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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      For every reader who loved Ink and wanted Sabotage’s story, here you go.

      

      And for every reader who loves a toxic, growly, alpha male, strap your helmet on tightly because Sabotage is going to flip your world upside down.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note from the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains themes that some readers may find unpleasant or triggering. These elements include off-screen rape, off-screen sexual assault, murder, graphic violence, pornography uploaded without permission, pregnancy complications, and mention of a previous miscarriage.

      The male main character in this book is growly, dominant, overbearing, over the top, obsessive, and possessive.

      If any of the above are triggering for you or just not your thing, I suggest against reading.

      If you have any questions before diving in, please do not hesitate to reach out to me on Instagram, Facebook, or at my email: authortosmith@gmail.com.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Club Info

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        SAVAGE CROWS MC TX CHARTER

      

      

      
        
        Blink: Founder

        Sabotage: President

        Grim: Vice President

        Ink: Road Captain

        Hatchet: Sergeant at Arms

        Thor: Enforcer

        Grave: Secretary

        Scorpion: Treasurer

        Ghost: Chaplain

        Bullet: Patch

        Scab: Prospect

        Volt: Prospect

      

      

      

      
        
        SIDE NOTES

      

      

      A chaplain is normally the one over all of the spiritual things in a club, as well as performs marriage ceremonies, funerals, and puts protection on members in jail.

      A chaplain in my book is the one the members go to for advice. So, please keep that in mind while reading this book.

      Thanks!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sabotage

      

      

      I looked up from my phone as the clubhouse doors opened. Reina and Ink made their way inside with their baby, Elijah, swaddled in a blue blanket. All of us erupted in cheers and congratulations. Reina hadn’t had a smooth pregnancy. She’d had a lot of complications, and I eventually had been forced to pull Ink off the road so he could be home with her as her due date drew nearer.

      The woman had gone through a hell of a lot, but she’d come out on top. She was strong and fearless, and she knew how to keep Ink in line. She was honestly the best woman for my Road Captain, and I knew every man in my club would go above and beyond to protect her. We had gone above and beyond to keep her safe.

      She’d had my vote as Ink’s old lady from the fucking moment she showed back up on Savage Crows’s territory, and as expected, every man followed in line. She quickly won over everyone’s hearts.

      I watched as Izzy rushed over to Reina, her grin stretching across her face as she gushed over Elijah. Ink laughed at something Thor said as they clapped each other on the back. I kept my eyes locked on Izzy, watching her beautiful smile as she got to hold Elijah in her arms. Watching her with Elijah made me wonder what she’d be like with her own kid.

      I quickly wiped that shit from my head. She could never be mine, but it’d also be a cold day in hell before I watched her have some other man’s kid.

      “Staring at her won’t make her yours,” Blink, my adopted father and one of the founders of this club, commented as he set an open beer in front of me.

      I grunted as I took a swig from the cold beverage, ripping my eyes away from Izzy’s curvy figure to look up at my dad. “Don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about, old man,” I retorted.

      Blink barked out a laugh. “Kid, you look at her the exact same way that I look at Lindsey and the way Ink looks at Reina. You want her as your own. Don’t know what the fuck is holding you back.”

      “Izzy doesn’t need a man of this club as her old man, Blink. She’s been through enough shit,” I reminded him as I recalled how she had shown up to my clubhouse. Rage still pulsed through my veins as I pictured that day in my mind. She’d been a mess.

      Blink shook his head. “You fucking boys are as stubborn as they fucking come, I tell you. You’re going to learn to start letting these women decide what they want instead of deciding for them. You’ve been staring after her ever since she passed out in front of our gates two years ago. It’s time to either make a fucking move or cut your losses and move on. Your choice, son.”

      With that, he walked away, going over to congratulate the new parents on Elijah’s birth and hug Reina. With a shake of my head, I looked back over at Izzy only to catch her already looking at me. She bit her bottom lip and quickly looked away, her cheeks tinting red.

      I readjusted myself in my seat, cursing under my breath. My cock was hard as fuck for her.

      Fuck, I both loved and hated when she bit her lip like that. It was as beautiful as it was a fucking curse.

      Ink strode over to me, his eyes sliding over to Izzy before they moved back to me as he took a seat at the table with me. “You hitting that finally?” he asked me.

      What the fuck was it with everyone tonight? Did everyone have a hard on for me and Izzy together?

      I narrowed my eyes at him. “Watch yourself, brother,” I snarled.

      Ink shrugged as he leaned back in his chair, not giving a fuck about respecting my boundaries.

      He looked tired as hell. Dark circles rested under his eyes, and his beard had grown out well past a five o’clock shadow. He’d shaved it a few months ago and had normally been keeping it shaved, but I guessed the last couple of months had just worn him down.

      “How are you feeling, brother?” I asked him in all seriousness. He looked worse for wear.

      Ink looked over at his old lady, a small smile stretching his lips. It was a strange but nice change to see Ink so content and chilled out. “Fucking tired, man, but it’s all worth it. The second Elijah was born, I was fucking hooked, Sabotage.”

      I wasn’t going to lie—for a while there, I was worried that I was going to have to rip Ink of his patch and his cut. But after having a few choice words with his sperm donor, I’d kept his past away from him. And once we dealt with the Angels of Hell, who had been after Reina, at Ghost’s place, things had been pretty quiet for the club and Reina.

      Which meant Ink finally got his head back in the right fucking place.

      Reina strode over to us, smiling at me in greeting as she did so. Ink took Elijah from her, cradling the infant in his arms. Fatherhood actually looked damn good on him.

      “Sabotage, meet Elijah,” he introduced right as Elijah opened his eyes, looking up at his dad before he looked around the room, those striking blue eyes meeting mine.

      “Fuck, man, he looks like you. It’s a bit alarming,” I laughed, knowing that Elijah wasn’t biologically his child. I guessed it helped that they were still blood-related, though. Elijah was actually Ink’s brother, Johnny’s, kid, but Johnny was a dead man. He’d held Reina captive in a cage, raping her and beating her day after day until she managed to escape.

      Ink shrugged as Izzy came over to us, whisking Reina away to go open some gifts for Elijah. “Brother, just fucking talk to her,” Ink spoke up, making me rip my eyes from Izzy’s curvaceous figure again.

      I narrowed my eyes at him. “Not your business, brother,” I retorted, reminding him of his place.

      Ink shrugged. “The others may not notice it, Sabotage, but I’ve got a keen fucking eye, and you know that. I notice the way you look at her. If you want her, go after her.”

      I lifted my beer bottle to my lips. “Izzy’s been through enough shit without one of us trying to fucking claim her, Ink,” I grumbled.

      Ink rolled his eyes at me. “Honestly, brother, Reina probably has, too, but being a part of this club as my old lady has brought Reina more peace than you would fucking think. Izzy has been here for two years with nothing holding her down to this club. She’s been free to leave here at any point, and she hasn’t because this is safety and security to her, brother. Think about that next time before you go spouting some bullshit about her not needing this club. She may need it a hell of a lot more than you or anyone else thinks.”

      With that, Ink got up to head over to the ladies, leaving me to ponder over his words.

      I swore, sometimes I wondered why Ink wasn’t the Chaplain instead of Ghost. He had a way with words that fucking left a man thinking.

      But I couldn’t claim Izzy like that, no matter what he said. I wasn’t the right kind of man for her. She needed someone attentive and sweet, and I wasn’t either of those things. I was rough around the edges, and pretty blunt and brutal.

      She and I would never work long-term.

      Shaking my head, I got up with my beer and strode into the chapel, shutting the doors behind me so I could have some peace and quiet. I sat down in my chair at the head of the table, leaning my head back tiredly.

      A knock sounded on the chapel doors before I could even draw in a deep breath. Sitting upright in my chair again, I shouted for the person to come in. I figured it had to be one of the club girls or one of the prospects because one of the patches would have just barged in without knocking.

      “Sabotage?” Izzy asked as she opened the door, sliding into the room and shutting the door back behind her.

      “What’s up?” I asked, my voice gruff. Sitting up straighter, I gave her my undivided attention.

      She swallowed nervously before she pulled her phone out of her pocket and strode over to me, handing me her phone. I arched an eyebrow at her in question, not looking down at the phone yet. “I need some help,” she said quietly.

      I looked down at her phone to see a text message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Unknown

      

      
        Prison couldn’t hold me forever, sweetheart. Your old room is still here waiting for you.

      

      

      

      

      

      Beneath the text was a picture of a room that looked more like a prison cell than a bedroom. The walls and floor were concrete, and there weren’t any windows. And just like a prison cell, it had a toilet in the room. A shower was beside the toilet. There was absolutely no privacy for Izzy in that room.

      Rage coursed through my veins, tinting my vision red momentarily before I reined my temper back in. “What the fuck is this, Izzy?” I demanded as I stood up, tossing her phone onto the table. It clattered loudly, and she flinched, twisting her fingers in front of her.

      “It’s a long story, Sabotage,” she said timidly, her gaze locked on the floor.

      I pulled out a chair, pointing to it. “Good thing I don’t have shit to do right now. Time to start talking, darlin’,” I told her, my voice rough.

      I wanted to murder whoever had sent that fucking message to her.

      Whoever fucking hurt her was going to meet their maker—and fucking soon.

      No one fucked with Izzy and got to live to tell the fucking story.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Izzy

      

      

      I twisted my fingers in my lap as I drew in a deep breath, getting ready to tell someone—that someone being the man I’d wanted for a while—my deepest secrets.

      It would be a miracle if he didn’t find me ruined after I told him what had happened to me. But I knew I couldn’t just leave his questions unanswered any longer. Not after he’d seen that text and that photo.

      This was going to hurt. After he found out my story, he’d never look at me the same again.

      Fuck, how many times had I gotten myself off as I thought about him touching me, thought of what it would feel like to have his face between my legs, that beard of his moving over my soft skin?

      Sabotage was the last person I wanted to tell this to. Didn’t want him to know just how fucked up I truly was, but I knew I needed to tell him everything so he knew the whole picture. Sabotage didn’t work with half-truths. And he couldn’t protect me on half-truths, either. Not when my past was practically banging at the clubhouse doors.

      “I met Rodney on my twenty-first birthday,” I started. I hated how strangled my voice sounded, but clearing my throat didn’t help. “I was out at a club with some of my friends from work. Rodney bought me a drink, and we just kind of hit it off from there. We were dating for a few months when I told him one of my biggest secrets.”

      Sabotage only stayed silent, letting me talk. I kept my gaze trained on my lap. I couldn’t believe I was about to tell this man the most fucked up part of me.

      “I had a thing for being controlled and dominated in the bedroom,” I admitted to Sabotage. I didn’t dare lift my gaze, terrified of what I’d see on his face if I did. “Regular sex just didn’t do it for me at the time. And I admitted this to Rodney when I rejected sex for the umpteenth time.” I swallowed thickly. “I didn’t realize he had a fetish for being in control until it was too fucking late.”

      When I remained silent, Sabotage quietly asked, “What happened, Izzy?”

      My stomach was turning.

      “We moved in together, and he locked me in that fucking room,” I informed him. Bile swam up my throat, but I swallowed it down. “He was a fucking sadist. He didn’t get off of just being in control—he got off on hurting me, making me bleed, listening to me scream at him as I begged him to stop hurting me.”

      “Fucking Christ,” Sabotage snarled. I looked up at him in alarm. Sabotage’s jaw was clenched so tightly, the muscle in his jaw was ticking. His eyes were flashing with barely controlled rage, his nostrils flared in anger. “Is he the fucking reason you passed out in front of my goddamn gates?” he demanded.

      I nodded weakly. “I managed to escape the room. I stabbed him when he chased me, and I called the police as I was running out of the door.”

      “Fucking hell,” Sabotage snapped as he abruptly jumped up from his chair and thrust his hands through his dark hair. I stood up as well, swallowing thickly as I stared at the president of the club nervously, unsure of what to do. I hadn’t expected him to be so angry about what I’d just told him. I’d honestly expected anything but his anger.

      “Sabotage, please, I just need protection,” I begged him. I didn’t want him to turn me away. If he sent me packing, I was fucked.

      He spun to face me. “You’ll always have fucking protection within this club, Izzy, and for you to fucking feel otherwise pisses me off. You never have to fucking ask me for protection. You’re a part of this club whether you wear a fucking patch or not, you got that?” Sabotage snapped at me.

      I nodded, tears threatening to choke me at Sabotage’s words. I had been alone for most of my life, and for Sabotage to make it so clear to me that I had a fucking family there just about fucking undid me.

      He suddenly stormed over to me. I sucked in a sharp breath of air in alarm as I stumbled backward until my back hit the table. Sabotage gripped my chin gently between his thumb and forefinger, forcing my head back so I was looking up at him. “You ever been truly dominated by a man, darlin’?” he asked me huskily.

      I swallowed thickly, my nipples instantly hardening and my core clenching. I wanted Sabotage so fucking bad it physically hurt. “No, not really,” I told him honestly, my voice trembling.

      He hummed and rubbed the pad of this thumb over my bottom lip. “When a man dominates a woman, he has a duty to take care of her as well. It’s not just about pleasing him, darlin’. Did you know that?” he asked me.

      I shook my head at him in answer, too afraid to use my voice. I knew if I tried to speak with him so close to me, I would embarrass myself. He moved his head to the side, his breath ghosting over my ear. I shivered. “I can show you,” he whispered, making a shiver run down my spine in anticipation.

      I wanted Sabotage. Fuck, I had always wanted Sabotage from the moment I had met him. He was a fucking wet dream walking for every woman that laid their eyes on him. He oozed masculinity and power, and he commanded the attention of everyone in a room with him without ever having to try.

      “Please,” I begged softly.

      He leaned back a bit, running his thumb over my bottom lip once again. “Go lock the door,” he gently commanded.

      He stepped back from me, his eyes following me with a hungry gaze as I walked over and locked the chapel doors, locking us inside. I turned to face him after I slid the deadbolt into place, swallowing nervously. He strode over to me, and I licked my lips, my breathing quickening. His dark eyes followed the movement, darkening to an almost-black color with a sensual promise before he locked his eyes back on mine.

      Sabotage was a huge man, both in height and muscle. I knew he could easily hurt me, but I knew Sabotage—knew he would never intentionally hurt me. I trusted him with my life. There was a reason the men here easily called him their president and their leader.

      “Strip,” he quietly commanded.

      I nodded and began to pull my shirt over my head, but someone banged on the chapel doors, halting me with my hand on the hem of my shirt. Sabotage cursed and reached into his jeans, readjusting his cock. I rolled my bottom lip between my teeth as my breath hitched in my throat.

      He clenched his jaw as he looked down at me. “Fuck me,” he growled as the person knocked again, this time calling his name.

      Sabotage strode over to me. Wrapping a handful of hair in his fist, he yanked my head back gently, his lips meeting mine in an aggressive kiss. I moaned when he gripped my ass in his other hand, yanking me up hard against him. I softly gasped at the feel of him, allowing him to deepen the kiss further when I felt how hard he was for me.

      “Sabotage!” Blink roared from the other side of the door. “Get your dick out of your hand and unlock this goddamn door!”

      Sabotage muttered something under his breath that I didn’t quite catch before he released me and threw open the doors, revealing the two of us. Blink looked at me and then grinned at his son. “If I’d known she was in here with you, I would have just solved the problem myself.”

      “Watch it,” Sabotage snarled as he yanked me behind him possessively, turning me on even more.

      Man, I really needed to get a hold of my damn hormones.

      “Alright, I got it,” Blink commented as he held his hands up in a surrendering gesture. “No one can get in touch with Volt. He’s disappeared off the face of the earth, son.”

      I frowned. That wasn’t like Volt. Sure, he was quiet, but he was eager to earn his way into being a patched member. He wouldn’t just disappear.

      “Mother fuck,” Sabotage snarled. “Round up everyone. I want church in five.”

      Sabotage led me past Blink and over into the kitchen. He turned to face me once we had some privacy. “I’ll talk to everyone about what’s going on while I’m dealing with the Volt issue. You will have your protection, Izzy.”

      “Thank you, Sabotage,” I said softly.

      He stepped toward me. “You can thank me later once I fuck you into exhaustion.” My eyes widened, and I was pretty sure I ruined my panties. He flashed me an easy, wicked grin. “I’ve wanted you for two fucking years, Izzy. As long as you let me, I’ll give you everything you could ever want.”

      That was another thing about Sabotage. He went after what he wanted. And if he wanted me, he would definitely have me—not that I was complaining.

      He pressed a kiss to my forehead and stepped around me, heading toward the chapel to hold church. I sagged against the kitchen counter, staring after him as my heart pounded hard in my chest.

      Fuck, that happened damn quickly, but I sure as hell wasn’t complaining.

      I was in deep with that man, and I didn’t want to be anywhere else.
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