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To my readers ~ Your love, support, and excitement for the Bantorus MC series has made the last two years a fabulous journey. Through book releases, giveaways, contests, and chitchat, I've met so many wonderful friends that helped motivate me along the way. Your enthusiasm was contagious. Thank you so much.

To Kim and Shauna ~ I could get as gushy as a Hallmark card describing what your friendships mean to me, but I'll keep it simple...I cherish the talks, the laughs, and the snap-snap of our badassery. And, yeah, I'd still feel the same even if cheesecake wasn't involved.

To Daydream Believer Book Blog ~ You're amazing. Not only do you fully support authors, you support your followers by giving so much to them without asking anything in return. I appreciate your time and the love you put into the reading community. Thank you.

To CSC crew ~ It's simple. Let's roll...
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In the back of the main room of the Sterling Building, three men shook hands with Kurt, Bantorus MC, Federal Charter's president. Ink rolled his lips over his teeth, uncomfortable with the scene playing out in front of him. Every Saturday for the last month, he'd witnessed the same three men single out and make contact with Kurt.

Usually, the only customers visiting Silver Girls —the only adult entertainment joint in Federal— were miners from the local silver mines. Ink studied the men. Dressed in worn jeans, shirts with the sleeves cut off, and black riding boots; Ink suspected they were bikers looking for a club. However, the serious expression on each man's face and tightly controlled attitude was not a classic sign of eager, willing-to-please, hopeful prospects.

The men's attention focused on Kurt, not the girls dancing or the music blaring in the room. Ink drew his gaze away from the group and found Lilly standing several feet away from the huddle. Anyone else would think the daughter of the president of the mother club in Pitnam was doing her managerial job of watching over the dancers, but he knew differently. Lilly had her nose where it didn't belong and because of his lack of self-control, he couldn't do a damn thing about it.

He'd received his first official warning to stay away from Lilly six months ago when she came to Federal to be closer to him. If anyone caught him touching Lilly again, he'd have his patches stripped and be without a club. 

Not that he had any opportunity to be alone with her since Kurt caught him with his hands and mouth on her. Lilly had stopped using every excuse to be around him lately. The most he got out of her was a shrug and the occasional middle finger before she stormed away. The stubborn girl was trying to protect him from getting in trouble.

As a result, he had the biggest case of blue balls ever and lived every day on the verge of kicking someone's ass, because Lilly was the only woman he wanted.

All natural blonde hair down to the top of her perky ass, eyes darker than whiskey and full of emotions, Lilly had the ability to stomp his heart. He leaned back against the wall. His body tense, he expected trouble. Until he found out what Kurt had going down on the side and Lilly was safe, he'd be on guard and protect her.

Because of the warning, there was nothing else he could do, but wait. 

It seemed like he'd tried everything to forget about Lilly. He'd voluntarily left Pitnam, home to the Bantorus Motorcycle Club, four years ago and helped Kurt start the charter in Federal, Idaho, to get away from Lilly. His plan backfired. Distance only made Lilly more determined to come after him. She'd packed her bags, told no one she was traveling to the Silver Valley, and arrived with no clue what she was doing to him. 

She was hell on two sexy, strong legs, and the sweetest girl who'd ever walked into his life when she was twelve years old and announced she was staying. His chest tightened. Lilly scared the shit out of him.

If anyone got wind that he'd sampled her sweet pussy on more than one occasion, he'd be lying six feet deep. If Lilly's dad, the president of Bantorus MC, even thought that Ink's relationship went back to when Lilly was twelve years old and he was twenty-four years old, Prez would castrate him, and then slowly kill him.

There were things about Lilly he couldn't put into words or excuse. He'd tried. Fuck, he'd tried. He was tired of running away from what he'd always wanted, and there wasn't a damn thing he could do about it.

Cutter, his MC brother, lumbered over to Ink. "Ten more minutes and we'll lock the doors, and get the Silver Girls back to the clubhouse."

"Sounds good, brother." Ink lifted his chin, motioning to the back of the room. "What's up with Kurt and those guys? Have you seen them before?"

"Germ asked me the same thing. He said Prez spent last Saturday night during the show talking to some men he hadn't seen around before." Cutter pulled a handful of sunflower seeds out of his pocket and popped them all into his mouth. "At least we know it's not about Los Li."

"Right," Ink mumbled.

Thankfully, the U.S. arm of the Mexican mafia who'd continually warred against Bantorus MC over the last thirty years would now spend a lifetime locked behind bars in four different prisons. It'd been a quiet six months over the winter for the club, which let everyone wind down and relax. Ink took the down time to throw himself into working double shift in the warehouse assembling rifles for the militia, and put a good chunk of change in the bank. The added distraction kept him away from Lilly, but not even manual labor kept his mind off her.

The men in question walked away from Kurt and headed toward the backdoor. Ink followed them with his gaze and rested his hand on the butt of his pistol at his hip. The men neither spoke nor looked around at the other customers.

"Something's definitely up," Cutter said, around a jaw full of seeds.

Ink looked back to Kurt and found him gone. Two seconds later, Lilly followed the men's path, her boots moving quickly over the floor and her blonde hair waving in her wake. Ink slapped Cutter in the stomach. "Stay in here and watch over the girls."

Ink followed Lilly down the hallway and slipped outside before the door could shut behind her. He hooked her arm.

Startled, she jerked her arm out of his grasp. "Shit. You scared me."

"Get inside." He caught her again, guiding her toward the door.

"Wait a second." She dug her boots in and jerked his arm. "Come with me."

"Jesus," he muttered, following her. "You know the rules. All girls stay in the building during working hours."

"Will you keep your voice down?" She kept walking to the end of the block, stopped at the corner, and held up her hand. "Don't you want to know what Kurt's doing with those men?"

A group of motorcycle engines started. Ink tilted his head, studying the sounds. He knew the timing and the noise of each muffler belonging to his MC brothers. Hell, he'd worked on every motorcycle in the club himself to know them by sound. None of the bikes belonged to Bantorus.

Lilly leaned her warm body against him and whispered. "They've been meeting with—"

"Sh." Ink looked around the corner, spotted three riders and before they rode around the corner, the jean vests on their back showed up under the streetlight and each one of them had a get back whip hanging from their left handlebar. 

Too far away to read the patches or see their colors, he moved back around the corner. He went through the list of motorcycle clubs in the Northwest. There were the Skull Worshippers out of Washington, Chrome and Wheels from the Oregon coast, the Hellstones from Nevada, and a few nomad riders for Lagsturns MC still hanging around Southern Oregon. None of the noted MCs wore a territorial patch and typically stayed away from Bantorus MC. 

That left one club that had members living on the outskirts of Federal. Moroad.

"Who are they?" she asked.

He gazed down into her deep, dark eyes and shook his head. "If Kurt wanted you to know, he'd tell you."

"Don't give me that line of bull shit," she whispered. "I'm not one of the bitches."

No, she wasn't. She was the head president's only daughter and too smart for her own good. He brushed a stray strand of her hair out of her face and followed the length with his finger, hovering right over her breast. His balls ached in sweet pleasure. It'd been a lifetime since he'd held her.

The last thing he wanted to do was take her back inside where they'd have to separate again. He sighed and dropped his hand.

"Ink?" She leaned closer. Her eyes begged him for more.

She was so responsive to what was going on in his head. He couldn't even be near her without hurting them both. He forced himself to look away. 

"Stay away from me, Ace." he mumbled, taking her back to the Sterling Building and opening the door.

Kurt hadn't rode off with the other bikers and was still around to catch him talking to Lilly without any other member present. He threaded his fingers through his hair and pushed it off his forehead. He had his own questions that needed answered. There had to be a reason why another MC would show up on Bantorus Territory. 

The Moroad Motorcycle Club was an old school MC that kept to themselves and was more concerned about keeping their freedom than worrying about territory boundaries or growth. There were rumors they took in every felon that walked out of the Idaho state correctional institution and acted on behalf of those still inside the penal system.

Kurt, Remmy—Bantorus's V.P., Cutter, and Sawyer met with Moroad's leaders soon after arriving in Federal. They discussed the boundaries and gave consent for the Moroad members to come and go in Federal as long as they kept their noses clean and out of Bantorus business. It was a matter of respect, and Bantorus MC's status in the area made it possible to live side by side another MC without any conflict. 

As far as he knew, Moroad had maintained their agreement, and nothing illegal happened inside Federal that pointed at the other club. He hadn't known them to even step inside one of the businesses around Federal before, much less the Bantorus owned Silver Girls.

If Moroad was looking for women, they were sniffing around the wrong place. Bantorus kept tight control over the Silver Girls. The only one he had to worry about was Lilly. 

Ink glanced down the hallway and seeing no Bantorus MC member around, cornered Lilly against the wall. He lowered his head and spoke low into her ear. "What are you getting yourself into, Lilly?"

Lilly's gaze went from his eyes to his mouth, and her lips opened. He inhaled her scent. Butterscotch and warm woman. An irresistible combination for a man like him.

"Don't do it, Ink. Someone will catch us and then it'll be too late," she said, plastering herself against the wall to keep from having any part of her body touch him. 

The only problem with that was she couldn't suck in her breasts, and that specific part of her body warmed his chest. He wasn't going to move. "Tell me how you knew those men were bikers."

She turned her head and said, "I don't."

"Look at me."

She shook her head in short, erupt jerks. "Don't do this to me. They'll rip off your patches, and I'll never see you again."

"Look at me," he repeated.

She brought her gaze around to him and her body sagged against the wall. The tension between his shoulders eased. Every fucking day he had to keep his distance, and the only thing he wanted was her.

"Stay out of club business." He placed his mouth against the top of her head and closed his eyes. "I mean it, Ace."

He pulled back, and her eyelids fluttered. His chest ached, right above his heart. She was close enough to put her mouth on him, and it took everything he had to keep from taking what he knew she would give him in a heartbeat.

He'd known from the time she was twelve years old what she wanted. By the time she was fifteen years old, she'd used every excuse to touch him...falling into him, fake limping, and even hiding around the corner and jumping out at him. She'd set her sights on him, and never went away. He continued to hold her captive against the wall. He was too old to play these games.

She was untouchable, spoiled, and protected. He was a man with a lifetime of experience behind him. But, he was weak. When she'd turned eighteen, she offered him her virginity and he'd taken it. Nothing would've stopped him. No matter how hard he tried or how many times the club warned him to keep his distance or he'd lose his membership, he could not get her out of his head. 

She'd always been more aware of herself, and put women his age to shame. He cupped the back of her head, wanting to never let her go.

"Ink, please leave," Lilly whispered. "Hurry, before someone sees you with me."

He hit the wall beside her head with his fist in frustration and stepped back, staring at her. His breath came harsh and fast, matching hers. He wanted to beat out the connection they shared, so he could walk away and give her an excuse to find someone better. 

But, he was a selfish son of a bitch. 

No one would ever take what was his. 

She'd dug her nails into him before he even noticed her, always following him around, hanging on every word he said, and giving him the attention only a grown woman would be capable of doing.

She'd captured his heart when she stood outside the backdoor of Cactus Cove in Pitnam—her eyes all lit up like dynamite, her jaw snapping as she smacked her gum, and her barely curved hip hitched to the side with her hand planted on it, and confided to him that she'd never become a bitch. All because she believed in one love, one soul mate, one man that'd take her virginity and she was saving herself.

He'd laughed and asked her who she thought was going to take her up on that offer. He swallowed. That day stood out in his mind like it happened yesterday. She'd stepped up to him, serious as chrome on a Harley, and said, 'I'm ready, but you have a lot of growing up to do, Ink.'

Him. Grow up. 

She'd nailed him that day, and he kept trying to run away ever since. He closed his eyes an extra beat. He had to keep walking, not for his sake, but for hers. She deserved a nice cushy position within Bantorus MC that'd make her family proud.

He lived life on his own, came from nothing, and survived more foster care homes than he could remember. Until he gave it all up and ran toward Bantorus MC and became a lifer. He didn't want the ramifications of a relationship, especially with a minor who had her dreams set on seducing a biker a dozen years older than her. The idea alone was unthinkable to him.

It was easier to laugh her declaration off as a childhood crush, find a woman who was all about sex and overlooked his lack of emotions. Life was easier when he was leading the way. He sure in the hell hadn't planned to take a little girl serious when she had no idea about real life.

Except the little girl grew up into a sexy, beautiful woman who never wavered in her devotion toward him. That kind of gift was hard to ignore, and he'd failed.

"Ink," Kurt said behind him.

"Fuck," he mumbled, dragging his gaze away from Lilly, aching for what he could have if he was strong enough to take it, and cleared his throat. "Yeah, Prez?"

"The girls will be coming out in five minutes." Kurt's gaze never hit Ink, but stayed locked on Lilly.

"On it," Ink said, stepping around his president.

"Lilly. Stay," Kurt said.

Ink stopped and turned around in time to catch Lilly's chin lift in a brave show of control. He clenched his hands, wanting to take her away from the reprimand that was coming her way. He wanted to stand up for his choices, but because he was Bantorus and Lilly was the president's daughter, any kind of relationship with her was doomed before it started.

Kurt's gaze swung around to Ink and narrowed. "Move it."

It took all his strength to turn around and leave Lilly to fight his battles. He'd give up every fucking thing, his club, his position, his life, to be with her. The only reason he wasn't throwing his patches away was because Lilly deserved a respected member of Bantorus. The club was her family, and she'd never leave them. All she got with him was a messed up way of thinking, and a weakness that would destroy them both.

He pushed through the front door and walked out onto the sidewalk to make sure all the customers left the building before escorting the Silver Girls back to the clubhouse. He'd keep his distance from Lilly, because seeing her everyday was better than not being in her life at all.
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Chapter Two
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The music and yelling inside the clubhouse permeated through the backdoor and interrupted the quietness of the Bitterroot Mountains. Lilly stood with her hand on the doorknob, hesitant to go inside with everyone else. She wanted to rip her hair out, scratch someone's face, and throw herself into the biggest fight she'd ever been in to try to curb the anger growing inside of her.

Nothing helped.

Her stomach rebelled everything lately. If she ate, she felt empty. If she laughed, she felt empty. If she woke up alone, she felt empty. If she pretended that everything was all right, she felt empty. The only time she felt full was with Ink. No one had to tell her that her response to Ink was on the verge of mental instability. She knew it. She'd lived this crazy life since she fell in love with him so many years ago.

She couldn't figure out how her plan to come live with Kurt and Risa took her further away from Ink when he was close enough to touch. Even when they'd lived in two different states, she'd discovered more ways to have him alone. They'd see each other every three months when the charter took the run down to California and then Arizona, stopping in Pitnam. She'd racked up so many minutes on her pre-paid cell that she had to work every summer at her mom's coffee shack to hide how much she spent to stay connected to Ink.

After she received the lecture from Kurt two days ago to keep away from Ink—she honestly thought about pointing her boots toward Pitnam and living the rest of her life knowing she'd never have the man she loved.

She couldn't be here and not be with Ink. The club might as well ask her to walk away from her family. It wasn't going to happen.

"Open the door or move, sweetheart," Cutter said, nudging her arm.

She let go, startled to have her privacy interrupted. "Sorry."

Cutter's dark brows lowered. "What's the matter with you?"

"Nothing." She smiled and raised her shoulders. "It's Monday night, and there's a beer in there with my name on it. So, go in or stay out, I'm planning on getting intimate with a bottleneck."

Cutter shook his head, his long hair swinging, and grinned. He swept his arm in front of him. "Ladies first."

Walking with more energy than she possessed, she led Cutter down the hallway into the main room of the clubhouse. She headed straight to the corner of the room where she helped herself to one of the cold huckleberry ales she'd come to enjoy since the Silver Girls introduced her to the local brew.

She twisted the top off, and her skin prickled. She ignored the heated rush that came to the surface and burned clear through her. Without looking, she knew the cause of the tingling coursing through her body. 

Ink was in the room, and he was watching her.

No matter where she was, if he was there too, he had his eyes on her. There was no escaping. Even when they never planned to be at the same place at the same time, the invisible tug on her heart pulled every time he was near.

"Hey. About time you showed up." Jojo, one of the Silver Girls and Bantorus bitches, hip bumped Lilly. "Is Risa coming over?"

Lilly shook her head. "Her ankles are swollen from shopping earlier, so Sawyer's staying with her and making her eat cucumber slices. He says they're good to eat for water retention."

Jojo blew out her breath. "Risa's only got two and a half months to go. Soon, we'll have a baby in the club."

"Yeah," Lilly smiled. "I can't wait."

Helping Risa throughout her pregnancy was an experience she'd never forget. Every week something new happened to Risa's growing body that drilled in the fact that creating a baby was a miracle. Being an only child, she never gave pregnancy much thought beyond the ending result, and she found herself anxious to meet little Ramchett.

"Sawyer is awesome with Risa. He might as well be a midwife for all he learned from his mother growing up," Lilly said.

Jojo's grin turned into a laugh. "Girl, that man has more knowledge of the female anatomy than most women. Trust me."

"Nu uh. Too much info, girlfriend." Lilly held her beer up in front of her. "It's time for me to get lost in the bottle and forget some of my best friends are bitches."

"You love us." Jojo blew her a kiss and strolled toward the pool table and the Bantorus men.

Ink leaned against the wall, cue stick forgotten in his hands, and stared right at her. Lilly looked past the bottle to him, and drank. The beer fell flat in her stomach, and her sex quivered. She hoped the club meeting started soon, and Ink would go away. She needed to hang out with the Silver Girls and go over next weekend's schedule.

Ink slipped his fingers under his vest and rubbed his chest. She licked her lips, almost tasting the slightly salty skin under his shirt. It seemed like forever since she'd put her mouth on him. His body was a puzzle, all covered with tattoos waiting for her to put the pieces together.

The ink that covered his upper body and the flames that covered his lower arms gave her more to look at than a rock hard body that incited a fire inside of her. She'd lost hours of time with him, studying his artwork, asking questions about each picture or design, until he ran out of patience with her. He always shrugged off his body ink, but to her, the tattoos were as much a part of him as he was to her life.

She turned and headed back toward the hallway to step outside and wait until the men went into the meeting room. She couldn't stand here and mourn what would never be. Once the guys cleared the main room, she'd come back inside to talk with the girls.

Outside the backdoor, she leaned against the old brick building and closed her eyes. The cool night air brought little relief to her overheated body. Most days, she successfully concentrated on the good things happening to her, because they outnumbered the bad.

She loved her job of managing the Silver Girls. The business, while established, was young and the potential to make some serious dough was at her fingertips. She wanted to bring her ideas to fruition, and establish a business that'd succeed in a struggling economy. Until the offer came to take over Silver Girls, she hadn't realized all her training, her education and experience, made her perfect to run an adult entertainment business.

She wanted to stay in Federal and take the job to the next level, but her heart couldn't take much more. Even if she had to put away her dreams, go back to Pitnam, and hit the pavement looking for a new job, she would if it meant Ink would be happy again.

The misery she saw each time she looked at him matched her own. They were both going to break being this close and having to stay away from each other.

The door swung open. She opened her eyes and straightened, not wanting anyone to question why she stood outside pouting.

Ink closed the door and kept his distance. Her lungs compressed, making breathing difficult. She sucked in air. She'd already ripped out her heart and laid it at his feet, offering to give up everything to be with him. 

He'd pushed her away. 

She'd learned her lesson.

He continued to look at her without saying a word. She left the security of the wall and walked. Six feet away from him, he hooked his fingers under her belt and whirled her around until she caught herself against his chest.

A broad, solid chest.

A warm, tatted chest.

A chest holding a wildly beating heart that pulsed against the palms of her hands.

"No," she whispered, unsure if the words made it past her lips.

His pained gaze called to her. "Need you."

"You can't," she said, growing stronger.

If he couldn't save himself, she'd protect him. He was strong, too strong, and because of that strength, he had no idea what was bad for him.

The club wouldn't allow him to make another mistake or they'd strip him of his patches, and he'd be gone. She had to make sure he stayed away from her to keep him in her life.

"It's my risk," he whispered. "Give me a little, Ace. You're killing me."

The nickname he only used when alone with her tipped her off balance. He'd called her Ace since she was fourteen and had slipped him two cards during a poker game. Nobody had caught her, and he'd won a lot of money from the other bikers. The shared smile he gave her after the game thrilled her. The secret they held was not the last one they'd keep.

He leaned down, lowering his chin. Even with her high-heeled boots on, she stretched to her toes to get closer. She moistened her lips, caught between running away and throwing her arms around him.

"Stop thinking shit." His husky, low voice soothed her. "We've never been able to fight this."

She curled her fingers around the edge of his vest, pulling on him. He hovered in front of her lips, and she quivered. It'd been three months without him. Before that, it was six months. And, before that nine months. She couldn't survive another second.

She ran her tongue along the slit his lips made, and heard him growl. Her legs vibrated, and his arm hooked around her waist and dragged her against his hard body. She leaned into him, unable to take the relief that came over her body at tasting him. This is what she wanted, lived for, needed. 

"Fucking right," he mumbled against her lips. "Nobody can tell us this is wrong."

He hungrily kissed her, swiping his tongue against hers. She opened wider, eagerly taking everything he gave her. Knowing she came across desperate and needy, she pushed her worries aside. Ink gave her shelter from herself.

He'd fought what she always knew existed, what she couldn't even explain to anyone else, what drew her toward him when anyone with common sense would run away. She'd stayed, because it was impossible to leave.

He plunged his tongue into her mouth. She greedily sucked, taking and taking, feeling calmer after living on edge without him. He lifted her feet off the ground. She succumbed to letting him hold her weight and concentrated fully on him.

She thrust her fingers into his hair and held his head, tilting hers, and taking him deeper. The moan from him told her everything she needed to know. She was doing it right, and he wanted her too.

He stiffened against her, pulling his head back. She blinked against the erotic pull and stared into his stormy gray eyes.

"Ink," she begged.

He set her on her feet. She stumbled back, almost losing her balance. She clamped her lips to keep from screaming when he turned and punched the side of the brick building. Her heart cried instead when he was the one who growled out his frustration.

The guttural sound ripped from a part of him he never showed his MC brothers or his president. But, she'd witnessed his fury on more than one occasion. Powerless and feral, he always fought against what she saw so clearly between them.

She approached him and laid her hands on his back. "Please don't."

"Go." His head went to the bricks and his knees bent before he caught himself. 

"How many times do I have to tell you it doesn't matter? I'll do everything I can to make things right with my dad, with Kurt, but you have to—"

"Lilly." He pushed off the wall and got in her face. "Go back inside."

She jolted from his anger, and quickly rebounded. "I can talk to them and—"

"What the fuck don't you understand?" He stepped closer.

She walked backward away from him to make him listen. "I understand everything."

He laughed harshly, shaking his head. "I told you from day one to stay away, and you didn't listen. Look what happened."

She rocked back a step. How could he say that? What happened was wonderful.

He'd taken her to his cabin behind Cactus Cove and tried to scare her into leaving him alone. Instead, his overbearing and demanding orders excited her in a way nothing ever had. No one had ever spoke to her in his tone, ordered her out of her comfort zone, and removed all her control. In return, she became even more obsessed with him. He'd opened up a brand new sexual world that called to her. The more Ink gave her, the hotter she got, until Ink stopped pushing her away and telling her no all the time.

"I will never ever give up on us," she said.

Ink jaw ticked. "You deserve more than hiding out and a quick kiss."

"You're wrong." She reached for him. "I deserve you."

He stepped away. "I need this club. You need your family. I won't be the cause of us tearing the family apart."

She clamped her teeth together and muffled her scream. "Dammit, you're not—"

"We're done. I've got to get to the meeting before someone comes looking for me." He opened the door and left her standing outside.

She stared at the empty space he left behind, hating what he was doing to them. How many times would she have to prove that she understood his need for the club? It wasn't like he ignored her feelings. If anything, he put her first, and made sure nothing happened to disrupt her life.

She walked around vibrating in anger, because if the club wouldn't stop him, if being the president's daughter weren't a concern, if Ink's sense of honor wouldn't remind him that she was off limits, he'd be with her.

More determined to get through to him, she walked back into the club. If he thought he could push her away, she'd push back harder and make him see the truth. He had to stop protecting her.

Kurt walked into the hallway, followed by Cutter, Stripper, Muff, Tim, Crain, Beckett, and Big Dawg. She leaned against the wall, letting them pass on their way to the meeting. Ink followed last.

He walked right by her without looking at her. She kept her shoulders straight and walked into the main room to meet with the girls. Nobody would see how he affected her, especially Ink. 
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Chapter Three
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Lilly left the hallway, leaving Ink alone. His whole body pulsed. He bent at the waist, bracing his hands on his knees. He had her in his hands, and he couldn't keep her.

She believed it was a simple matter of talking to her dad, requesting permission for him to stake his claim on her. She had no idea he'd already tried, and failed.

He'd approached Rain soon after Lilly had turned eighteen years old because he found it impossible to push her away. With the best of intentions, he wanted to prove himself worthy to start a relationship with Lilly. He'd asked her dad if he could take her out on a date with the purpose of taking the right steps within the club, as if he was a fucking sixteen year old instead of a thirty-year-old man. Now, four years later, he was no closer to getting permission to be with her.

Hell, he wanted to show everyone, especially Lilly, that he was capable of doing the right thing, even though he'd screwed up more times than he'd succeeded. He straightened, groaning when his body protested the movement. The night he'd approached Rain about Lilly, he knew there was a zero chance of going through the proper channels within the club again.

Ink looked Rain right in the eyes. "I'll treat her right, Prez. You've got my word."

"No." Rain never budged. "Why the fuck would you think you're good enough for my daughter?"

He let his head fall back against the wall. Having the truth shoved in his face hurt more than he let on. More than disappointment, he knew Rain was right. He wasn't good enough. No matter what kind of shit he could attempt to do to prove his feelings were true, nothing changed the fact of how his and Lilly's relationship started.

The only option he had was to go against the club's rule and secretly see her, but he couldn't keep putting her through the emotional pain any longer. He'd already gambled, and received a warning to keep his distance in return for bucking the rules. The club would never change their stance. Deep down he understood the need to protect the daughters, the old ladies, the sisters of Bantorus MC.

Include the fact that Lilly's been his since she was twelve years old, and everyone would question his motives. He'd be more than stripped of his patches. They'd line up and kill him. He couldn't ask them to understand where his head was or why her misplaced devotion meant everything to him. He was running out of time, and he couldn't make Lilly stop living her life for a few stolen moments with him.

He trusted his club. He trusted Rain. Everyone was right.

He wasn't good enough for Lilly.

His birth mother had uttered the same words to him when she handed him over to social services when he was five years old. In the twenty-something foster homes he lived in growing up, he'd stopped counting how many times he, Travis Johnson, was described as a bad influence to the others in the family, a lost cause, a sad excuse for a boy. 

All because he had a habit of protecting himself, so nothing hurt. Nobody could breech the wall he put around him. The beatings only made him stronger. Words stopped making an impression. He'd numbed himself to his environment so many times, he feared losing the part of him that gave a damn, until Lilly came into his life.

By then, Travis Johnson ceased to exist. He only went by the name Ink, covered in tattoos and determined to move on from the shit life he left behind. 

As Ink, he hurt when Lilly was around him, and that feeling was addictive to a man like him who craved to feel some kind of emotion. His skin crawled, and he rubbed his hand along his arm. The scars, the ridges, the past, he'd covered years ago.

"Meeting," Remmy said, knocking against the wall and motioning Ink into the room. "You're late."

He grinned, hiding the ache inside of him. "I'm right behind you."

"If you kept your fingers out of pussies, maybe you'd make it on time." Remmy punched Ink in the shoulder.

"What's your excuse?" Ink laughed, fake punching him back. 

He hadn't had sex with any of the bitches since Lilly stepped foot into Federal, and the Silver Girls knew it. Remmy, married to Natalie, didn't know it. Bantorus MC had loyal club girls that didn't share info, unless given permission.

"My hand was on my woman." Remmy smiled, pushing him inside the meeting room.

Kurt sat down at the head of the table and Remmy shut the door. Ink took his chair beside Cutter. He sat back and linked his hands behind his head. The last place he wanted to be was sitting with his MC brothers, listening to the weekly hit and miss regarding the guns to the militia and the bikes to Arizona.

"The snow has melted over the Cascades, so the next run to Arizona is scheduled for two months out. By that time, we should have enough motorcycles finished to fill the trailer. Second riders will take this load, because I need the first riders here working on the militia order." Kurt pushed a stack of papers away from him. "The militia continues to hold on to their numbers, but I'd like to get ahead of schedule with summer coming up. Their rendezvous with other freedom groups will be at the end of August, so we're going to continue making double the order in case others want to purchase weapons from us while they're in Idaho. The more orders we can bring in that way, the fewer trips to Arizona we'll have to make. That means extra hours for those who want to put in the time."

Ink tipped back in his chair, holding the front legs off the ground. Every meeting lately was the same thing. Everyone had a routine and the most excitement the members seen came from going into town on Friday and Saturdays to watch the Silver Girls dance. Even that turned into another normal night for him, since he wasn't using the girls and worried about Lilly in an atmosphere where anything could happen.

What he hoped to find out tonight was why Moroad MC, dressed in street clothes, walked into the Sterling Building, and then left wearing their patches. Such respect for another club usually meant Bantorus MC had something going on the side with the other club to allow the breach.

"Last month, the Silver Girls met the same level of profits from when they closed down before." Kurt shrugged. "I don't have time to oversee everything, so Lilly's going to continue managing the girls, and I have plans to put her in charge of running the books for the Sterling Building. She'll manage the upper rooms too and be looking for tenants, so I don't have to take the time while the guns are running hot."

"That'll go over big. Every single miner will want to board in town." Germ grunted, clasping his hands over his round stomach. "That's asking for trouble."

Kurt shook his head. "I trust Lilly. For her, the girls come first. We all know she has the knowledge of how Bantorus MC works and what we see as profitable or not. She's not going to rent to anyone who endangers the safety of the girls."

The men nodded. Ink gritted his teeth and tried to remain relaxed. Lilly only had control of what the MC allowed her to do, and she knew it. She'd always known it.

"First riders...any problems?" Kurt asked.

Remmy said, "No."

"Second riders?" Kurt looked across the table.

"All is quiet in town," Crain said.

"We'll move on to new business." Kurt leaned forward. "The Moroad Motorcycle Club requested to meet with me a month ago, and I've been in talks with their three officers. As you know, they've kept peace, respected the boundaries with us, and have insisted they only want a safe place to park their bikes and be free."

"Are the rumors true that they're all ex-cons?" Beckett, a newly patched lifer still trying to grow a full beard, squirmed in his chair.

"Yeah. It's true." Kurt gazed around the table. 

Tension settled across Ink's shoulders and he dropped his arms down, remaining tilted back in the chair. As far as he was concerned, the Moroad members were no threat, unless they started hanging around the Silver Girls and Lilly. Then he had a big problem with them, especially since Lilly seemed to take an interest in their business.

"The majority of the Moroad members work for Meghoni Mine," Kurt said.

"Jesus," Remmy muttered. "'I've been in the warehouse and haven't seen Natalie since this afternoon. Does Natalie know who she employs?"

"She does as of an hour ago. I just got back from talking with her...she said she was fine talking to me without you there."

Remmy shrugged. "If she has problems with it, she'll contact her brother in law."

"The Moroad members were hired by her former husband, who was aware of background of the riders." Kurt sighed. "For those who have only been with Bantorus for a few years, the Moroad MC welcomes any convict released from the state pen, no matter what he's done in the past. The only job around here for a felon is to work in the mine. Cam, the president, keeps a short leash on his brothers and so far, they've been reliable workers."

Cutter snorted. "How much trouble can they get into when they're working two miles underground in the fiery pits of hell? Best place for them, in my opinion."

"Right." Kurt tapped his knuckles against the wooden surface of the table. "Except their women need jobs, and seeing how females can't work certain smurf jobs at the mine, Cam and Stache have asked me if the women could join Silver Girls."

"Hell no," Crain said.

Stripper laughed, his brows shooting up. "What do they look like?"

Kurt held up his hand. "They're dancers, nothing more."

"Are you saying you've already agreed to let them work for Silver Girls?" Ink asked, no longer able to stay quiet.

The last thing he wanted was another motorcycle club hanging around Lilly. Hell, he didn't want them around any of the women who belonged to Bantorus. 

"I haven't given them a final answer. I'm bringing the idea to the table, and we'll take a vote." Kurt sprawled his fingers against the edge of the table. "So that you have all the information, Moroad has a marker on me. If we allow the Moroad woman employment at Silver Girls, it'll wipe my debt clean with them."

"You've got to be fucking kidding me." Ink stood. "What do they have on you?"

"Sit down." Kurt waited until Ink returned to his chair. "Word got out that Risa's mom, Lou Lou Kohl, ratted Los Li out to the Feds and made it possible to take them out. Whatever her fucked up reasons, she did that to keep Risa safe. On the inside of the bars, she took heat for what she did when the information leaked, and the Moroad members used their connections inside the prison to protect her."

"That's not on your back," Ink said, knowing how much Kurt disliked his mother in law. "You didn't ask them for a favor."

Kurt gazed at Ink. "It's family, and despite the feelings between my old lady and her mother, it would hurt Risa to know Lou Lou died in prison because of the one good thing she's ever done in her life. So, yeah, I owe Moroad MC for taking responsibility, and I've agreed to take the decision to the club to allow four Moroad women to work at Silver Girls. They only want reliable wages for their women and do not want to be partners in the business...which I wouldn't allow, marker or not."

This was bull shit. 

Ink hid his disgust. Family or not, having another MC's women in Bantorus business dirtied what they were doing. He could never understand how family dynamics or why loyalty was important, just because someone shared the same blood type as they did. Respect and allegiance came from trust and time. They couldn't trust Moroad.

"Any questions?" Kurt asked

When everyone remained silent, Kurt lifted his chin and Remmy started the vote. Ink inhaled through his nose and let it out slowly as one after another, each member voted in support of their president. Peaceful or not, the Moroad MC members needed to keep their distance and stay away from Bantorus property. Things had settled down after the war with Los Li, the club needed to keep trouble away from them, not invite trouble in.

Yet, he wouldn't go against his president. "Yeah," Ink said, putting in his vote.

"I'll inform Lilly this afternoon that she'll need to hire more girls, and she can discuss the changes with the Silver Girls," Kurt said.

Ink cracked his thumb knuckle. "Federal gets more dancing girls. Those new girls have their men hanging out on Bantorus property. Moroad members look at Bantorus bitches. You can't tell me that we're not going to have a shit-storm on our hands."

"I'm there every second the girls are in town dancing." Lee pointed at
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