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To my readers
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As most of you know from following me around on social media, my family moved to the panhandle of Idaho less than a year ago. As the first four books of the Bantorus MC was set in the fictional town of Pitnam, close to where we used to live, I thought a change was due not only for me, but for the series too. So, I had Bantorus MC start a charter club in the fictional town of Federal, Idaho...because I'm keeping it real. There's a slight time lapse, because this book is about Kurt and he was a teenager in Grasping For Freedom. Don't worry, his story picks up easily from the last book, and you'll enjoy the exciting and sexy times of the Bantorus MC characters you've come to expect. Moreover, there are new characters introduced to you in Fighting To Ride that I hope will grab your heart as much as they have mine.
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Mary Orr — In a popular Facebook contest to name one of the characters in Fighting To Ride, you were the winner with the chosen name of CUTTER. I hope you find Cutter mysterious and adorable, because I have plans for him and they are hot! 

Molly B'Damn — Upon arriving to my new home in Idaho, I heard the story about a young prostitute by the name of Molly B'Damn. Molly came to Idaho, saved lives, supported the community, and was honored as a hero upon her death many, many years ago. Her stories are still alive today about how she'd set a bathtub in the middle of the street and allow miners to drop their precious silver in the bathwater for a chance to scrub her back...and many other things. Those kinds of stories are meant to be passed on.
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Wheels

Because of you, these books are never-ending.

You and me. For a lifetime.
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CSC

It's a lifestyle. It's an attitude. It's badassery at its best.

Miranda, Luke, Jake, Jimmy

The best gift to give is love. 

Wishbone

R.I.P
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Chapter One
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Two flashing sheriff patrol cars blocked each end of Cedar Street. Kurt Ramchett rode his Harley Davidson between the government vehicles and parked in front of the Sterling Building. He eyed the crowd gathered in the street as he put his feet to the asphalt and pushed the motorcycle backward to park against the curb. The last thing he expected upon arriving in Federal was a police presence.

The rest of the Bantorus MC members of the new Federal charter followed suit and parked their bikes against the sidewalk, in one neat line. Kurt flicked his hand low, letting them all know to stand back until he found out what was going on. He'd purchased the historical building years ago to use when he brought the Bantorus MC, Federal charter, into Idaho.

That day had finally arrived, and he needed to crash. 

What he didn't need was to deal with a crowd of strangers or his biker's that were too tired to put up with any bull shit. He caught German's gaze and sighed.

German, all five foot ten inches and a solid two hundred and fifty pounds, lumbered off his motorcycle and held out a stubbed joint to light. Kurt fingered his hair off his face. "Put it away, Germ. You're not in Pitnam anymore and if you haven't noticed, we're thick with badges."

A male voice came over the loud speaker directing the crowd to stay on the sidewalks until notified. Kurt spotted the sheriff headed in his direction and strode across the street. The pressed blue uniform looked out of place, since the last time he'd come face to face with the sheriff, he went by the name Colby and wore a flannel shirt and jeans.

"Sheriff," he said, stopping the sheriff from approaching his men. "What can we do to shut off the spot lights and get a little privacy?"

Sheriff Colby, about Kurt's size of six foot two inches, peered up and down the street before meeting Kurt's gaze. "We're here for crowd control. The miners should be arriving any time."

"What did you do, call in the fucking welcome wagon?" Kurt slipped off his gloves and shoved them in his back pocket. "Call them off."

He'd met the sheriff a few times in Pitnam prior to buying the mine property. The last few months, he'd emailed almost daily with Sheriff Colby while working on the paperwork to become a guns dealer within Federal.

"It's not for you or your club." The sheriff took off his hat and swept his blonde hair off his forehead. "It's the monthly show for Silver Girls."

Sheriff Colby motioned to the Sterling Building at the same time voices grew louder, pulling his attention away from Kurt. "I guess it's time for the show to start. Make sure your men stay back, and no touching."

"What the hell does that mean? This is Bantorus MC's building," he said. 

The sheriff nodded. "Risa Kohl, the owner of Silver Girls, rents the whole building. She's been in business for at least five or six years."

"The property manager had orders to clear the building prior to us arriving. I informed Leo to swipe the place clean. There's no one renting the building from us any longer. We've been on the road for fourteen hours and need to crash," Kurt said.

"Wasn't Leo in charge of your rental?" Sheriff Colby asked.

Kurt's patience ran out two hours back on Interstate 90. "Yeah."

"You'll be able to ask him your questions tonight. He usually comes and watches the show with all the other men in town." Sheriff Colby hurried toward the crowd, walking away from Kurt. "Ten feet, men. You get too close, and you'll sit in jail tonight and be banned from watching Risa."

Kurt caught Remmy's gaze and lifted his chin, beckoning his Vice President over.

Voices rose in protest over the sheriff's orders. Kurt studied the loud crowd. Men shoved each other and smiles widened as the men garbed in dirty jeans, T-shirts, and black steel-toed boots marched straight toward the building in which Kurt and his men blocked. He made eye contact with Remmy, Ink, and Germ, who in turn motioned for every Bantorus MC member to line the sidewalk.

More people came from the opposite direction, until Kurt lost track of how many men filled the street. There had to be at least two hundred people or more in the crowd. He swept his gaze back across the street in frustration. Make that two hundred or more men.

A gathering was the last thing he wanted tonight when all he could think about was a soft bed and eight uninterrupted hours of sleep.

"Step back and enjoy the show," Sheriff Colby stated to the crowd.

The two spotlights erected on the sidewalk flickered and shutoff. Kurt reached behind him, feeling for his pistol tucked in the back of his jeans, aware of the danger.

"Fuck," Remmy said, motioning for the others to hold their spot.

Kurt searched the crowd, looking for anyone who appeared to have the balls to step forward and challenge the Bantorus members. He gripped his pistol, keeping his arm down at his side and ready. Cops or no cops, he'd shot his way out of town and get his men to safety if all hell broke loose. If they had to, he'd lead them to the new clubhouse outside of town and they'd bed down in their sleeping bags.

Soft music shushed the crowd, and the men's movements stilled. Kurt scanned the proximity, looking for the source that had grabbed the men's attention. The sudden shift of energy played on Kurt's worries more than the number of men in the crowd. 

All of the men looked toward the building he owned. He glanced over his shoulder, not seeing anything out of the ordinary. A brick wall, flower boxes, and a couple of empty benches on the sidewalk were the only things between him and the building.

A spot light came on, aimed over Kurt's head. Ink smacked his arm. "Jesus, prez, look..."

He followed Ink's gaze to the corner of the building. He pivoted, his hand squeezing the butt of the pistol. Warmth filled his chest at the same time his gut tightened. Nothing prepared him for the sight of a woman—a sexy, hot blonde woman— walking out onto the sidewalk.

The warm summer breeze plastered the sheer, silky robe to the front of the woman. Her high full breasts outlined in the spotlight, left nothing to the imagination. Kurt took a step forward, but Sheriff Colby put his arm out stopping him. The woman strolled past him, taking her sweet time, looking over all the men.

"Watch," the Sheriff said. "She does this every month. It's the highlight for the men in Federal. Risa and her girls bring entertainment and keep the moral high amongst the miners. Hell, Silver Girls is the most popular place in this town."

"Silver Girls?" he said, not taking his gaze of Risa. That was the second time the sheriff mentioned that name.

Sheriff Colby said, "The only entertainment club in the county. We're proud of having them call Federal their home. They do lap dances, conversation, and have better female bodies that put every other strip joint in the state to shame."

He glanced at the sheriff, wondering what kind of illegal compromise Leo got him into when he was supposed to be looking after his interest. The last thing he needed in his building was an illegal prostitution ring.

"Just stand back and enjoy the show." Sheriff Colby wandered off, motioning for the crowd to spread out and give Risa room. 

Kurt glanced at Remmy to see if he heard the news. The lines etched around Remmy's mouth told him everything. The management company duped him. If what he suspected was true, and Leo let an adult club rent from him, he'd need to get the girls out of his building, tonight. With Bantorus MC planning to run a legal gun trade in the state of Idaho, the Feds would swoop in on them if they even got a hint of a prostitution ring happening on Bantorus land. 

Risa slowly strolled around a few men to the middle of the street, smiling, fluttering her damn eyelashes, stroking egos, and creating hard-ons in her wake. He curled his fingers into his palm. 

She slowly circled a white porcelain bathtub sitting out in the street. His neck tensed as his mind automatically went to what she would look like naked in the tub.

"Where the fuck did that come from?" Ink muttered.

Not a normal tub, but a high back, claw footed piece of antique that had to way a ton. He put his attention back on the woman. The situation couldn't get worse. The mix of one nearly naked woman, a crowd bigger than four cops could manage alone, and the stink of men desperate to have a chance at the woman, put Bantorus MC right in the middle of keeping control over the situation. Kurt raised his hand. "Get in front of the crowd and secure the area. Keep everyone in sight."

Without questioning him, his men weaved their way through the throng of men until there was a Bantorus member every ten feet along the perimeter of the spectators. If anything happened, they'd be within reach of protecting the woman should she need help.

Risa, seemingly unaware of his men surrounding her, leaned over and skimmed her fingertips along the surface of the water. Kurt's chest tightened, until he forced a deep breath down him. He tried to blame his reaction on lack of sleep, coming off a ride, and being without a woman for over a week while he prepped for traveling.

The edges of her robe fell open. His cock pulsed in interest, and the rest of his body hardened in anger. He controlled his reaction by shoving the emotions deep within him, until he distanced himself.

No woman should ever give away secrets that a man hadn't earned.

Risa slid her robe off her shoulders and let the material pool at her feet. Kurt shoved his pistol back under the waist of his jeans and kept his hands free. His fingers itched to curl into a fist, while his biceps tensed and had him shaking his arms to stay loose.

With this kind of situation and this crowd, he'd do more damage with his fists, taking them all down, one by one. Besides, everyone's attention was on the show and reaction times slow.

He wasn't immune to the tempting sight of Risa lifting one bare leg over the white porcelain side of the tub, or dribbling water down her body, letting the droplets run over her smooth skin. Her safety came first before he watched for pleasure.

Hell, naked women were in every city, in every bar, and anywhere he parked his Harley. Hangers, the women who hung around motorcycle clubs to ease frustrated bikers, were a part of his life since he was sixteen years old, and began visiting the cabin behind Cactus Cove when the other members were having a meeting. 

The crowd pressed forward. Kurt planted his boots, kept his position, and forced the men to stay back. Though the woman was a stranger to him, she was on Bantorus property.

However, Risa wasn't his property. He studied her closer, taking in the shallow gaze and fake smile. She distanced herself from the crowd, and for whatever reason she chose to parade in the street doing a striptease act, she wasn't doing it for enjoyment.

While most of the women he knew enjoyed sex and shared freely, none of them came across as a confident woman in a desperate act. He couldn't figure out if Risa personally appreciated the exhibitionist act or she hated every minute. For that reason alone, he wanted to protect her and put a stop to the show.

Risa gracefully slid down into the tub. He inhaled as she sucked in her stomach and her breasts rose in reaction to the hot water. Letting out his breath, he forced himself to calm down. Covered by water and the sides of the tub, she'd diluted the crowd's view of her sexy body.

For how much he enjoyed looking at her, and in private, he'd want to do a hell of a lot more with her, the men in the crowd hadn't earned the privilege of seeing her naked. 

Either had he.

Sheriff Colby walked toward the center of the street and stood beside the bathtub and Risa. "You know the rules, gentleman. Everyone gets one time with Risa, and then you need to head inside to give the next man a chance with her."

A big man on Kurt's left stepped forward. Kurt tensed, but the man only stood beside the tub, spoke a few words to Risa, and received a genuine smile that lit up Risa's face, before lumbering away and into the building.

Before he could figure out what was going on, another man repeated the same steps, received a different smile from Risa—this one came with a soft laugh and a lowering of Risa's gaze— and he too walked into the building. One after another, the men moved forward taking their turn.

The crowd grew thinner. Kurt stepped over to Ink. For how many attended the bizarre erotic show, the men remained quiet and not one of them touched Risa.

"Weirdest thing I've ever seen," Ink muttered. "Our first night in Federal, and we get a fantastic looking chick taking a bath in the middle of the God damn street."

"It's fucked," Stripper said who earned his name from his obsession with naked women. "Looks like a bunch of religious people paying homage to a female God. Where's the women who want to get on their knees in front of me and throw out a few genuine 'oh, Gods' while their mouth is full?"

The last man from the crowd slipped inside his building. Kurt ignored the remarks coming from Bantorus members, and focused on the woman. If he hadn't been paying attention, he would've missed the carefully hidden vulnerability in her act. 

She'd waited until the last man left her before she inhaled deeply while catching her bottom lip between her teeth.

Risa accepted Sheriff Colby's offered hand and rose out of the water. Limber and graceful, she stood barefooted on the asphalt while the sheriff turned his back. Intrigued, Kurt stepped away from his men and watched her. Whatever Risa and Sheriff Colby had going on, he'd bet his motorcycle the sheriff wasn't getting a piece of ass.

Risa picked up her robe, glanced over at Kurt, and taking her sweet time, slipped her arms into the sleeves. Challenged by her bravery, he walked toward her, only stopping when he was within touching distance.

"If the shows over, how about you go inside and have everyone leave my building," Kurt said. "Make sure you grab your clothes, too."

"Excuse me?" She tilted her head, took him in from head to foot before raising her gaze back to his face. "Colby, do you know what this gentle...man is talking about?"

The sheriff cleared his throat and turned around. "Risa, hon—"

"Leo told me he'd have the place cleaned out and the previous renter would be gone by the time we got here," Kurt said, not giving the sheriff time to butt in to their discussion.

"Leo?" she said, shaking her hair, the wet ends sticking to her shoulders.

He looked her in the eye. "Gone."

She held up her hand. "Wait a minute. Who are you? Why would Leo tell you I was leaving? He signed a contract. I've been here for six years. My lease is good for another year before we renegotiate."

"I'll pay you the lease money back, but we need the building tonight," he said. "I'm sure you can find a room at the motel."

"For what?" She moved to go around him, but he blocked her path. "Excuse me, Mr...."

He lifted his left brow. "Name's Kurt Ramchett. I'm the president of Bantorus Motorcycle Club, Federal Charter and the owner of the Sterling Building."

"Mr. Ramchett, I think you should—"

"Just Kurt." He widened his stance. "I bought the Sterling Building seven years ago. You've been paying your rent to me, through Leo, and I know exactly what your contract says. Now I'm here, and you're supposed to be out. When I talked to Leo last week, he informed me the place would be vacant and clean. Now, I have a group of men standing out on the sidewalk, it's been a long fucking ride across two states, and there's a building full of men that we have no desire to have around. So the sooner you leave, the faster we can get in there, clear the area, and crash."

Risa tightened her robe and glanced between the sheriff and Kurt. She hid her emotions well, but Kurt saw the hesitation to argue. Legally, he owned the building and that trumped any wishes from a renter.

"Colby, could you have your men take care of dumping the water out of the tub?" Without waiting for an answer, she faced Kurt again. "I'm going to go inside, change my clothes, and only then will I talk with you."

She walked toward the building as if the tender skin on the bottom of her feet couldn't feel the rocks poking into her heel and the material of her robe wasn't clinging to a wet, round ass, perfect for a man's hands.

The door closed, and Kurt turned to Sheriff Colby who stuck his hand in the water, shook his head on a chuckle, and ordered two deputies to drain the tub. Kurt glanced at the water and a flash of light reflected back at him.

"Hold on," he said, leaning over the rim.

He cupped his hand, scraped the bottom of the tub, and brought the contents above the surface. He stared down at a palm full of shiny flakes of— he rubbed the pieces between his thumb and finger—silver? He looked back into the water. The same material covered every inch of the bottom of the tub. 

"What the hell?" He raised his gaze to the door of the Sterling Building, confused at what took place right in front of him. Who was Risa, and why did every man in Federal, with a population of only eight hundred people, drop silver into the tub?
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Chapter Two
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Risa returned downstairs to the lobby after getting dressed, talked to Shari, one of her employees, and then motioned Sheriff Colby and Kurt Ramchett to follow her upstairs to her apartment where they could talk in private. She smoothed the Tee over her stomach, feeling half-naked under Kurt's dark gaze even though he'd seen her naked not twenty minutes ago.

His eyes, not brown or black, but deep dark gray under the lights intimidated her. He unsettled her for more reasons than the threat of her losing her place of business. He demanded attention where the other men from Federal had their attention on her.

She'd spotted him right away, because he stood out from the others. Not only as an outsider, but also a threat. A threat that stared intently at her the whole time and distracted her from the other men.

While the miners who worked at Meghoni mine charmed her tonight, she pretended not to notice the group of bikers surrounding the tub and the scary atmosphere they created by being here. 

However, she couldn't deny her focus was on Kurt's reaction the whole time.

He was beautiful. Sure, he wore the leather vest, the tattoos, the swagger, the windblown dark hair brushing his shoulder, and the whiskered covered jaw of the typical biker. But, his quiet demeanor had set her stomach to fluttering, and the symptom hadn't left. 

The other men in town looked at her with lust in their eyes and were easy to ignore, because they never looked her in the eyes. To them, she was all tits and ass.

She climbed to the landing on the second floor of the building and walked down the hall. She could handle lustful men. They stayed trapped inside their own head, in their own misconstrued idea of her. She was only a naked body for them to think about while they played out their fantasies alone or with someone else later in the night. It wasn't about her.

No, Kurt looked past his lust—which was there; she wasn't blind—and wanted to consume her. If not consume, he was capable of taking what he wanted, and going by the way her body tingled knowing he was watching her ass right now, she wasn't sure if she had the power to tell him to stay away.

That made him not only scary, but also dangerous.

Risa opened the door and ushered Sheriff Colby and Kurt into the room. She crossed her arms. "In the morning, I'll call Leo and have him talk to you, Mr...Kurt. I'm sure after you see the contract I signed, you'll understand the position I'm in better."

After living in Federal her whole life, she couldn't miss the whispered reverence of how Bantorus Motorcycle Club from out of state bought one of the historical buildings in town years ago. She knew who Kurt was by name, but she imagined someone close to sixty years old, not someone in his mid-thirties.

She also believed he'd never show up. Why would a biker club come to Federal? This was a silver mining town.

The town had even scheduled a meeting in front of the city council to voice their worries and concerns when the transaction closed and news got around that a biker club bought real estate in Federal. The last thing the town needed was a riot on their hands with a bunch of scary, rough bikers trying to push people around and partying every day. 

Meghoni Mine already owned the town, since most of the male residence worked underground. The mines solely supported not only the businesses in Federal, but the families that made up the small community too. No one needed more confrontations and fighting. The levels of stress between union contracts, labor conflicts, and the rise and fall of silver prices were already high.

Kurt leaned against the door. "I don't see Leo here now, so talk."

She glanced at Colby, who nodded for her to go ahead and talk to Kurt. She swallowed hard. "There's an inhabitant clause in my contract with you that's good for one more year. In addition, a clause that states if for any reason I'm not permitted to continue business, you'll be in breach of your contract. So, if you want to try and kick me out of the building, you'll find yourself standing in front of a judge because what you're demanding goes against my contract."

Kurt's gaze intensified, until she wanted to step away and avoid his anger. She remained in front of him though, determined to fight for everything she'd worked for and what she wanted to accomplish by clearing her past. Her employees deserved to continue working, the miners depended on her, and she damned well wasn't going to let the owner bully her.

"That's not the standard contract I asked Leo to use," he said, his voice low and rough.

"I know." She lifted her chin, wishing Leo was here to defend her. "I had him add the addendums, while you benefitted by making an extra sixteen hundred dollars a month. A month. We bargained for two days, and it all comes down to Leo signed the contract."

"Fuck." He exhaled and looked down at her. "Name a price."

"For what?" She raised her arms out to the side of her and shook her head. "I've got a business. You'll have to wait out the twelve months, and you'll have to do that out of my business."

Several awkward seconds passed as they stared at each other. She swallowed hard. The famous Bantorus Motorcycle Club everyone worried would show up in Federal and take up residency had finally happened. She'd heard the stories of the brotherhood and the speculations of what went on inside the club.

It wasn't as if Pitnam, Washington was that far away from Federal. Many of the people living here traveled to Washington several times a year, including her. Yet, she'd never had a real biker in a real motorcycle club standing in her room and talking with her before.

She inhaled sharply, unaware that she'd held her breath while waiting for him to answer and had gone lightheaded. He was scary, but he was a man. How hard could it be to smooth over their confrontation and work together?

She turned to the sheriff. "Colby, maybe you could escort—"

"No." Kurt stepped over to the door and opened it. "Hit the road, Sheriff."

"But, I should stay here and..." Colby winced when Kurt nailed him with a look, and walked to the door. "I'll check in on you in the morning, Risa."

"Colby, no." She moved to stop him, and Kurt shut the door.

"We'll deal with our problem alone," Kurt said.

"I'd prefer if you deal with Leo. If you'll excuse me, I have to make sure my girls are safe and the men leave soon. I'm sure the motel on Cedar Street has vacancies if you'd like to stay in town until you can talk with Leo." She threw his earlier suggestion to her back at him.

Kurt lowered his chin, and she took that as an agreement. She reached around him and opened the door. Her heartbeat faltered at the intensity of his gaze ogling her.

She'd covered all her bases in the contract and there was no way the Bantorus Motorcycle Club could order her to leave. She pressed her hand to her chest. Nothing stopped the fear of knowing one wrong step and he could take away everything she owned.

Sure, she could fight him in court and she was damn good at the legal aspects, but she provided a small entertainment business in a sinking economy. Not only were her goals in jeopardy, her livelihood was at stake. Somehow, she'd have to figure out what to do if Kurt found a way to kick her out.

There were no other buildings available in the mining town that'd be feasible for the girls to continue working and allow the privacy they needed to stay in business. With tourist season starting in a month, the threat of having to close her business or have Silver Girl's moral practices questioned by outsiders would kill any business she brought in.

People came from other states to experience the unique show she put on, a once a month highlight drawing attention to the tourist town. She needed the attention to gain the respect she desired. She was nowhere close to meeting her goals. Her only hope was to continue, so someday, everyone would see her as respectable and not as the prostitute's daughter who had no idea who her daddy was.

God, what a mess.

Kurt finished scoping her out and met her eyes. "I want to set up a meeting at eight a.m. sharp. Downstairs. Make sure you're there. In the meantime, my men and I'll bunk here."

"You can't." She stepped toward the hallway, ready to call for help if he didn't leave.

He moved close enough, she stepped away from the door to keep from touching him, and he shut the door, closing her in the room with him. "You have a bed. I'm sleeping. We'll talk after I sleep."

She pressed her hands into her stomach. The heat rolling off him warmed her and left her struggling to come up with any excuse to get him to leave. "But, you can't—" 

"Don't forget you're on Bantorus property." He cocked his head and finally moved back a step. "I damn well can and will."

She remained by the door and blinked. What did he mean?

Kurt shrugged out of his vest, folded the leather, and laid it on her coffee table. His broad bare chest filled the room. She gasped, not in shock, but because she'd held her breath the moment he walked past her.

Flames covered his shoulders and upper chest, and when he turned around, his back displayed the detailed fire tattoo, too. Almost fully covered in fire, except for the random skulls integrated in the design and Bantorus MC name tatted along the inside of his arm, he looked scary and intimidating and sexy. A deadly combination. She stayed by the door in case she had to run.

"Put your clothes back on, and get out," she said.

Was that really her weak, squeaky voice?

He gazed at her without saying anything. She followed movement down his body where his fingers were undoing his belt. She closed her mouth, afraid a small moan escaped. He wasn't in any hurry and instead of listening to her; he unbuttoned the fly of his jeans.

The thin line of dark hair on his lower stomach—a rock hard lower stomach—going lower and lower, one inch at a time, silenced her. Warmth flooded her neck and over her cheeks. He wasn't suddenly naked or even caught with his pants down, he slowly and deliberately took off his clothes, and she knew how powerful of an act stripping had over people. She'd just never experienced it herself.

His thumbs hooked into the top of his unfastened jeans. She inhaled. Lord help her, she wanted a peek at what was under the material.

Banging came from behind her, rocking the room. She muffled her scream, whirled around, and opened the door looking for a reason to escape the one place she found sanctuary.

Shari, draped in a lavender silk robe over her skimpy halter and bikini bottoms, stood in the hallway. Her employee's messed curls half hid her heart shaped face. She shifted her gaze to the man at her side.

The biker had his arm draped over Shari's slim shoulders, his hand cupping her breast, and a satisfied grin plastered on a perfectly proportioned whiskered jaw. She wasn't sure, but his eyes looked too glossy and incognizant for having come off a long ride.

"I just came upstairs to let you know the bikers downstairs escorted the Federal men out of the building. They explained what happened and how they planned to sleep here tonight, so the girls and I decided to put them up in our rooms." Shari glanced at the biker at her side and smiled. "Jojo locked up the downstairs and turned the lobby light off. We're all heading to bed, so you're free to go to bed yourself."

Risa shook her head. "The men are not staying here."

"We're staying in my building." Kurt joined her at the door. "We all need to crash. There's room in my building, and we'll talk in the morning."

She swept her gaze down his shirtless chest. Her shallow breathing grew worse and she struggled for more air. He still had his jeans unbuttoned and hanging on his hips low enough the only thing keeping them from falling down was the more than a handful of package between his legs.

"This is ridiculous. I have rules." She glared "You're not—"

"It's okay," Shari interrupted. "The girls and I understand that they have a right to stay here and have no problem doubling up, two men to each bed—she smiled—girls in the middle, since Ink won't sleep next to another man. This isn't about working, but being good hosts."

"He won't...?" She clamped her lips together, wondering how her night ended up with her debating with a biker club and her own employees.

Shari leaned into Ink, who Risa suspected earned his name from having a body covered in tats. "No worries, Risa. We're all following your rules. The men who only want a place to lay their head are bunking down in the spare room. Tomorrow, everything goes back to normal and no one needs to know. We're not working, so we're not breaking any rules. They need a place to rest, and we're offering it."

Ink thrust his arm straight out. Risa ducked, narrowly missed being hit, and clung to the handle on the door. Kurt knuckle bumped Ink's raised fist. She glanced from Kurt to Ink to Shari. Did nobody see the bad situation happening here? These were bikers, not customers, and more importantly, they were outsiders who probably killed people for telling them no.

Once Shari and Ink walked away, Risa pushed herself to her full five feet nine inches and pointed out into the hallway. "Get dressed, get out, and take your men with you."

Thank God, her voice sounded stronger this time.

Totally ignoring her, Kurt's jeans came off along with his socks. Shocked into silence, Risa ogled. His flaccid penis thickened, elongated, and rose until his cock pointed right at her. She inhaled air as if she was dying of suffocation, taking in his size, shape, and oh-my-God the whole package. He even had a tattoo on the inside of his hip.

Two inches higher and to the right of the very part of him showing her attention was a small skull, the size of her thumbprint. It wasn't the position or the size of the artwork that grabbed her attention. It was the warm, red heart inside a hollow skull that intrigued her.

Why would a badass man, covered in death, anger, and scary non-colored tats put a colorful symbol of love inside of a skull hidden on an area of his body that he would normally cover with clothes?

Kurt's hand swept across his hard, flat stomach and he gave her a lazy smile. "You keep looking, and I'll start believing you might want to take your employees example and offer to keep me warm while I sleep."

She pressed her hand to her chest and shook her head. Her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth. Call her whacked, but the blood red heart tattoo among the black tats all over his body had her wanting to agree on letting him stay. That would not do, so if she had to leave the apartment to escape him, she would.

Because if she stood here any longer, she'd want to know what was behind that lazy smile. Afraid that if he told her the truth, he'd hurt her pride. She wasn't delusional. They had nothing in common. He was a biker. She was a stripper.

She'd only be setting herself up for a world full of hurt, because like every other man, he'd probably lie.

"The bedroom is the first door down the hall on the right." She skirted the living room. "You get up before our meeting in the morning and walk out my apartment door and I'll blow a hole clear through you with a forty caliber." 

He grinned for the first time tonight. "You have a gun?"

She leaned over and opened the drawer on the end table, raised her chin, and removed her pistol, while also grabbing her purse with her makeup bag in it from the couch. "You're in Idaho. Everyone carries a gun, including all my girls, and in case you're wondering...we shoot to kill."

She escaped out the door without looking at him again. To be on the safe side, she shoved her weapon in her bag and hurried toward the stairs. She'd hide out in her office and wait for morning to come.

She'd have privacy, a couch to sleep on, and time by herself to read over her contract one more time to make sure she covered all her bases. Then, she'd deal with the impossible Kurt Ramchett first thing in the morning. She'd worked too damn hard to lose everything she'd built, because some damn motorcycle club thought they could bully her.
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Chapter Three
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After calling and leaving a message on Leo's voice mail to meet him at eight o'clock and spending an hour trying to shut his mind off and forget about Risa's bed smelling like the mix of woman and a sweetness he couldn't decipher, Kurt received only a few hours of sleep. He laced his boots, slipping his vest on, and headed downstairs. Ideally, he needed at least eight hours to recoup from the ride before dealing with business.

Kurt walked down the stairs, wondering how far Risa carried her business. If he hadn't shown up, would she have gone to bed with the men who paid her with silver? 

The idea bothered him.

Going off the willingness last night from the women in Risa's employment to sleep with Ink, he concluded that she ran a prostitution ring on the side. That too didn't sit well with him. Women came in all different flavors, so he wasn't surprised some of his men had found a warm bed, but to pay for sex...he'd never be that desperate and he'd bet his Bantorus brothers had never paid women for sex before either. An active sex life was part of the biker lifestyle, and a benefit he never took for granted.

He massaged the sore muscle in his neck and searched the lobby, spotting Remmy. "Hey."

"Prez." Remmy, his vice president and one of the Bantorus first riders from Pitnam who came to Federal as his VP stood in the lobby and lifted his chin at Kurt. 

"You pay for a woman last night?" Kurt asked.

Remmy coughed. "Are you shitting me? When have I ever needed to flash some greens to get between a woman's legs? I've had years of practice. I don't even need to ask. Women just know what I need."

"Spread the word. I don't want any of the men paying." Kurt stalked toward the nearest upholstered chair by the window. His VP looked half-worn and even his goatee failed to hide his displeasure.

"We'll get this mess cleared up and be ready to settle down," Kurt said. "Then I'm firing Leo's ass for not following orders."

Remmy arched his back, groaning at the movement. "Right. We're good. It's nothing we haven't dealt with before."

Kurt fell into the chair and stretched his legs out, anxious to set up the club and check out the area. "I'm going to bust Leo's balls if he fucked up the rental agreement."

"Might want to pocket your hands. Murder charges on our first full day in town are probably frowned on." Remmy moved over and sat in the chair opposite Kurt, yawning loud. "You think there's a chance that we'll have trouble securing the Sterling Building?"

"That's what we're about to find out." Kurt turned his gaze to the door opening and Leo walking in.

Leo, an older man with glasses and a soft chin, adjusted the front of his blue-buttoned dress shirt in a nervous gesture. "Kurt...Remmy, good to see you again."

Kurt remained sitting. "Start talking."

Leo continued to spend more attention on his clothes, tucking in his shirt, adjusting the buttons on his sleeves, and rearranging his belt buckle. Only when he had nothing else to adjust, he met Kurt's gaze. "At the time I negotiated the contract with Ms. Risa, Bantorus had no plans to come to Federal. The town needs Silver Girls and the entertainment they bring to the miners."

"Are you shitting me? You're telling me the chick that baths in the middle of the street is some kind of Mother Fucking Theresa because some men can't find their own pussy?" Kurt muttered. "She doesn't need the building for her little outside show."

"It's more than that. The girls entertain the miners and give them something worth staying in Federal for. Without them, there's nothing for them to do to let off steam, except drink and fight. For the kind of entertainment that makes a man content to stay in one place, they'd have to go into Coeur d'Alene and with the hours they work, it's too long of a trip," Leo said.

Kyle swallowed the bad taste in his mouth. "So, you let the chick set up a prostitute ring in my building."

"They're not prostitutes. I swear on my job that nothing illegal goes on here in your building." Leo stood in the middle of the room. "If Risa closes business, Meghoni mine will lose workers. Families will lose men. It hurts the whole valley."

"My fucking name is on the deed, and you let the woman sign a contract I wasn't aware of." Kurt stood. "Do you see the problem I'm having with your excuses?"

"Risa's taken the responsibility on herself and succeeded. Okay..." Leo's head bobbled on his shoulders. "At first, the whole town was worried about history repeating itself for what her mother did, but over the years, everyone benefits from Silver Girls. Everyone. You're right, I let her stay here, allowed her to sign a new contract, because it's the right thing to do. Meghoni Mine owners pressured me to keep Silver Girls in business, because they know without some form of entertainment, miners will leave. You have to understand, the silver is what keeps Federal afloat."

"Wait." Kurt widened his stance and crossed his arms. "Who runs Meghoni Mine?"

"On paper, two brothers by the name of Robert and Chad Oman," Leo said, clearing his throat. "Though there's a rumor they answer to someone bigger controlling the union. As far as I know, nobody knows who that is."

"I get why the miners would want Silver Girls here, but what's keeping Risa from leaving this town. If what you say is true, and it's a profitable business, why doesn't she load up and put her bare ass in one of the bigger cities? There has to be more money and more business in Coeur d'Alene." Kurt's patience ran out the moment Leo walked into the building.

Leo shook
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