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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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Oaklynn Knowles

One split second changes my entire life. I lose everyone important in my world. Some forever and some because of distance. In the midst of my grief I find my passion in life. Helping others in their greatest time of need. My life becomes the same on a daily basis. At least until my best friend finds the love of her life again. I get one night with the sexiest man I’ve ever seen. That night has lasting consequences. 

Kellan ‘Omen’ Calhoun

Growing up in the Dirty Slayers MC, I saw and heard more than I should. I also watched my mom cry when my dad was gone on runs or other club business. This led me to make the decision never to have an ol’ lady or kids of my own. I’m more than happy with my life and the women I spend my time with. Until one woman changes me in one night. Now, she’s back and drops a bombshell in my lap.
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Oaklynn

WATCHING MY BEST friend get married to the love of her life is one of the best days I’ve had in a very long time. Melissa and Homicide have the kind of love you don’t typically see in this new hookup generation and it’s something I want for myself. Yes, I grilled the fuck out of my sister from another mister about Omen. The fucker is sexy as hell and I know if I could take my pick of the men in this clubhouse, I would choose him every single time. There’s just something about him that makes me take a second look at him. I can’t even tell myself what it is about him either. Anyway, I’ve done my duties as a best friend and kept Melissa’s surprise so she could get engaged and then married all in the same day. Homicide and her have waited so long to be together and I can’t blame the man for not wanting to wait another second to make her his wife. So, he put everything together and made the day all about Melissa and gave her the dream wedding she didn’t know she wanted. 

I’ve watched them dance, laugh, talk to everyone, and share the small moments only a couple can have together. If there’s one person in this world who gets Melissa more than me, it’s Homicide. He’s always had this sixth sense when it comes to her and has made her the center of his entire universe with their children a close second. Melissa has done the same for him with the exception of their twins being just above the man she loves more than life itself. For her the twins will always come first and that’s the way it should be as far as I’m concerned. Homicide would do the same thing if he weren’t so in love with my sister from another mister. She’s the reason he wakes up every single morning and why he goes out of his way to be the best version of himself. 

Sitting at the table reserved for the wedding party, I take the time to look around. These men and women have accepted me without question or hesitation. They’ve done the same thing to Melissa, the twins, and Jace. It’s going to take some time to call him Grudge. For some reason, it’s hard for me to see him as the man he’s become since joining the Dirty Slayer’s MC. Anyway, I watch everyone as they dance, talk, drink, and have a good time. For the first time all night long, I’m left alone since Melissa and Homicide have left to go home for their wedding night. I was fully prepared to take the kids tonight so they could start their honeymoon, but Homicide has a short trip planned for them and I’ll have the kids starting tomorrow morning. That’s why I haven’t really been drinking today. If I’m hungover, I won’t be able to be there for the twins the way they deserve and need from me. That’s not something I’ll ever do to the two most important little people in my life. 

My gaze lands on Omen as he sits at a table in the corner. Right now, you can’t tell that he stands at almost six and a half feet tall. Today he’s wearing a red button-down shirt and has the sleeves rolled up showing off his muscled forearms. Not only do his arms make butterflies fill my stomach from how big and muscled they are, but the ink covering his skin does something to me. I want to trace every single design with my tongue as I commit the lines to memory. However, it’s his eyes that truly suck me in and make me feel as if he’s looking deep into my soul to the person I want to be but hide from the world because I’ve always been the weird girl and I’m tired of being that person. Omen’s eyes are a darker blue that sparkle in the light as he watches his surroundings. Despite the few times I’ve been around him, Omen has never once given me any indication that he sees me as anything more than Melissa’s best friend. Someone he has to put up with because I’m in her life and he’s Homicide’s best friend. Our lives have been thrown together and he can’t stand it. Omen can’t stand me for some reason. 

“What’s goin’ on over here, Oaklynn?” Jace asks me, walking over and taking a seat next to me with a plate filled with food that he slides in front of me. 

Jace is always taking care of Melissa, the twins, and me. At this point, I don’t even know if he realizes he’s doing it. Bringing me a plate of food is one of the many ways he takes care of us. 

“Not much. Just biding my time until I can go to my room and get some sleep,” I answer him, picking up my fork while keeping my eyes locked on Omen as he looks my way and a sneer covers his face when he sees Jace sitting with me. 

“Who says you have to stay here now?” he questions me as I continue eating the delicious food he’s brought over. 

“No one. I just wanted to make sure I was here while Melissa was. I’m happy she found Zeke again and he married her,” I inform him as I turn my attention to him while feeling Omen staring at us. 

“You’ll find your guy, Oak. He’s a lot fuckin’ closer than you realize,” Jace responds cryptically as he looks away from me. 

“No, I won’t. The guys here are nice and polite but that’s the extent of their friendship. I’m not one of the ol’ ladies and they only see me as a friend of Melissa. She’s made a life here and I’m happy for her. I’ll just always be on the outskirts of her new life and that’s okay,” I tell him as I set my fork down on my plate and ignore my food to give Jace my full attention. “The only guy I’d even remotely consider giving a chance here won’t give me the time of day and wants nothing to do with me. He’s had more than a few chances to let me know if he really wanted me.” 

“You know that’s not who he is though. Omen fucks his way through the Slayer Slits because they’re easy and don’t expect anythin’ from him. If he takes that step with you, it comes with a ton of complications. Ones that have a chance of makin’ things awkward if shit goes bad between the two of you since you’re both best friends with a couple deeply in love. Plus, he knows that he can’t just have you in his bed one time. With you, Omen will want things he doesn’t allow himself to think about. That’s why he keeps his distance from you and won’t give you the time of day,” Jace states, not looking away from me as he talks about the one man I’ve wanted in a very long time. 

“How?” I question him, my world turning upside down with the knowledge that I haven’t been as careful as I thought about my stupid teenage crush on a man who doesn’t want me. 

“I pay attention, Oak. And I know you. I’m one of two people here who truly know you as a person and it’s not hard to see who keeps drawin’ your attention to them. Also not hard to see the fact that he keeps lookin’ at you and has been since you walked through the door. If no one’s told you today, Oak, you look fuckin’ amazin’ in that dress,” Jace tells me, his voice barely above a whisper as he leans in close to me. “Now, if you want to go to your room and head to bed, go. Don’t feel as if you have to hang out here with the rest of us. Besides, I think the girls are gonna come out soon and I’m not sure if you wanna be out here when that happens.” 

With a nod of my head, I stand from my chair and Jace walks me to the backdoor of the clubhouse. I enter the dimly lit hallway and make my way into the common room before turning and heading up to Homicide’s room. Since they moved into the house, most of his stuff has been moved out and they’re letting me sleep in there while I’m here. Well, tonight since I’ll be at their house with the twins starting tomorrow morning. I hear someone walking in the clubhouse behind me, but I don’t pay any attention since people have been coming and going all night long. And they live here while I live in a different town with my aunt and uncle. 

“Oaklynn, what are ya doin’?” I hear Omen’s deep voice as I come to a sudden stop but don’t turn to face the man who has fueled more than a few erotic dreams since the first time I met him. 

“Going to bed, Omen. I have to be up to take the kids in the morning and there’s no reason for me to linger out at the party when Jace just told me the girls are getting ready to head out for you all,” I answer him, my voice soft and gentle as I keep giving him my back.

I listen as he continues moving toward me. He doesn’t stop until I feel his hard chest and stomach press up against my back. Goosebumps break out across my skin, and I can’t stop the shiver that runs through my entire body from feeling his hard edges pressed against my soft curves. This is the first time I’ve been this close to Omen and the feel of his body combined with the sound of his deep voice is making my body run out of control in ways I’ve never experienced before. 

“One night, Oaklynn. I’ll give you one night in my bed so we can work whatever this is between us out of our system. We won’t let it get in the way of us bein’ friends with Homicide and Melissa. I can’t give you more than that and I don’t want to see you again once the mornin’ sun starts to rise in the sky,” he states, his smooth voice reminding me of the smoothest whiskey as his chest vibrates against my back. 

“Okay,” I whisper, my voice almost cracking with the excitement flowing through me at the thought of Omen giving me a night with him. Something I never thought I’d get a chance to experience. 

Omen grabs my arm and turns me away from Homicide’s door. He leads me further down the hallway to his room. Yes, I know where his room is at the clubhouse. Melissa pointed it out one day when I first came here as one of the rooms that are off-limits. Since that day, I’ve always wondered what Omen’s room looks like. Honestly, I don’t have more than a second to look around before Omen’s wrapped his body around mine and my entire focus is on him and nothing else. 

Large, strong arms wrap around me and lift me in the air before I wrap my legs around Omen’s waist. He leans in and presses his full lips against the skin of my neck causing goosebumps to break out along my skin once again. I tilt my head to the side, giving him more access to my neck as my eyes slide closed with the sensations filling me. I can’t stop the moan from escaping while I wait to see what Omen will do next. 

“You like this dress, Oaklynn?” Omen’s deep voice asks me, breaking me from the haze his lips against my skin has worked me into. 

“Don’t care about it,” I tell him honestly knowing I’ll never wear this dress again since it’s a bridesmaid’s dress and I don’t go anywhere when I’m home that would require me to wear something so special.

In seconds the sound of fabric ripping fills Omen’s room and the cool draft brushes against my back. I don’t look down as the dress leaves my body and falls to the floor at our feet. Omen presses his lips against my skin once again before he starts moving. I don’t know what he’s doing until my back hits the mattress of his bed and he stands above me. Looking up at him, I watch as his eyes roam over my body and take in every single inch of me. The need to cover myself overwhelms me as I start to lift my arms.

“Don’t, Oaklynn. You won’t hide your body from me. I want to see every single inch I’m about to devour,” Omen says, his deep voice is husky and filled with the desire reflecting down at me from his eyes. 

As if I have no choice in the matter, my arms rest against the bed once more while Omen starts to undress in front of me. He slides his cut from his shoulders and rests it over the desk chair behind him. I watch as he slowly unbuttons his shirt before removing it from his body and tossing it to the floor at his feet. While he removes his boots, I let my eyes take in his muscled chest that’s covered in more ink. Yes, I knew he had tattoos but now I wonder how far down his body they go. Is there an inch of skin that’s not covered? My eyes move to Omen’s hands as he removes his belt before undoing the dark jeans he’s worn for the wedding. He’s not wearing underwear as his jeans open to reveal the top of his cock. My mouth waters at my first sight of him. 

“See somethin’ you like, Oaklynn?” he questions me, his voice muffled as my entire focus is on his body and every inch of skin he slowly reveals to me. 

“I see a lot I like,” I answer him honestly as I lick my lips while he steps out of his jeans. 

Without responding again, Omen leans forward and removes the panties covering my core. Today I’m wearing a black lace bra with matching panties and I’m thankful I didn’t just wear a pair of my granny panties with a cotton bra for comfort. For some reason, I had to wear one of my new sets that I love because it’s one of my hidden vices. No one knows about the lingerie addiction I have. When it’s not that time of the month for me, I wear sexy panties and matching bras even if no one ever sees them. This is for me and only me. 

“You’re sexy as fuck, Oaklynn,” Omen murmurs before he buries his face in my pussy. 

I can’t stop squirming under Omen’s mouth as he slides his tongue through my folds before sucking my clit into his mouth. Omen slides a finger into my pussy before slowly pulling it back out, setting a slow pace while adding a second finger and manipulating my clit with his mouth. He sucks and nips on it giving me just the hint of pain that brings me to the edge. My release comes faster than I thought possible. I guess it’s been a while since I’ve been with anyone and so it's not going to take me very long to orgasm. 

“Omen,” I moan out, my voice breaking as he continues to slide his fingers in and out of me. “So. Close.”

“Give it to me, Oaklynn,” Omen demands, releasing my clit for a few seconds before sucking it back into his mouth and flicking it with his tongue. “Cover my fuckin’ face, Oaklynn. Now!” 

I have no choice but to give in to Omen’s demands as I feel my release coil tight before exploding in a myriad of colors and fireworks behind my eyes. Omen doesn’t let up as his fingers continue to slide in and out of my pussy while he bites down one final time on my clit prolonging my orgasm several minutes as my entire body deflates and I can’t move a single inch. 

Omen climbs up my body pressing his lips along my stomach until he gets to my tits. He sucks one nipple in his mouth as I feel him move to the side of me. His beard tickles me while letting me feel it’s wetness from him going down on me. Embarrassment fills me with the thought that I soaked his beard with my release. I hear a drawer open and look over to find Omen grabbing a condom from his nightstand. He moves back over my body and I listen to him rip the wrapper open before moving his hands between our bodies. Omen pulls his mouth from my nipple and looks down to watch as he rolls the condom over his hard cock. One I haven’t even seen the full length of yet. I only saw part of it when he started to push his jeans down his thick legs. 

“Ready?” he asks me, and I nod my head in response because my breath is still heaving from the release he just gave me. 

My eyes slide closed as Omen starts to slide his thick cock in my pussy. The stretch burns a little bit as he slides in an inch at a time, never taking his eyes off of me as I open mine to watch him. I get lost in the depths of his blue eyes when Omen finally bottoms out and has his full length buried deep in my pussy. He gives me a minute to adjust to him before he pulls his hips back slowly. I feel every single inch of him as I wrap my legs around his hips and he picks up his pace while I start to move with him. Our bodies move as one while Omen’s movements speed up. He leans forward and I close my eyes, expecting him to kiss me. Instead, I feel his lips against my neck once again while he reaches between our chests and pulls my nipple while kneading my breast. His other hand grips my hip as he digs his fingers into my skin so hard I know he’ll leave behind marks on my body. 

I wrap my hands around Omen’s shoulders as our hips slam against one another, the sound of our skin slapping together is the only sound filling his room besides my soft moans and our panting breaths. Omen releases my tit to pull my leg up higher around his hip, letting him sink slightly deeper in my body. I feel my release once again filling my body, coiling tighter and tighter. My legs start to shake before the rest of my body joins and my moans get louder and louder. I’ve never been the girl who screams down a room when I’m getting fucked. Hell, I’ve barely been able to get off when I’ve been with the few guys I’ve had sex with in the past. Omen isn’t having the same problem with me. He starts to twist his hips, grinding his pelvis against mine, rubbing just right against my clit to send me further over the edge. 

“Omen!” I scream out as my orgasm crashes over me and I once again see fireworks and stars from the release coursing through my body. 

Omen buries his face in my neck as his movements become erratic and faster than before. He’s now chasing his own release. I bring my other leg up higher while raking my nails down his back. Omen’s grunts fill the room as I dig my nails into his skin. When I go to pull my hands away because I’m not sure if he likes it or not, his movements pause until I put my hands back. I continue to dig my nails into his skin, marking his back in a way I’ve never done with a guy before.

“Fuck!” Omen groans, his hips slamming against me as his movements become even more frantic. “You feel so fuckin’ good.” 

His words do nothing but build me up even more as I let myself find another release just before Omen slams into me once more before going completely still.

“Oaklynn!” he roars into his room as my release slowly starts to fade and I try to catch my breath to no avail. 

My heart is racing and my chest heaves as Omen collapses on top of me. He barely holds any of his weight back from crushing me. Omen’s a heavy man but I relish the feeling of his weight on my body. For the first time in a very long time, I feel small compared to a man. Not just with my height but from the generous curves I’ve always had. I’m not plus size, but I definitely have more going on than most of the women I see around the clubhouse. Of the women I see Omen go off with. I’m not his type and I won’t fool myself into believing I am for any reason. As he said, this is one night in his bed and nothing more than that. 

“We’re doin’ that again, Oaklynn,” Omen states when we can finally breathe normally again. “You get one night and I plan on making use of every single minute of our time together.” 

“Okay,” I answer him as Omen lifts me in his arms and carries me to his bathroom. 

We spend the rest of our night together worshiping one another’s bodies while I try to keep my head and heart on the same page. This means nothing to Omen and I can’t let it mean anything to me. Omen puts me in positions I’ve never heard of before and he lets me explore his body, showing me what he likes. It’s the best night of my life until we finally fall asleep just before the sun starts to rise in the sky. Well, until Omen falls asleep. I silently get up and put on one of his tee-shirts before making my way into Homicide’s room down the hallway. I have things to do today and I’m sure Omen won’t appreciate waking up with me in his bed still. My major surprise of the night is discovering he’s a cuddler. Every time we finished having sex, he’d clean me up and climb back into bed, pulling me into his arms as we rested long enough to go again. The man knows how to work a woman’s body over and I won’t ever forget the way he made me feel. 
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Omen

Seven months later

TONIGHT IS PARTY night at the clubhouse. Friday and Saturday we party no matter what’s going on in our lives. It’s a way for the club to unwind after a long week of work and other club business. While I love the parties, they’re getting a little boring and mundane. I don’t get the rush and excitement I once did knowing even more women were going to fill the clubhouse and I’d have my pick of women to fuck or get a blowjob from. It’s been that way for the last seven months since I got my taste of Oaklynn. No one fucking compares to her and I don’t know what the fuck to do to change this shit. Half the fucking time, my dick doesn’t get hard unless I’m thinking about her and then I’m hard as fuck. If I talk to Homicide about this, he’ll give me a hard time because Oaklynn owns me after one night in my bed and there’s nothing I can do to change it. I’d have thought after seven months it would end, but it hasn’t. If anything, it’s gotten worse and that shit is bothering me more than I thought possible. 

“Where’s the wife tonight?” I ask my best friend as he takes a deep pull from his beer. “Didn’t think you’d attend a party without her here with you.” 

“She’ll be here soon. She had to finish a project and wait for the babysitter to show up,” he answers me, his voice devoid of emotion as he watches one of the Slayer Slits sit on my lap.

I do nothing to discourage her from sitting on me because this is who I am. A different girl every day and then I’m done with them. Oaklynn is the only one that doesn’t seem to apply to that rule. I’ve had it from the very first time I had sex and it’s one that has worked wonders over the years. It keeps me single and doesn’t allow feelings to become involved in the situation. Feelings have no place in my life because I’ve seen too many women think they’re in love with a biker and end up getting it broken when they realize the guy doesn’t feel the same. 

Even though my parents are completely in love with one another, I have never once wanted to have a love like them. I watched my mom cry too many times growing up over the years because my dad simply wasn’t there. There has never been a single time he’s cheated on my mom. That I know as fact. He loves her way too much to ever even look at another woman. Even when they throw themselves at him on a daily basis. My dad wasn’t there simply because he was always busy with club business or on a run for the club. When we needed him the most, my dad was never home. I vowed from a young age not to ever bring a woman or kids into my life for this very reason. Instead, I vowed to be single and enjoy a variety of pussy for as long as possible. There is no way in hell I ever want a kid of mine to feel as if they don’t matter to me. And the only way to ensure that doesn’t happen is to always use condoms and never go back for seconds to give a female the chance to believe they’re important or special. 

I love women and want them with everything in me no matter where I see an attractive woman or if she’s with anyone else. I’ve never once had the desire to kiss a woman on the lips or have her back in my bed a second time. One night with Oaklynn made me want to change every single rule I’ve lived by for most of my life. I wanted to kiss her. To devour her lips and have her devour me in return. The need to have her tongue tangle with mine was almost painfully overwhelming more than once when we were together that night. Hell, I can’t even be sure that we used a condom every single time. I still have two left and I can guarantee I had enough for every fucking round of sex we had and no more than that. Fear fills me when I allow myself to truly think about the ramifications of us not using a condom during sex. However, I haven’t seen or heard from Oaklynn in the time since we shared my bed. That gives me hope there’s no lasting consequences of our night together. Because she has ways of getting a hold of me if she ended up pregnant. Melissa would have my number. Though she’s been a little distant when it comes to me. Grudge has too if I’m being honest. Those are the two people here closest to Oaklynn. 

The one thing that pisses me off the most about my night with Oaklynn is that when I woke up, I was in bed alone. Usually, that wouldn’t be a problem at all for me. I fuck or get my blowjob and then kick the girl out of my bed. Or I leave her place, the hotel, or wherever we have sex. It doesn’t typically matter to me where I’m with someone. However, I can’t begin to imagine having sex with Oaklynn in the open like is typical at the clubhouse or in some random bathroom if we’re out away from the compound. She’s the kind of woman you keep behind closed doors because no one else deserves to see an inch of her body or hear the delicious sounds she makes when she finds her release or gets close to flying off the edge because of whatever I’m doing to her body. Those are the things you keep to yourself and ensure no one else gets even a hint of her because they’ll want her all to himself. 

Oaklynn is the woman you come home early for and do all that romantic shit. Randomly show up with flowers, get her favorite ice cream when she’s had a horrible day, make sure she has what she needs when it’s that time of the month. All the shit I’ve seen my dad do for my mom over the years and what Homicide now does for Melissa. My best friend has no problem going to the store and buying feminine products for his wife. He’ll be on the phone with her asking questions and whatever else to ensure he gets her the right shit. That’s not who I am. I’ll never be that guy if I’m being honest. And the one thing I truly can’t stand is seeing a woman cry for any reason. I will run in the opposite direction as fast as possible if I find a woman crying. The only woman I’ve ever given any kind of comfort to is my mom and I have no doubt everything I did was wrong. She’s too sweet to say anything though. At least to me and those she lets close. 

“If you’re gonna fuck this bitch, I suggest you take it out of the common room tonight,” Homicide says as the girl on my lap tries to pull me in for a kiss.

“I don’t fuckin’ kiss. You’ve been around here long enough to know that shit. Try it again and you’ll be out of the clubhouse permanently,” I growl out before turning my attention to my best friend. “I won’t fuck in front of Melissa, Homicide. I know better than that shit. Not gonna promise she won’t know what the fuck I’m about to do, but she won’t see an inch of my exposed skin for any reason.” 

“I’ll take both of you on at the same time,” the bitch in my lap says as she looks between the two of us. 

“Are you fuckin’ out of your damn mind? I have a wife and loose pussy like you ain’t worth ruinin’ my life for. You got nothin’ I want and don’t bring that shit up again,” Homicide growls, his body tightening in response to the anger now coursing through him with the thought of touching another woman. 

“You heard my man,” Melissa says, walking up behind Homicide and putting her hand on his chest from behind. “I suggest you get the fuck away from him unless you want me to rip those extensions from your head as I beat the fuck outta ya.” 

“You can’t touch me,” the girl says as I push her off my lap knowing Melissa is about to let the fuck loose on her. 

“You’re right, I can’t right now. See, my man knocked me up. Again. I won’t do anything to risk my baby. Especially not for a skank like you. However, that doesn’t mean that some of the other girls in this clubhouse won’t get their hands dirty. Not many here like skanks who go after another woman’s man. It’s fucking desperate and doesn’t allow us to co-exist in this place like we need to,” Melissa states, her voice loud enough for the women surrounding us to hear her. 

“No one here will touch me. Do you know who this is?” she questions Melissa, pointing at me as if she has some kind of claim over me.

“I know exactly who that is. Omen is a regular at my home and plays with my kids. He’s my husband’s best friend and the son of the President of this club. What’s your fucking point?” Melissa returns, her voice bored as I laugh at her response because it’s completely her and I wouldn’t expect anything less than that. “Did you truly think because you might get the chance to fuck or suck him you’re special? You won’t get more than one night with him before he moves on to the next skank. I’ve tried to talk him out of his whorish ways, but he just won’t listen. Now, he has to deal with shit like you trying to place a false claim on him. One that won’t get you anything more than a broken heart. You’re one of many and that’s exactly how Omen likes it.” 

“I’m different,” she starts before I stand from my chair and look down at the bitch.

“You’re not different at all. I won’t want you after you suck my cock. Wasn’t even gonna fuck you tonight. If you give me a blowjob, I don’t go back for a second time. That’s all I want tonight. So, I’d listen to the ol’ lady before you who actually has standin’ in this club whereas you have nothin’,” I growl out, my voice hard and cold as another girl walks up to me and I pull her under my arm. “Now, you don’t even get the chance to give me a blowjob. I’ll never touch you for any reason. You got no one to blame but yourself for this and you’ll be the one missin’ out on the best experience of your life.” 

Without looking back, I bring the girl with me and head for the bathroom on the first floor. This is nothing new for me. I wasn’t lying when I said I only want a blowjob tonight. This woman will do nicely and I don’t need to take her to my room to get what I want when I’m happy to get it in the bathroom here. Opening the door and making sure no one else is in the room, I pull the girl in behind me and rest against the wall.

“Take my cock out,” I order her, knowing she’s gonna have to get me hard because I’m soft as fuck and don’t want to think about the woman who can get me hard when she’s not even in the same town as me. 

The girl undoes my jeans and lowers them just enough to release my soft length as she looks up at me through her lashes. A smirk covers her face as she runs her hand up and down my cock. I don’t even fucking twitch in response to her hand on me. Closing my eyes, I let the image of Oaklynn fill me. I picture her soft curves nestled against my sheets, how her hair was spread out across my pillow, and how her softness pressed against the hard edges of my own body. I picture how her eyes would get wide when she was close to finding her release but slid closed when I first slid my cock into her wet, waiting pussy. A few thoughts of one girl and my cock comes to life and becomes hard as fuck. 

“Is this all for me?” the girl purrs, her voice grating on my nerves. 

“Put my cock in your mouth or I’ll find someone who will. Don’t need you talkin’ or any other shit,” I order her, knowing I’m being an asshole but this shit is pissing me off. 

The girl opens her mouth and slides my length inside. She does nothing to cover her teeth to prevent them from scraping against my skin. I hiss out in pain and wrap her hair around my fist, pulling it tight to force her to look up at me. 

“Watch the fuckin’ teeth. If you’ve never given a blowjob before, get the fuck outta here,” I state, my voice hard and cold still as I look down at her and watch as her face goes pale. 

She gets back to work and covers her teeth this time so they don’t scrape against my cock. I close my eyes and picture Oaklynn. She gave me the fucking perfect blowjob our night together. There was just enough pressure, her mouth was warm and wet, and she knew exactly what to do to get me there without needing me to direct her. The girl knows how to work my cock and I’ve never had anyone do that shit like her. Just one more reason to want the girl I can’t seem to work out of my system. 

Remembering her mouth on me, I picture everything Oaklynn did and it doesn’t take long at all until I feel that all too familiar tingle at the base of my spine. My balls start to pull up close to my body and I know I’m about to find my release as I start to thrust my hips faster and harder. The girl sucking my cock is gagging from having so much of me in her mouth and I can’t find it in me to give a fuck about it. She’s not tapping out or letting me know I’m being too rough with her so I continue what I’m doing. 

“Gonna cum. If you don’t wanna swallow, I suggest you release me now,” I warn the girl, knowing I don’t typically give the girl that shit when I’m with them. 

To her credit, the girl sucks harder on my cock and doesn’t pull back even though I’ve warned her I’m about to fill her mouth with my release. When I finally push in her mouth one final time, I let myself go as my body tenses and I push off the wall so I’m closer to her. My release fills her mouth and starts to dribble out the corners where I’m slowly pulling my cock out. I watch as she swallows as I shove myself back in my jeans knowing I’ll go up to my room after grabbing a few beers to take a shower and clean myself up. There’s no need to spend more time with this girl than absolutely necessary. 

“What about me?” she asks, looking up at me from her knees on the floor as I go to step around her. 

“Said I just wanted a blowjob. You want to get off, go find one of the other guys in order to get some more cock,” I tell her as I leave the bathroom and head for the common room once again. 

Homicide and Melissa are sitting at the same table and Grudge has joined them. They’re laughing and having a good time. I used to be right there with them until Homicide and Melissa found one another again. No, I don’t blame them for doing whatever is necessary to find the love they shared from the time they met one another in high school. Everyone here knows their story and how they got separated for a long time because of her father. Homicide didn’t keep that shit from us even if he did originally want to deal with the assholes who tried to kill him on his own. Eventually we were all let in. Then Grudge showed up and gave him hope that Melissa was out there and he knew where she was. He worked his magic so they could reunite and get their happily ever after. 

After grabbing a few beers from the Prospect behind the bar tonight, I make my way upstairs to my room after nodding toward Homicide to let him know I’m done for the night. Heading to my bedroom alone is also something very new for me. Before it didn’t matter how many girls I brought back in there with me on a daily basis. I could go through three or four girls a day and think nothing of it. Now, there are too many memories of my time with Oaklynn and it doesn’t matter what woman I bring back to my room because none of them remove the memory of the night I had with her. I had her in my bed, against the wall, in the shower, bent over the counter in my bathroom, and on my desk. We were both insatiable that night and it’s one of the many things I can’t forget about her. This girl has wormed her way into my head and life and I can’t stand it. Oaklynn needs to get eradicated from there and I don’t give a fuck what I have to do to make it happen. 
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Chapter Two
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Oaklynn

PACKING UP THE last of my things, tears slide down my face and there’s nothing I can do to stop them from falling. This is a shitshow of epic proportions and I’m not sure I’m making the best decision. Melissa and Jace have talked me into moving to Frostford to be closer to Omen for the baby. Yes, I’m pregnant from my one night with him and he has no clue about the baby. I could’ve gotten his number from Melissa because I know she has every number for the guys of the club. Homicide doesn’t want her to ever be left vulnerable and not able to get ahold of him if he’s on a run or something. However, the news that he’s going to be a dad isn’t something you deliver over the phone or through a text message. I highly doubt he’ll believe me anyway. Omen doesn’t want a woman of his own or kids. I did get that much from overhearing a conversation between my best friend and her husband when they got back from their honeymoon. Melissa was talking about the possibility of us being together and Homicide shut her down extremely quickly. 

That’s not why I’m having such a hard time with the decision to move to Frostford. My uncle just passed away and I’m leaving my aunt all alone as she mourns the loss of her husband. His passing was sudden and none of us even knew he was sick. Apparently, he had a bad heart and never went to the doctor for any kind of check-up. He was at the funeral home all alone and when I showed up for my shift and to finish going through paperwork, I found him unconscious and not breathing. Despite my best efforts at CPR, it was too late and no one could save him. So, now my aunt is all alone and has told me to do what I have to do for myself and the baby I carry. She keeps promising me that she’ll be okay and has a support system in place, but her friends can only do so much to help her grieve. It’s not the same as me being there for her since she took me in when I lost my parents. I feel as if I’m leaving her on her own when I should be there for her instead of putting myself first. 

Another reason I’m leaving is because there’s no business to keep me here in Frostford. My aunt and uncle owned a funeral home and from the time I moved in with them, I worked there to help them out in any capacity. Over the last year and a half, I’d taken over all of my uncle’s duties so he barely had anything to do. All the paperwork and bookings were handled by me. When we needed to have extra things for a particular funeral, I made sure everything was set up. Essentially my uncle became the face of the funeral home while I did everything. Including sitting with each family who came through our doors to plan out the funeral for their loved one and then ensure everything happened as it should. My uncle and aunt were happy for me to take over the funeral home since they’re getting older and wanted to think about retiring and leaving me in charge of everything. Until suddenly my uncle made the decision to sell the business. It went through right before he died and we were wrapping up the last funerals we had to take care of before handing it over to the new owners. 

My aunt and uncle were shocked and disappointed when I told them I was pregnant and would be a single mom. From the very second I saw those two pink lines on the pregnancy test, I knew there was no way in hell I could terminate my pregnancy or give the baby up for adoption. I’ve always wanted to be a mom and since everyone thought I was weird because of my profession, this baby is my only chance to become a mom and have a family of my own. Of being able to love someone unconditionally and know that I’ll be loved in return. Even when my little one is pissed at me because I’m being the bad guy and punishing them for some reason. Omen doesn’t need to be in the baby’s life, but I do plan on telling him about the baby. He has the right to know he’s going to be a dad. Even if he chooses to stay away. That’s the main reason I’m moving to Frostford. If he chooses to be in the baby’s life, I need to be closer to him so everything is easier and he can spend as much time as he wants with our little one. 

I can still remember the day I found out I was pregnant like it was yesterday and not seven months ago. 

Waking up for the sixth day in a row having to rush to the bathroom to get sick, I know this isn’t the flu or something like that. I’m late and my period is never late. That’s the only thought racing through my mind as I throw up in the bathroom I have in my room. Thankfully I haven’t had my aunt and uncle find me getting sick every single day. It’s hard enough to hide from them that the smell of food and coffee make me nauseous.

After getting sick, I rush through my shower and get dressed before grabbing my bag, phone, and keys to head to the pharmacy. Despite me living with my aunt and uncle for the longest time, I still don’t know many people in town. I’m safe to get a pregnancy test here and it be kept a secret until I’m ready to share whatever news I have to give. Though, deep in my soul I know I’m pregnant. All the signs point to that. Not only am I getting sick every morning but my boobs are tender, I haven’t gotten my period, and I cry at the drop of a hat for no reason at all. So, I head for the pharmacy to grab a few pregnancy tests to take in the safety of my private bathroom at home. 

The pharmacy was empty when I made my way inside and grabbed what I needed. Including a few snacks and drinks. Once I’ve paid for my purchase, I head back home and run into my uncle as he heads to the funeral home for the day. He’s already cut back on the hours he spends there. Rushing up the stairs to my room, I shut myself in my room and go directly to the bathroom. On the way back home, I chugged a bottle of water so I’d have to go to the bathroom. Quickly reading the directions on the test, I pee in a disposable cup and take care of business before dipping the three tests I bought. Laying out toilet paper on the counter, I place the tests down on it before getting rid of the pee and cup, I wash my hands and watch videos on my phone as I pass the time until I can look and find out my future. Though, I’m pretty sure I already know the result of the test. 

When the timer goes off on my phone, I set it down on the counter, take a deep breath, and look at the three tests sitting on the counter. In seconds I see all three positive signs on them and tears spill over my lashes. This is not what I wanted to happen from my one night with Omen. He doesn’t want anything to do with me and before I left Frostford after the wedding, I overheard him calling me a patch chaser because I was at the clubhouse. He feels as if I’m looking to hookup with all the bikers in the club and trick one of them into making me their ol’ lady. That’s so far from the truth that I said nothing to him. Other than him knowing I heard him, I left the clubhouse and have done everything in my power to avoid going there since that fateful day. Even when Melissa does her best to beg me to come for a visit. I know she spends a lot of her time at the clubhouse and that means I’d have to be there too. I’m not about to see Omen when he wants nothing to do with me or force him to be in the same area I am. 

Placing a hand on my stomach, I make a vow to my little one. 

“It’s gonna be the two of us against the world, Peanut. I will make sure you know every single day how much I love you and that I’ll always be there for you. We don’t need a man in our lives for us to be happy,” I say softly in my empty bathroom already so in love with the baby I carry.

Melissa was the first person I told I was pregnant. She’s been nothing but supportive since I told her my news. The only downside is she constantly talks to me about letting Omen know. Yes, I know I have to, but there hasn’t been the right time and I haven’t been able to make the trip to see them with all the extra duties I had for my uncle and the funeral home. On top of taking over his responsibilities there, I’ve also been doing almost everything around the house. It’s not so easy for my aunt to move around like she used to and take care of the cleaning, cooking, and everything else that has to be taken care of in our home. Now she won’t have anyone to help her when the light bulbs need to be replaced. Or when something breaks down and has to be repaired. Yes, I’ve been making all sorts of repairs around the house for a long time. The only thing I don’t touch is the plumbing and electric. 
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