not about to be sucked in by some gold-digger who’s only lookin’ for a payout from me,” I tell the group with me before disappearing and heading up to my room. 

No one follows me as I think back to the night I spent with Janessa. When I took the condom off, it was broken. Janessa vanished so quickly, I wasn’t able to let her know about it. However, I didn’t believe she’d be reckless enough not to have some other form of birth control. Janessa is trying to trap me with this baby she claims is mine and I’m not having it. She’s just one more in the line of women who have played this same game with me and other guys in the club. If everyone thinks I’m stupid enough to fall for it, they can think again. 

Walking in my room after unlocking the door, I find it as I left it with one exception. The drawer on the stand next to my bed is partially open. I never leave it open. Not only is it where all of my condoms are, but I’ve got other stuff in there and I know it was shut when I grabbed the condom I had in my wallet. Instead of heading to my bathroom to shower, I head straight for my stand and pull the drawer open even more. There’s a stack of condoms out of the box and that’s not how I left them. Picking them up, I carefully inspect the packages. If I weren’t looking for anything specific, I wouldn’t see the holes poked in the wrapper. 

“Fuck!” I call out, my voice hoarse as I drop the condoms to the floor at my feet and sink down onto my bed. 

“What’s up?” Carbon asks, stopping in my doorway and leaning against the frame. 

“Someone poked holes in all my condoms. Janessa is claimin’ to be pregnant with my baby. I know the condom broke that night, but this is ridiculous. She’s not havin’ my baby. It’s some other guys and she’s just tryin’ to pawn it off on me. Janessa’s been around the club enough to know we’re not poor men. The bitch wants a fuckin’ payday and is lookin’ to score one with me,” I tell him honestly as his face turns red and a glare turns in my direction. 

“Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me right now?” Carbon shouts, pushing himself off the door frame and stepping just inside my room. 

“No. She just told me downstairs in the common room in front of Rooster, Marie, and Seth. I’m not buyin’ her bullshit or playin’ her games,” I state as the VP of our club shakes his head and disappears from my room without saying another word to me. 

Getting off my bed, I leave my room and head for Brick. If anyone can get to the bottom of who’s been in my room, it will be him. He’s put all the cameras up in the common room and knows every single angle and the right one to look at for what I need. The common room is filled with everyone in the club, including the women and kids, and I walk through without saying a word to anyone. I don’t stop until I’m pounding on his door. 

“What the fuck?” Brick questions, opening the door as I almost hit him in the face.

“Need your help. Now!” I call out, my voice hard as I push past him and enter the room without waiting for an invitation like normal. 

“Knuckles, what the fuck is goin’ on. This isn’t you. You never just barge in my room or act like this,” Brick says, shutting the door behind him as I hear footsteps in the hallway coming toward us. 

“Need you to pull up the camera footage from the hall outside our rooms. Someone poked holes in all of my condoms and I want to know who the fuck it was,” I tell him, pacing his room like a caged animal as rage simmers in my body. 

“Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ right now? Does anyone else know? Have any of the other single guys checked their stash?” Brick asks, sitting down at his desk and pulling up the camera feed from our upper hallway where the rooms are located. 

“I haven’t told anyone else. The second I found out, I came right here to find out who the fuck did this shit,” I say, not stopping my pacing back and forth across his room. 

Brick pulls out his phone and I barely hear his words as he speaks into it. I don’t pay attention as his door opens and others enter the room. While they all crowd around Brick, I just keep pacing. It’s not until Tease stands directly in front of me that I finally stop and look at my best friend. 

“We’ll get to the bottom of this, Knuckles. And you’ll apologize to Janessa. You’re the only one here who doesn’t believe her. I’m one of the few people here who know your past and understand why this shit is hard for you to believe. However, if you were ever gonna put your trust and faith in one woman, it should be Janessa. She’s a damn lawyer and there’s no way in hell she’d lie about somethin’ like this,” Tease says, his voice firm and controlled the way it is when he’s trying to pull me out of my head and get me back on track. 

“No one here knows her, Tease. The only capacity we’ve ever seen her in is professional when she’s representin’ one of us. None of us know her fuckin’ past or anythin’ personal about her. Yeah, she’s a lawyer, but she just moved here and could be a gold-digger. Just the same as the rest of them. Nothin’ ever changes with women and you know that as well as I do. It’s not like you ever trust women either. I don’t know why the fuck you’re bein’ like this when it comes to me,” I tell my best friend as I turn to walk away from him and continue my pacing once again. 

Before I can get more than a few steps, Rooster is in front of me and slapping a folder against my chest harder than necessary. 

“Fuckin’ read it. We all know about her past and you’re the only one who doesn’t. You haven’t been in the meetin’ we had before decidin’ to retain her as our lawyer. If I remember right, you were on a run,” Rooster growls at me and removes his hand from my chest before turning and heading back toward Brick to find out what he discovers on the camera feed. 

I don’t bother opening up the file as I continue to pace. No one is going to convince me to give Janessa the benefit of the doubt about this situation. Instead, I get lost in my head once again and pretend I’m in the room alone while Brick does his thing and tries to figure out what the hell is going on with the condoms in my stand. And if anyone else has something to worry about. We all enjoy sex on a regular basis and who knows when the condoms were tampered with. The sooner this situation is figured out, the better it will be for all of us. 
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Chapter Two
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Janessa

TODAY’S BEEN THE day from hell. Not only am I upset about Knuckles talking to me as if I’m nothing more than a common whore, but my new office is falling apart. The roof is leaking and my desk was covered in water after the heavy rain last night. One of the walls fell in and ruined the carpet. To top it all off, there was almost a fire in the office when water started hitting the outlet my coffee pot was plugged into. I managed to unplug it before anything happened and called in the fire department just to be safe. That was a huge mistake. They made me leave the office and I have no clue when I’ll be able to open up again. I’m supposed to be meeting Seth here and have to make other arrangements. For now, the only option I really have is my home. There’s an extra room off of the garage I can use as an office. I’ll just have to go shopping before I can meet Seth.

Walking out of the office, I make sure the fire department knows the code for the security system and to lock up when they’re done going through everything. No, they won’t let me stay here with them. I tried to stay and be here while the fire department was inside, but the chief practically forced me out of the building and away until it’s safe to enter once again. This means I’ll have to contact a construction crew to rebuild, an electrician to ensure everything is up to date, a roofer to fix all the leaks, and anything else the fire chief recommends. I’m not about to let this building fall apart again. This is my one chance to prove my parents wrong about having a law firm in a new town where I won’t know anyone. 

My parents threatened to cut me off, take me out of the will, and do everything they could think of to get me to stick to the plan they set out for me when I was a little girl. I never really had a chance to do anything else in my life. There are still days when they praise Roger and believe I’ve made up most of what happened between the two of us. They don’t believe the hospital reports or anything else from that time in my life. Not when they don’t want to. Though it really shouldn’t surprise me because when I was in the hospital after a beating from Roger or his attempted rape, neither one of my parents showed up to see me. My brothers were the ones there for me. They’re always the ones there for me. 

I’m literally the middle child of five and nothing I’ve ever done is good enough for my parents. I went into law because it’s what they wanted for me. They’re both successful lawyers and are so busy they bring their work home with them almost every single day. I’ve got two older brothers, Daniel and Joseph, a younger brother, Aaron, and a younger sister, Nicole. Nicole and I don’t get along either. We’ve never seen eye to eye and she’s always been able to do whatever the hell she wants without having to face any consequences. I’m the only one who’s ever had to stick to the plan and followed every order given by my parents without exception. I’ve had to pay for everything I’ve done and what my sister has done as well. The boys are the only ones who have ever stood up for me. I’ve never doubted their loyalty or love. They’re the ones who helped me move here and made sure I was settled in before leaving me on my own. And they’ve always been my biggest supporters. Especially knowing I needed to get away from Roger and his psychotic parents. 

Anyway, leaving the office, I make my way down Main Street where all the shops are. They’re small and not the usual chains or boutiques I’m used to shopping in, but they get the job done and will have what I need for now to get an office set up at home. As I walk down the street, the hair on the back of my neck stands up straight and I immediately know someone’s following me. It’s not like I’ve never felt this before. Roger has been known to stalk me and find out every single detail of my life whenever I tried to break up with him in the past. He doesn’t know the meaning of the word no and sees me as his property and is obsessed with me. So, I definitely know this feeling well and my guard instantly goes up. 

I search the surrounding area and don’t see anyone out of place. However, I know someone definitely has eyes on me. Turning, I act as if I’m about to head into one of the closest shops and turn my head to see two men wearing cuts walking behind me. They’re not even trying to be inconspicuous about their intent as they speed up their steps and try to grab me before I get in the store. 

Since I’m already at the door, there’s no way in hell they’re going to catch me before I can get around other people. Witnesses who will have my back if it comes down to it. I rush to the closest group of people and turn to face the door. Both men remain outside on either side of the door and I know I’m about to be stuck in here for a while. Pulling out my phone, I pull up Rooster’s name and press it to my ear while moving a few steps away from the group of people. 

“Janessa, we’ll be headin’ your way in a few minutes,” Rooster answers his phone. 

“Rooster, there’s been a change of plans. My office has been temporarily shut down. It’s a long story, but at the end of the day, I’ll be working from home until I can get back in my office. That’s not why I’m calling though. I’m on Main Street and there are two guys outside wearing cuts. They’re following me and I don’t have another way out of the store I went in,” I inform Rooster as panic fills me and my heart beats out of my chest and my breath catches in my throat. 

“We’re on our way. Don’t move, Janessa. We’ll be there in a few minutes. Send me the name of the store you’re in and don’t move. Call Marie and stay on the phone with her until we get there,” Rooster orders me before hanging up the phone as normal. 

I swear the men of the Dirty Slayers MC don’t know how to properly end a conversation when they’re on the phone.

Shaking my head, I call Marie and let her talk my ear off. She’s rambling about nothing at all, but that’s okay. It’s pulling me out of my head and all I’m trying to focus on is her voice and words to force the panic down. Everyone in the store is looking at me funny as I pace frantically around the store and try to pay attention to Marie while waiting for Rooster and whoever else to show up. 

I have no idea how much time passes as I wait to hear the rumble of bikes getting closer to the shop I’m hiding out in. The two bikers are still standing vigilant outside the front door as if they’re standing guard over someone in here. Instead, I know they’re just waiting for me to leave so they can do whatever they’re plan is for me. At this point, I have a feeling these two are someone Barb and David hired to take me out or make me change my mind about dropping all the charges against Roger. What they don’t understand is the fact that while I did press charges against the asshole who enjoys torturing me more often than not, I’m not the only one who is ensuring he stays behind bars. The prosecutor is definitely pressing charges against him to make sure he remains behind bars. I know a lot about him, but I don’t know everything. A friend in the office back home has told me as much.

Finally, the thunderous roar of multiple bike pipes fill the outside of the shop and the store windows start rattling as they pull up and park. I watch as the two other bikers look at one another before racing from the storefront and away from where I’m hiding out. My entire body is trembling and I collapse to the floor before anyone can get close to me. I can’t see straight as my vision blurs and I know I’m about to pass the hell out. This won’t be the first time it’s happened. 

“Ma’am,” I barely hear someone calling out as I remain on the floor with my hands cradling my stomach in protection of my son. Yes, I’m having a baby boy. 

***
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My eyes open and I find myself in a white room with my head killing me. I try to remember what happened while trying to figure out where the hell I am. 

“Shh! You’re okay, Janessa,” Marie says and I turn to the side to find her and Rooster sitting at my bedside. 

“What happened?” I ask them while locking my eyes on the door as it opens to reveal Doc and Knuckles walking in the room. 

Knuckles doesn’t even look at me as he leans against the wall closest to the door and crosses his arms over his chest. I quickly avert my eyes away from him and focus on Doc. I’ve seen him coming and going from the clubhouse once or twice when I’ve been here meeting with various men while they’re my clients. 

“How are you feelin’?” Doc asks me, his voice soft and gentle as he offers me a small smile. 

“Like shit. I feel like that every single day though. I’m close to my due date and can’t take a break. Can you tell me how long I’ll be here? I have a client to meet with,” I respond to Doc, trying to sit up in bed. 

“You need to be on bedrest for the remainder of your pregnancy, Janessa. I’m worried about complications and you goin’ into premature labor. Ideally, you’re able to go into labor now, but we like to keep the baby inside as long as possible. Your blood pressure is also elevated slightly and I’d like to keep a close eye on it,” Doc informs me as I turn away from him and close my eyes against the anger coursing through me. 
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