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Phoebe Jackson

Independence. That's all I've ever wanted. The freedom to date who I want and live how I want to. However, my brothers, Renegade and Psycho, followed in our father's footsteps and joined Satan's Anarchy MC. Instead of staying away from the club, I find myself drawn back for one reason; Ink. 

Brad 'Ink' White

Secrets. I've never kept anything from my club except for my past. Secrets can cost trust to crumble with every member of the club and we can't have that. Now, all I seem to do is keep secrets from my family. All for one person; Phoebe. 

Will secrets tear the club apart? 



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Dedication

[image: image]




To our support systems. Thank you to everyone who has had my back from the very beginning of this journey. You know who you are! 
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Phoebe

HAVE YOU EVER had one conversation change your entire life? Just connected on a level so deep, you’re not prepared to handle the feelings it brings out. I have.

When I went back to Shadowville for my brother Remington ‘Psycho’ Jackson’s wedding, I reconnected with an old friend and exchanged numbers. I’ve known Ink since he started Prospecting for the club. He was usually the one on babysitting duty when no one else could be home with me. It’s a crappy job, but all of the Prospects have done it at one time or another. I feel it tests how loyal and trustworthy they are. Not all members trust just anyone to watch over their kids.

Our conversations started out as us just checking in with one another. From there, they evolved to asking about our lives and what we’d done during the day. It doesn’t take a genius to realize that our conversations turned to a personal, sexual level over time. Talking with Ink, I have no reservations or inhibitions. I let him know what I’m thinking and how I’m feeling about things. I’d like to think he’s the same with way me.

I was the first one to send a picture to Ink. Not anything bad— just a picture of me sitting outside on a sunny day. He sent one back from work. Ink is an amazing tattoo artist, and if I ever decide to get my skin inked, no one other than him will touch me. I don’t trust anyone enough to jab needles repeatedly in my skin for a permanent design. I’ve heard too many horror stories of infections setting in, designs gone wrong, and words being misspelled. Ink values his work too much to let something like that happen to any of his clients.

Ink and I talked for a few months before he made the trip from Shadowville to see me for the first time. We spent our time indulging in food, drinking beer, and talking. Honestly, Ink has never been a huge talker. He keeps his thoughts to himself and prefers to watch everyone else around him. Even when he was Prospecting, it took forever for him to divulge any personal information about himself.

The first few times Ink came over to see me, we didn’t do anything more than hang out. He would stay the night and sleep on the couch. I honestly thought he wasn’t attracted to me because he treated me like a little sister when we were together. Yeah, our messages would go beyond the way friends would talk or how a brother would talk to his sister. Most of the guys in the club view me as nothing more than their little sister. Ink is the only one to treat me differently. As if I’m a person instead of Renegade and Psycho’s little sister.

Thinking of everything that’s led me to this very moment has memories of my past sneaking up past the doors I’ve locked them behind. My father was the President of Satan’s Anarchy MC when I was little. He held that position until a rival club took him out. Bruiser, my father, left behind my older brothers, mom, and me. Still, we were treated as part of the club, and the guys still came over to check on us regularly.

I was the MC princess and protected by more men than anyone else I know. Especially when my mom bought the diner and spent more time there than she did at home. I had my brothers and the ol’ ladies of the club watching over me. The reality of the situation meant that I was kept under lock and key most of my life. There were no dates as I got older, and the girls in school only wanted to hang out in an attempt to see one of my brothers around the house. I quickly learned not to have too many girls from school over.

My brothers had no problem finding a piece of ass. Neither one of them wanted a steady girlfriend. They would rather fuck them and move on to their next conquest. Renegade and Psycho left a trail of broken hearts in their wake. Still, they lined up for a chance to be the one to capture the illusive guys they spent countless hours lusting over. I’m not sure who was more pathetic, the girls because they knew exactly what they were getting or my brothers for being the man whores they are.

Instead of dating and looking good for the opposite sex, my time was spent studying and getting ahead in school. I doubled up in my junior and senior years to graduate a year early because of my grades. My brothers had no clue that’s what my plan was. All they knew was I wanted to go to college to take accounting classes. That’s all I ever divulged to the two of them. Mom is the only one who knew I was going to head off to college earlier than anticipated.

I wanted to leave Shadowville to get out on my own and live my life the way I wanted to. I want to get away from the names and being treated differently because my family is involved with the local MC. My brothers and their overbearing ways also played a role in my decision to leave town. They wouldn’t be able to look over my shoulder and question every move I made or scare guys away from me.

Honestly, the whole guy thing wasn’t really a big deal. I’ve been raised by strong, scary men who don’t give a shit what anyone thinks of them or how they choose to live their lives. That’s the kind of man I’m attracted to. If my brothers can scare a guy off, I don’t want them in my life. One conversation with either Renegade or Psycho is all it takes to determine if a man is worthy of me or not. Trust me, they pull out all the stops because, in their eyes, no one is good enough for me.

The other part of the reason I want to get out of Shadowville is that I knew I could never have the man I truly wanted. Brad, now known as Ink, is the only man I’ve ever seen myself settling down with. Even if I didn’t know much about him. I watched him grow and become a man before my eyes. He went from being a young, skinny kid to a man with muscles, long hair, and eyes so piercing they capture every single thing you don’t want another person to know about you.

Before I left for college, Ink was a patched member of the club. He stood well over six feet tall and kept his midnight black hair down to his shoulders or longer. If his hair got in his way, he’d either pull it back against the nape of his neck or tie a bandana around his head. Either look made him even sexier in my eyes. Piercing blue eyes were always clear and watchful. I’ve never seen eyes as clear and bright blue as Inks. His body is honestly a work of art. He had muscles from working out at the gym in the clubhouse before he started inking his body. No ink was on his upper body when I left town. Now, he’s covered everywhere. It would take me weeks to look at every tattoo he has on his body. All of his ink is either on his legs or the club’s colors on his back.

Now, I have so many decisions to make without a clue of what I’m going to do about it. Ink and I have made mistakes when it comes to whatever relationship we have. I’m willing to take whatever he’s going to give me. For now. I won’t let him fuck me over or play me for a fool. I’m not that girl. However, right now, I want him more than I want my next breath. It’s how I’ve always been when it comes to him.

Our circumstances have changed. Now, I’m carrying Ink’s baby, and we have to let not only my brothers know but the club as well. There are going to be consequences we both feel. Ink can honestly lose his spot in the club, get a beat down from the guys, and whatever else they decide to do to him. He’ll have to take whatever punishment they choose to dole out without saying a word. Ink wouldn’t say anything anyway. He’s loyal like that.

When I told Ink about the baby, he wanted to let everyone know and make me his ol’ lady on top of marrying me. I refuse to marry him because of the baby. We are going to have a baby, but that doesn’t mean we have to be together for the world to see. Plenty of people co-parent without a problem. Ink and I get along well and should be able to co-parent just as well. It will take time for me to accept he wants more from me because of me and not the baby. It’s something we’ll have to work on.

I have busted my ass for so long to not only gain but maintain my independence. Ink wants me to begin depending on him as his woman. I’m not comfortable with that in any way. Yes, we’re having a baby, and I like having him in my life. I’m not going to let him dictate to me about what’s going to happen now that he knows. We’ll see what the future holds and what decisions have to be made along the way.
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Ink

TODAY IS ANOTHER day I’m heading into Anarchy Ink early. I get there hours before we open and leave when I can barely stand up straight from working so long. I’ve already had a quick breakfast of eggs and toast with my coffee before making my way to the bathroom so I can take a shower and get ready for another twelve or fourteen-hour day. As I step in the shower, letting the cold water hit my skin, thoughts of Phoebe creep in, and my anger begins to take hold.

Phoebe dropped a bombshell on me just about a month ago. Since then, it’s been radio silence from her. I’ve sent messages and tried calling to no avail. I pushed her buttons when I told her I wanted to let her brothers know about the baby. Then stuck my foot in it even further when I mentioned getting married. Wanting to marry has nothing to do with her being pregnant. It has to do with me wanting her in my life and growing old with her.

I’ve been trying to figure out what to do about our current situation since we talked the last time. I have absolutely no idea what to do or how to get her to speak to me. She’s stubborn as hell sometimes, and this is not the best time for her to push me away. I want to be there for her through the pregnancy. There is no way in hell I won’t be in our child’s life. I’m not a weekend dad who only hears about my child when we do drop-off and pick-ups.

So, because of everything going on with Phoebe and in my life, I have been avoiding the clubhouse. I’m not going to make a mistake and spill the beans about the baby or Phoebe if I’m there drinking with the guys. It’s easier to just throw myself into work and only go to the clubhouse for church. I get there just before our meeting and then take off right after we’re done. There is no drinking with the guys after our meeting or trying to make small talk. Frustration and stress are my new best friends because of all this shit going on.

Getting ready for my day, I dress in my standard uniform. Every day I wear well-worn jeans, a tank top under my cut, and boots. A bandana is always tied in my hair, so it’s kept out of my face as I lean over client’s bodies while tattooing them. Grabbing all of my change, cigarettes, lighter, and wallet, I stuff everything in my pockets. The last thing I pick up is my keys. I keep them in my hands as I slide my sunglasses on top of my head and make my way through my apartment and to the garage to get on my bike. 

Before starting the engine, I pull another bandana from my saddlebags and tie it around the lower half of my face. Pulling my glasses down over my eyes, I start my engine and pull out of the garage. Riding through town, I take in the sun shining down on everything as people begin to leave their homes for the day. Cars are pulling out, not even paying attention to what’s going on behind them. After more than a few close calls, I've learned to always pay attention to what’s going on around me as I ride anywhere.

Pulling into the back lot of the shop, I park my bike close to the door of my tattoo shop. No other cars are here since we don’t open for three more hours. Shutting my bike off, I head in the door and don’t stop until I hit the breakroom. I need more coffee since I only had one cup at home before coming in. I live on coffee, cigarettes, and whatever food Karmen brings in for us each day.

Karmen is our new assistant. She runs the front desk, books appointments, cashes out clients, and completes our orders. On top of her normal duties, Karmen makes sure our shop is kept as clean as possible, our flash books and portfolios are being updated regularly. She also makes lunch runs and keeps us in drinks and snacks as we work throughout the day. Honestly, Ryder, Sherry, and myself would be lost without her every day. Karmen fills the shop with light and laughter while keeping us all in check.

In a few hours, I have a huge back piece I’ll be working on. Dustin is a regular client of mine. He’s not a member of the club but has become a friend of mine. I’m the only one he’ll get inked by. Not even Ryder or Sherry are allowed to work on him. Unless he’s getting a new piercing. I hate to pierce clients and don’t do it unless the other two are booked solid.

Dustin is close enough to me after years of putting ink on his skin that I turn to him when I can’t turn to anyone else. If I have an issue with a club member and need to vent, he’s the one I turn to. He’s a good guy and keeps my secrets. That doesn’t mean I talk club business with him because I never would. Only members know club business, and I’m not going to give an outsider any type of information none of my other brothers would tell someone else.

Heading into my office after grabbing a cup of coffee, I pull out the piece I’ve been sketching for Dustin. I’m putting a giant skull on his back with flames surrounding the entire design. Smoke will billow up from the flames to his shoulders with a saying underneath the tattoo. I’m not sure what he wants under it just yet. Dustin told me he’d let me know as soon as he came in. 

I stare at the design for what feels like forever, trying to make sure the smoke and flames are the exact way I want them. There’s more than enough room at the bottom to add whatever he wants. Overall, I’m happy with the design after adding several small details to the skull, so it looks more realistic. If Dustin isn’t satisfied with it, I’ll change what he wants, but he typically doesn’t make any changes to the work I do for him.

I’m lost in work when there’s a knock on my door, and Karmen pokes her head inside. 

“Hey boss, wanted to make sure you had your coffee,” she greets me with a smile.

“I’m about to get another cup. You just gettin’ in?”

“Yeah. I’ll place an order at the diner in a few hours for lunch. You want your usual?”

“Yes, please. You’re too good to us,” I tell her for the first time today.

We always let Karmen know how much we appreciate her. I tell her at least once a day I’m not letting her go and I love her. Of course, I only love her as a sister because I’d never cross those boundaries with her. Karmen is a valuable asset to our team, and I’ve warned Ryder away from her too. He fucks anything with a pussy, and I immediately put our girl off-limits.

Heading to the breakroom, I see Ryder setting up his station. Sherry won’t be in until later on, and she’ll close the shop tonight. Bypassing my friend and club brother, I head directly for the coffee before he can pour the rest of it into the gigantic thermos he keeps here. Motherfucker always drinks the last of the coffee on us and refuses to make a new pot when he does.

I get a two-finger salute from him on my way past with a head nod. Ryder is stuffing his face with a donut or some sort of pastry. Again, it’s nothing new for him. The man is constantly eating when we’re at the shop. As soon as he leaves here, I never see him put food in his mouth. Unless it’s a club event. He’s so weird but loyal and a good person to have at your back.

After pouring my coffee and heading back to my office, I come to a dead stop when I notice Renegade leaning up against the front counter. He’s got his ankles crossed with his arms resting on the top of the counter in front of Karmen. To anyone else looking at him, they’d see a man who’s relaxed and simply flirting with the beautiful girl behind the counter. I know him better than that.

Renegade’s body is vibrating with barely controlled tension and anger. His eyes turn to me and immediately change from calm to stormy as he nods his head. I continue moving to my office with him following on my heels. Walking around my desk, I pull Dustin’s piece and slide it back in my drawer before sitting back and looking at my friend as he takes a seat across from me.

Fuck. This is not what I need today.

I don’t say a word or take my eyes from the man sitting across from me. He’s leaning forward in his chair with his elbows resting on his thighs. Renegade is glaring at me with questions filling his eyes. Every second that passes by raises the tension in the room. By now, I’m sure they’re feeling it through the rest of the shop because having all of this man’s attention focused on you is not a fun experience. He has a way of making people want to confess to things they’ve never done when he stares at you for long enough.

“What’s goin’ on with you?” he finally questions me, his gaze laser-focused on me to catch any sign of me lying to him.

“Nothin’. I’ve been workin’ and tryin’ to work on expandin’ things here,” I answer, not averting my eyes from his as I lean on the top of my desk.

“Bullshit! You haven’t been hangin’ out at the clubhouse, and you’re out as soon as a meetin’ is over with,” he says, calling me out on my shit with malice in his voice. “You used to be the first person there as soon as you were done with work, drinkin’ and shootin’ the shit with Smokey, Psycho, and me. Hell, you don’t give a fuck where you fuck the babes or a piece of strange you find here. I’ve seen your cock more than anyone else’s in the club. Now, you’re a fuckin’ ghost. You’re hidin’ somethin’ from the club, and I want to know what the hell is it. We don’t keep secrets from one another.”

“I’ve been busy,” I tell him, sitting back against my chair and placing my laced fingers on my chest. “By the time I get out of here, I’m ready for bed. I have no energy to go to the clubhouse drinkin’ with everyone or fuckin’ the same, tired, used-up babes there. I’m there when you need me for business or a meetin’. I’ve never turned down a fuckin’ run or pushed my duties off on anyone else in the club. What I do with my personal life is just that; personal. I don’t have to explain myself to you or anyone else.”

“You’re not yourself, Ink,” he states, waiting for me to give him something he can use to dig into what’s going on. “The fastest way to divide a club is by keepin’ secrets. It’s what gets men killed. You’re becomin’ the man who doesn’t come around anymore and who is makin’ everyone feel as if you’re hidin’ shit from the club. We all know you’re leavin’ town to go get pussy. Is that what this is over?”

“Don’t ever talk about any woman in my life like that again. You have no clue what the fuck you’re talkin’ about. If I have a problem, I’ll come to the club. This is not club business, and I don’t have to say a fuckin’ thing about what I’m dealin’ with right now,” I growl out, not giving a shit who I’m talking to right now. “I work my ass off here at the shop, go on runs, and keep my mind in the game when I’m doin’ anythin’ for the club. You are not gonna sit here and try to intimidate me into talkin’ about my personal life when no one else has to.”

When I’m done talking, I slam my hands on the desktop before standing from my chair and letting it slide back behind me. Renegade and I stare one another down. I’m not a Prospect, and I sure as fuck am not some weak-minded man who cowers down because someone wants to know my business.

“Ink, we just want to make sure you’re okay,” he finally relents, the edge still in his voice as he stands and continues to stare at me.

“Where I stick my cock is my business. I’m sorry I didn’t know you were so concerned about my cock,” I begin sarcastically. “You’ve never been concerned before where I stick my dick, so I don’t know why you do now. Look, we came up in the club together, and I’ve never given you a reason not to trust me or believe I’d not have your back. I’m workin’ some shit out, and I don’t need to bring anyone from the club in on it right now. For now, let me be the one to worry about what I’m doin’ and tryin’ to work out.”

“That’s not how we work. We’re a fuckin’ family,” he says, still not losing the hard edge to his voice, letting me know how pissed off he is.

“Yeah? I don’t see you on any of the other fuckin’ guys about what they’re doin’ or who they’re fuckin’. Why me? It’s not like I’ve never disappeared before and didn’t have contact like normal with the club. I don’t have to hang out there every second I’m not here workin’. You do what you have to at the club and head home to your family. Does anyone question you, Psycho, Bear, Grave, or Hawk and Chains about not bein’ at the clubhouse? No, they don’t.”

Renegade nods his head but doesn’t move for several more minutes. He stands there and stares at me as if he wants to say something else to me. I’m not sure what else he wants to say because, as far as I’m concerned, we’re done talking. We were done the second he called Phoebe pussy. If he had any clue he was talking about her, he wouldn’t have said anything. I just hope she knows how much I’m risking right now with the club. 

As he leaves my office, I make my way out to the back of the shop. My body is vibrating in anger as my heart races. I want to hit someone and take all of my rage out on them. That’s not an option right now as I pull out my cigarettes and light one up. Taking the first drag, I let the nicotine fill my lungs until I’m ready to blow it out. 

After several minutes of deep breathing and smoking, I finally begin to calm down. My body isn’t vibrating with anger, and I don’t feel my heart racing as it was when I walked out of here. Having a club full of men, we all get into disagreements every now and then. Some of them lead to fights until they’re broken up. This is not that. This is Renegade trying to get me to give him details about my personal life. He’s a closed book when he wants to and can’t ask anyone to give more than he’s willing to give himself.

Karmen pokes her head out the door as I toss my cigarette in the can we have out here.

“Ink, you’re client is here,” she lets me know, letting the door close behind her to give me my space. 

They all know when I need my space and when I’m just out here to get a breath of fresh air and have a smoke break. Taking a few more deep breaths, I make my way inside to find Dustin leaning against the counter, smiling down at Karmen. He looks up at me, tells her he’ll see her in a while, and makes his way behind me to my room I’ll be tattooing him in.

“Dustin, it’s good to see you,” I tell him, doing the man-hug thing after I turn to grab his design real quick.

“You too. You ready to get started?” he asks, looking at the stencil I have done for him.

“Yeah. Any changes?”

Dustin takes a few minutes to look over the design before shaking his head. He pulls his shirt off and tosses it on the chair in the corner before laying down on my table. There’s just one more part of the tattoo we need to figure out.

“What do you want the bottom to say?” I question him, putting on my gloves before cleaning down his back.

“This to shall pass,” he says, not moving a muscle.

While I finish setting everything up and double-checking to make sure he likes the tattoo position, Dustin connects his phone to my Bluetooth speaker and hits shuffle on his playlist. No Giving Up by Crossfade blares from the speaker as I test my machine and get started on his back. 

A few hours into working on Dustin, he shuts his music off. He knows I don’t usually talk while I’m working. I have nothing against it, but it’s not necessary. While the men don’t usually have a problem lying back to get work without my talking their ear off, but the women who come in the shop don’t feel the same way. They like to see how far they can push Ryder and me before we answer them. Especially when they’re trying to get us to fuck them.

Before, I honestly had no problem fucking one of my female clients. I’d have their pants around their ankles before they left my room, and I was balls deep in them. One of the drawers in my room is stocked with condoms just waiting for me to use them. It didn’t take me long to realize it’s not good for business when there’s a clubhouse full of easy pussy just waiting for one of us to fuck them. Especially when the babes know they’re not getting more than one time in my bed or wherever we fuck. Phoebe is the only one who ever got me more than once. 

“What’s goin’ on with you?” Dustin finally asks, not moving as he talks to me.

“Nothin’. Just workin’ and tryin’ to decide if I want to open another shop or two,” I answer him, wiping down his skin so I can check my work.

“It’s more than that. You’re always quiet, but this is worse than normal. I can see how heavy the shit is that’s weighin’ on you. Let someone in before it gets too heavy to hold alone,” he says as if I don’t know he knows more about me than most.

“Can’t talk about it right now,” I mutter, continuing to work.

“Can’t or won’t?”

“Can’t.”

I finish up Dustin’s tattoo and continue working the rest of the day. It’s actually an early day for me as I walk out of the shop at five-thirty. I’m usually here later than this, but I’m not gonna complain. Pulling out my phone, I call Phoebe. Again, it goes to voicemail.

“Phoebe, I’m tryin’ to give you the space you want or need right now. This is fuckin’ ridiculous, though. You drop a bomb on me, and now you won’t take my calls or answer any messages. It’s not right. Or fair. I’m the one with everythin’ to lose, and you’re not givin’ me anythin’ to go on here. Call me back. Please,” I leave the message when I’ve been hanging up.

Straddling my bike, I tie my bandana around my face, pull on my sunglasses, and start the engine before heading to the clubhouse. The ride does nothing to soothe my soul or clear my head like it normally would. Especially when I pull into the club and find everyone’s bike parked here. That’s never a good sign.

“Ink, I was just gettin’ ready to call you,” Renegade says, walking up to me after I shut my bike off. “We got a run that needs to happen last minute— no choice in the matter. You’re ridin’ out with Hawk, Grave, Bear, me, and some Prospects. I know we don’t usually ride on the same run, but Psycho is in charge, for now. He can’t go with Hadliegh bein’ pregnant and wouldn’t with me goin’ anyway.”

“Where we headin’?”

“To Stitch’s club. He can’t do a run they got comin’ up with the shitstorm brewin’ there. We’re takin’ it over for him this time.”

Nodding my head, I force the tension to the back of my head. I need to have my head in the game when we go on the run. Walking to my room, I pull out my phone and let Karmen know I won’t be around for a few days. I double-check my go bag to make sure it’s still packed and I don’t need anything else before heading back out to leave. Maybe I need this break away from Shadowville to figure out what the hell I need to do.
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Chapter Two
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Phoebe

THE LAST MONTH has proven to me what a clusterfuck I’ve made out of my life. I spend my days working for my clients from home and then go to bed early as hell. When I feel myself reaching for my phone to call or message Ink, I force myself to think about other things. Or I walk away from my phone without picking it up. I can’t talk to him right now because I have no clue where we go from here.

I’ve been to the doctor, and she’s not concerned about my morning sickness. She explained most women experience it during at least part of their pregnancy. The most important thing for me to do is keep myself healthy and hydrated, so I don’t end up in the hospital. I’ve been told to try crackers and ginger ale or water as soon as I wake up. As soon as I wake up, I nibble on a few crackers and take small sips of my drink. Some mornings it helps, and others, it doesn’t. It’s all part of being pregnant.

Ink is a constant on my mind. I wonder what he’s doing and how things are going at the club. I don’t have a problem with the club other than blaming it for my dad being taken away from us way too soon. The men are my family— uncles and cousins who would have my back in a second if I picked up the phone and told them I needed them. Other than that, I know Ink would be on the road for different runs, and some of those guys have a ‘what happens on the road, stays on the road’ policy. I’m not a woman who could handle having a man find a piece of ass simply because he’s not home with me.

I want him here to be going through this pregnancy with me. I’m just not sure how we can make this work. He lives in Shadowville, and I don’t. I’d never ask Ink to leave the club or move away from the chapter he’s in because he came up with most of the members there now. Ink is the kind of man who would drop everything in a heartbeat to be here for doctor’s appointments and middle-of-the-night cravings. He’d ride hours just to bring me something I want to eat before turning around and heading home.

What I’m doing, not answering his calls or messages, isn’t right. It’s been a month, and we haven’t spoken in that time. I’m not sure what to say to him because I don’t know what to do. I’m definitely keeping our baby, but things are so confusing, and there’s a lot to wrap my head around. My place isn’t big enough for a baby since it’s a one-room apartment. My mind is a jumbled mess with everything I have to do and think of. Ink would definitely make it easier because we’d talk about things and make our decisions together.

Pushing the thoughts from my mind, I get up from the couch and make my way into the bathroom so I can take a shower. I have a doctor’s appointment today I need to get ready for. It doesn’t take me long to get ready as I quickly wash before dressing in a pair of shorts and a tee-shirt. Brushing my hair, I put it up in a messy bun and grab my things before leaving the house.

The drive to the doctor’s office is short as I think about what I can do to make this situation better. One option I have is to move back to Shadowville. My family is there, and Ink will be there for the pregnancy. Or, I can remain here and make all the decisions about our child on my own. That’s never a position I want to be in. Ink and I can work this out and raise our child together. I just have to get my head out of my ass and stop being so damn stubborn.

Pulling into the parking lot, I know I’m not going to make it inside before I lose the small lunch I ate. I quickly find a spot to park and put it in gear before jumping out and racing to the grass behind me. This is the worst part of my entire pregnancy so far. After getting done, I stand up and make my way back to where I parked, leaving the door wide open.

Tears are spilling down my face as I lean in my car to grab a Kleenex from the console to wipe off my face and make myself presentable. Taking a deep breath, I grab my keys and purse to make my way inside. I give my name at the front desk and take a seat. Looking around the room, pain hits me square in the chest. Men are sitting with their women, holding hands or placing their hands on their woman’s stomach. This is what I could be having right now if Ink were here with me.

“Phoebe,” I hear my name being called as I pull my attention from the couples in the waiting room.

Walking back, we take care of my weight and check my vitals. I’m ushered into the bathroom to leave a sample for them. The same thing as my last appointment. Once that’s all taken care of, the nurse leads me to an exam room. We talk about what’s been going on over the last month and my concern for morning sickness still. I sit back in the chair to wait for the doctor to come in.

The doctor comes in as I’m lost in my head. She offers a small smile and goes over my chart from last month’s visit. I’ve gained a few pounds in the last month. That’s a good thing with me feeling sick so much. I’ll do whatever I have to for my child until he or she is born. Then, I’ll continue to do what I have to in order to ensure they’re safe, happy, healthy, and loved for the rest of their life.

“So, you’re still having bad morning sickness?” she questions me.

“Yeah. Some days are better than others, but it’s still really bad. The bad days seem to be getting worse,” I tell her honestly. 

“Okay. You don’t seem to be dehydrated or in any danger at this point. I want you to keep a close eye on things, and if you start feeling worse, you need to head to the emergency department. You’ll be admitted, and we’ll get you rehydrated and things under control. For now, I can prescribe you medicine to help ease the sickness,” she assures me. “Are there any other concerns?” 

“No, not right now.”

“What’s the situation with the father?” 

“Not good. I’m not talking to him for my own reasons right now.”

We’ve talked about the importance of Ink being involved and getting his family history to add to my chart. She wants to make sure there’s nothing genetic we need to get ahead of now while I’m still pregnant. I understand where she’s coming from, and I’ll make the situation right. Soon.

“You’ve been ignoring him?” she questions me, looking up at me. 

“Yes. He’s been calling and messaging me. I’ve been avoiding him because I don’t know how things are going to play out with us being so far apart. Distance-wise, we have hours separating us.”

“Okay. I’d like to say to figure things out sooner rather than later. It’s your decision to make. We’ll keep an eye on things and see what happens at your next appointment. Make an appointment for a month from now.” 

Before leaving the room, she gives me a quick exam and measures my still flat stomach. When we’re done, she lets me know I’ll get my script at the desk when I schedule my next appointment. Leaving the office, I take my script to the pharmacy across the street. While I’m waiting for them to fill it, I wander around the store. The baby aisle catches my attention, and I take a look at everything they have. My mind is overwhelmed with everything. I realize exactly how clueless I truly am with all of this. 

I need my mom, Ink, and the rest of our family by my side through this. I’ve been pushing them away for way too long. Instead of being there for my family, to go through the important things with them, I’ve kept my distance. The loneliness is something I’ve dealt with because I blamed the club for so many things when it’s not all their fault. I don’t know the entire story of what really happened with my dad. That’s no reason to continue to keep my distance.

Grabbing my medicine, I leave the pharmacy and head back home. My apartment isn’t a home at all. I’ve lived in the same place for years and still have boxes to unpack. No pictures adorn my walls because I don’t want to be reminded of what I’ve left behind. In finding my independence, I lost my family.

My mom comes here to see me every now and then. Renegade and Psycho have never seen my apartment or been in town to my knowledge. I’m not stupid enough to believe no one’s watched over me all these years or kept tabs on me at one point or another. When the club has problems, the guys make sure everyone is safe and not in harm’s way. If I had been in danger, they would’ve called me in. 

I haven’t gone out of my way to make friends here. My weekends are spent at home alone watching horrible TV and binging on junk food. There’s no bar or club scene for me. I began to shrink into myself when I got to college. The girls wanted to be friends so they could meet the guys in the club once they found out my brothers were members of an MC. While the guys only wanted to know how to join the club. Others were disgusted and acted as if I were no better than a pile of trash they stepped in with their expensive shoes.

Grabbing my mail, I leaf through the bills in the small stack. Setting them on the counter, I make myself a small snack. My mind is honestly on what I’ll make for dinner. A grilled ham and cheese sandwich with homemade French fries and a large glass of milk sound like an amazing dinner tonight. I clean up the kitchen as I make a snack of apple slices and some cucumber chunks I cut late last night. At the same time, I contemplate calling my mom. At the last second, I decide not to call her right this second.

I take my plate and head to the living room. Turning on the TV just so there’s background noise, I don’t care what is playing. I don’t have any pets or anything so when I want noise in the background, it’s always the TV I turn to. Tears leak out of my eyes as I realize how alone I’ve been for so long now. The only thing that’s really changed is the place I live.

After eating my snack and crying a little while, I pick up my phone and call my mom. I need to hear her voice right now.

“Baby girl how are you?” she asks, answering the phone.

“I’m okay. How have you been?”

“Same ol’ thing just another day,” she answers, her smile filling her voice.

“Things at the diner going good?”

“Yeah. We’ve been busy. I had to hire a new waitress. I’m not sure she’ll last very long. The boys come in and she goes ape shit. She’s a patch chaser and they see it. I see her fucking one of them and when she realizes they aren’t in it for the long haul, she’ll tuck her tail and leave me in a bind.”

“Do you need me to come home and lend a hand?” I question her, being completely sincere.

“Honey, I know why you’re not here. it hasn’t been easy for you to deal with things since your daddy got taken from us. The guys in the club aren’t bad men, and they’ve changed some of their old ways. You have to give them a chance, Phoebe,” she tells me, knowing the exact reason I left and why I don’t go home. ‘I know you have other things going on and I’m not going to pretend to know what they are. All you have to do is talk to me, sweetheart.”

“I know. I’m just making a mess of everything and I don’t know how to fix it.”

“Like what?”

“I’ve been seeing a man, and no one knows. We should’ve handled the situation differently than we’ve been to this point. Now, there’s other things going on and I keep getting lost in my head or the emotions I’m feeling.”

“I’m guessing this man is a member of the club.” 

“I don’t want to say any more than I already have.”

“We’ll leave it at that then. You come home when you want to. There’s always a place for you with me. You’re brothers will love it too,” she tells me, no pressure from her as always.

Hanging up the phone, I lay back on the couch and let sleep claim me. It’s been a long and emotional day as I realize there are so many things I need to change. I’m the only one who can clean up the clusterfuck my life has become. No one else can make me change the things I’ve been ignoring for so long.
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Chapter Three
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Ink

TODAY IS ANOTHER full day at the shop. I don’t have a break in my appointments until later this afternoon. Even then it’s less than a half hour. I’ll have time to gobble something down real quick and take a smoke break. By the time I go home tonight, I’ll be sore as fuck and have to drink a few shots before sleep will find me. 

Walking in, the shop after parking my bike out back, I make my way to the front counter to see what’s going on today with everyone else. 

“What we have goin’ on today Karmen?” I question her.

She’s like no one else I’ve ever met before. She has plenty of piercings for working in a tattoo shop but not a single tattoo on her. Her long brunette hair is usually pulled up into a high ponytail left straight while no make-up covers her face. Not even to enhance her features. Karmen has sparkling emerald eyes with full, pouty lips. She’s got an hour-glass figure with curves for days. If I weren’t so fucked-up over Phoebe, I’d be chasing her ass for sure.

“Full day for everyone,” she tells me, not looking up from the computer in front of her. “You’re first client will be here in five minutes. He already called to make sure you were going to be ready for him.”

“I’m ready. His design is waitin’ on him to get here. No one’s cancelled or anythin’ have they?” I question her, needing to know if I’m going to get more than one half hour break.

“Nope. Everyone is still scheduled to come in. You’re half hour is still open for dinner. I’ll make sure you have something to eat so you don’t have to waste time with it,” Karmen tells me. “If you want anything specific, let me know and it will be here.”

“Just a burger and fries works for me,” I respond to her, looking over the menus she has sitting on the desk.

Karmen has taken it upon herself to make sure everyone working during the day or night has lunch or dinner. She orders and goes to get it, so no one has to leave the shop in case we have an influx of walk-ins. Some days she anticipates our needs before we say a single word to her. I’ve never had someone like her in my shop, and I’ll do whatever it takes to keep her here now. This woman has spoiled us for anyone else ever working the front counter again.

“I’m gonna get the machines ready and double check everythin’. If you need me, you know where I am. Who’s the next artist in?” I question her, not looking at the schedule as I walk toward my room in the back.

“Ryder will be in soon. He’s got a client in a half hour. No one else will be here until this afternoon. Sherry will be in around one. Then Elvis is in at two I believe,” she practically hollers as I walk in my room.

See, not many other people would’ve been able to rattle off exactly when each artist was coming in on a busy as fuck day. 

Elvis is the newest artist I’ve hired on at Anarchy Ink. He’s a good guy and believes in keeping everything professional here. The man doesn’t flirt with his female clients or Sherry and Karmen. He simply walks in, does his job, and then heads home when he’s done for the day. Plus, he doesn’t mind filling in when Ryder or I have a run or closing so the girls aren’t alone at the shop. All around great guy to have included in our team.

“Karmen, I love ya. I don’t know how I got so lucky to get you in my shop. You’re never allowed to leave here now. You know that right?” I ask her, standing in my doorway.

“I know, Ink. Wouldn’t want to be anywhere else. Too bad I bat for the other team,” she responds with laughter in her voice.

We all know Karmen bats for the other team. She hasn’t kept it a secret and has even brought her girl in for work. Julie is now a client for life because she loved the piece Sherry did for her. Neither one even bat an eye when Ryder begged and pleaded to watch them. Julie told him he wasn’t man enough to witness what they get up to in the bedroom. For the first time since I’ve known him, Ryder was actually speechless which made the entire conversation even funnier.

I gather up the supplies I need as soon as I get in my room. My gun is laid out with the colors and tubs I’ll need for the colors going in my clients back. He’s working on finishing up his back piece. Today alone we’re scheduled for four hours. Scott is a good man and will make the process easy. He’ll sit for the entire time and keep his mouth shut.

Scott and Dustin are two of my favorite clients because they don’t bitch about having to wait for an appointment with me. They will be scheduled before anyone else for this reason alone. The only ones who don’t have to schedule an appointment with me are the ol’ ladies and club members. Ryder and I are the only two who touch them and it’s mainly me to do their work. 

“Ink, Scott’s here,” Karmen informs me, walking him back to my room.

I’m the only artist here who doesn’t work out in the open. Everyone else has a room where everyone can watch them work. Unless it’s a tattoo or piercing in a private area, then they can use one of the rooms we have in back for the privacy they need. I can do piercings, but I detest them so I make sure whoever I hire can do anything that will be asked for. If I absolutely have to do a piercing it will be for a club member or ol’ lady. Still, I won’t touch a private area on an ol’ lady no matter who it is or what they want done. That’s all up to Sherry.

“Hey Scott. How you doin’?” I ask him, pulling him in for a man hug.

“I’m good. Ready to get this tat finished,” he responds, pulling his shirt of as Karmen leaves the room.

“Let’s get to it. What do you think of this?” I question, holding up the stencil of his newest ink. 

Scott takes several minutes to study the stencil of a ship with a Kraken wrapped around it. His back has an ocean theme filled with pirates fighting, women scantily dressed, and whatever else he’s thought of since starting this piece. Altogether, everything is coming together nicely. I can’t say it’s anything I’d put on my body, but it’s what he wants so I’ll make it look amazing for him. 

“I love it. I think it’s exactly what is needed to finish the piece off,” he tells me, laying down on his stomach on the chair I’ve laid out flat for him.

As soon as Scott is comfortable, I pull my phone to play music while I work. Today we’re listening to a different playlist Phoebe put on my phone. I’m not even sure what the hell is on it as I simply hit shuffle before sliding my phone back in my pocket. A cover of a song plays from the speakers. It’s a good song as we listen to the rock version in the background. 

I place the stencil on Scott’s back, letting him check out the positioning in the mirror to okay it before we get started. Once he gives me the okay, I pick up my tattoo gun. Making sure the needle is set properly before dipping it in the ink tub, I get to work. The outline isn’t going to take me as long as it will to shade and fill with color. Scott makes it easy since he doesn’t move and tends to zone out while working on him.

If every client coming in today would be exactly like this, I’d have the perfect day. However, at least three of my clients today are ink virgins and I already know things won’t be this easy. They’ll want to talk and will move around as I put the ink in their bodies. It’s what I deal with and will be just another day in the life of a tattoo artist.
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I’m halfway through my day and its finally time for me to take my half hour dinner break. Karmen brought me my dinner and let me know one of the guys in the club is out there waiting to talk to me. She’s still learning all their names, so I tell her to let him on back while I eat my dinner. Before he’s even made his way into me, I’ve got my burger half gone and the fries have a huge dent in the pile too.

As I pause eating to take a drink of my soda, Smokey walks into my room. He pulls up a seat on the opposite side of my desk and doesn’t say a word for a few minutes as he watches me devour my food. There is no way in hell I’m not having a smoke after I’m done eating. I’ve had one break all day because of one of my clients needing to take a break. A younger woman wanted a large piece done on her calf and needed to take a few minutes to compose herself. She was in quite a bit of pain and can’t handle it.

“Are you just gonna sit there and watch me stuff my face before smokin’? Or is there a reason for this visit?” I question him, washing down my last bite with a drink.

“I figured if I came here to see you, I’d actually see you,” Smokey answers me, not looking away from me.

Apparently he’s here to chew me a new ass too. First Renegade and now Smokey. I wonder how many others will have something to say about me not being around.

“If you got somethin’ to say, just say it,” I tell him, closing the takeout container and tossing it in the trash next to my desk.

“Just wonderin’ where the hell you’ve been and why you’ve been hidin’ whatever is goin’ on in your life. You haven’t been to the clubhouse unless it’s absolutely mandatory,” he accuses me, leaning forward in his chair.

“I’ve been workin’ my ass off. Literally, this is the only half hour I have today to myself. I’m booked solid for the next month and Karmen is still bookin’ appointments for me. I don’t have time to go to the clubhouse to hang out or for anythin’ else. I’m here until I head home to collapse in bed. Now, I’m goin’ out to smoke. You can either join me, or go do what you gotta do,” I answer him, grabbing my phone from the desk while reaching in for my cigarettes and lighter in my pocket.

Smokey follows me out the back door. We lean against the building and pull out a smoke and light it before I turn my attention to one of my best friends. Out of all the guys in the club, I’m the closest to Smokey. We typically don’t keep anything from one another because our backgrounds are similar. A woman has torn our hearts out and we don’t trust them or want anything to do with them. Well, I didn’t until Phoebe, and I started fucking around. Now, I can’t imagine my life without her.

Smokey has a darker past than I do, and demons haunt him from more than a woman breaking his heart. I’ve heard him screaming out at night when he’s sleeping. For days after, he’ll walk around with dark circles under his eyes from lack of sleep. He doesn’t talk about it and none of us ask him what’s going on. Smokey will share when he wants to and not a second sooner. That’s one thing I’ve learned about him over the years. However, we both feel our personal lives are ours alone and only those we choose to share with deserve to know what’s going on.

“I know there’s somethin’ goin’ on with you. You’re either seein’ someone or fuckin’ someone you don’t want us to know about. Don’t want me to know about,” he says, the hurt he’s feeling filling his voice and eyes as he looks at me.

Guilt hits me hard. I’ve never kept something this big from Smokey. Now, I’m not only keeping the fact I’ve been seeing Phoebe from him, but the fact I’m going to be a father. He would be the first person I tell this amazing news to. However, she doesn’t want anyone to know, and I have to respect her wishes if I’m going to get anywhere with her. Phoebe has all the power in our relationship, even if she doesn’t consider us in one, and I’m just along for the ride. For now, anyway. One of these days, she’s going to listen to what I have to say about everything.
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