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        SIDE INFO

      

      

      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!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains elements that some readers may not find enjoyable. These include sexual assault, rape, character being drugged, cancer, graphic violence, murder, family betrayal, and accidental pregnancy.

      The MMC in this book is mostly sweet, lashes out when under a lot of pressure, and will do anything for his woman, including giving up his own freedom.

      If any of this is triggering for you, I advise against reading.

      If you have any questions before reading, please reach out to me at authortosmith@gmail.com.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BULLET

          

        

      

    

    
      I stepped into the clubhouse with Scab. “You good, brother?” I asked him as I clapped him on his back.

      He nodded. “Yeah. Thanks for the help.”

      I shook my head. “Don’t mention it,” I told him as I headed for the bar, just wanting an ice-cold beer to end the day with. I’d been helping Scab do some work at Trixie’s bar. He’d been tasked with it, but it was more than just a one-person job.

      “What’ll it be?” a girl that I hadn’t seen before asked me as she handed Sabotage a glass of dark liquor.

      She turned to face me. I was blown the fuck away. She looked fresh out of high school. She had blue eyes and dyed blonde hair, her dark roots peeking through slightly. She was a bit tall and leggy. She really wasn’t what most of the guys around here wanted as eye candy, so I was honestly a bit surprised that she was serving drinks here.

      “A beer,” I told her. “Cold from the back of the fridge.” I arched an eyebrow at her. “Haven’t seen you before. What’s your name?” I asked her.

      “Honey,” she informed me as she grabbed a beer and popped the top off, handing it over to me.

      “Fake name?”

      She shook her head, not bothered by my question in the slightest. In fact, she seemed so nonchalant about shit that it raised alarms in my head. “Nah. Real name,” she informed me. There was also a kind of slang to her voice and words that told me she definitely wasn’t from any kind of good girl crowd or neighborhood.

      “Bullet!” Grim barked. “Church!”

      I stood up from my barstool and walked away from the bar, heading for the chapel. I took my seat at the table after closing the door behind me. “Wanted you all in here to inform you of our newest hire.” Grim started as he lit a cigarette. “Her name is Honey. She’s eighteen and fresh out of juvie.” That explained a lot. “Part of her probation stipulations is holding a job, and I’m the only person willing to hire her. Everyone sitting at this table better make her feel welcome,” he snapped.

      “Next order of business,” Alex spoke up as he leaned forward in his chair. “Patching Scab in. Does anyone sitting at this table have an issue with that?”

      No one spoke up. Alex nodded. “Good. Bullet, go fetch Scab,” he ordered.

      Wordlessly, I stood from my chair and went in search of Scab. I found him in the garage, working on one of the cars that had recently come in. “Hey, you’re needed in church,” I told him.

      He looked up at me. “What for?”

      I shrugged. “Don’t know,” I lied. “Alex sent me to come to get you.”

      Honestly, I was glad that Scab was finally getting patched in. The man had gone through hell and high water for this club, and he hadn’t run. He deserved this—deserved to finally hold a true cut that didn’t just label him as a prospect, but now would label him as a patch—like me.

      I turned on my heel and walked back towards the clubhouse. Honey looked up at my entrance, her blue eyes clashing with mine. Without a word or a change in my facial expression, I strode back towards the chapel.

      Twice now, I had felt something for a club woman, and both times, nothing worked out in my fucking favor. I wouldn’t catch feelings for another woman that had any affiliation with the club. They tended to only fall for the men with actual titles instead of just a patched member.

      So, I didn’t give a fuck how gorgeous I thought Honey was. As far as I was concerned, she was forever off-limits to me.

      Scab stepped into the chapel. Grim stood up. “Scab, are you ready to take your oath and become an official patched member of this charter of the Savage Crows?” Grim asked Scab.

      “Yes,” Scab immediately replied.

      After he took the club oath, we were dismissed. I moved to leave the chapel, but Grim stopped me. “Bullet, you mind staying behind for a minute?” he asked.

      I sat back down in my seat as I waited for the room to clear out, leaving me and Grim alone. He spoke up once the door shut behind the last member. “You been alright, brother?” Grim asked me.

      I shrugged. “Just dealing with some shit,” I told him vaguely.

      “Like?” Grim asked me as he arched an eyebrow at me.

      “My older brother got out of prison a couple of weeks ago,” I informed Grim. “Just dealing with some shit at home, that’s all.”

      “Your brother is staying with you?” Grim asked me, trying to understand what in the hell was going on, and I knew he wouldn’t give up until he had his answers. Grim was silent and kind of scary, but he liked knowing what was going on with his club members.

      I shook my head. “With my ma,” I told him. “But he’s bringing around trouble—trouble my ma doesn’t need anymore. Her health isn’t as good as it should be, and stress makes it all worse.”

      “You know if you need help, this entire club has your back, Bullet,” Grim reminded me.

      I stood up. “Not the club’s problem,” I told him. “I can handle my brother.”

      With that, I left the room, done with the conversation. Honey was standing outside, leaning against the wall as she smoked a cigarette when I stepped outside, heading towards my bike to go check on my ma. She stood up straight, her eyes locked on me. “Bullet your real name?” she asked me.

      “No,” I replied, moving towards my bike, wanting to get away from her—away from the sweet temptation that she was.

      “Then what is?”

      I straddled my bike and began strapping my helmet to my head. “None of your concern,” I told her.

      A smirk twisted her lips, her eyes lighting up with excitement. “I like mysterious men,” she flirted.

      I started my bike. “Not interested,” I lied. Had to lie because otherwise, this woman was going to draw me into her, and I didn’t want that. Not now—not ever again.

      I pulled out of the lot, leaving the blonde-haired, blue-eyed temptation behind on the gravel lot.
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      I pressed a kiss to my ma’s cheek as I passed through her living room. “Mornin’, ma,” I greeted. “You had breakfast yet?” I asked her. With her illness, she had a bad habit of not eating because she just didn’t feel the hunger anymore. It was always such a fight to get her to eat anything, especially with all of the stress piled on her shoulders, too.

      “I’m not hungry, Cody, but I made some cinnamon rolls for Joey this morning before he left for work. There should still be some left,” she told me.

      Fucking Joey—my older brother. After our dad passed away, Joey sent his life to shit, and he tried dragging me and Ma down with him. If there was anyone in this world that I would always clash heads with, it was Joey. We couldn’t even look at each other without throwing fists around.

      I sighed and turned to face Ma as I leaned against the doorframe to the kitchen. “Ma, I know you’ve been stressed lately, but you need to eat. I’m getting the mortgage caught up here, and everything else is already caught up,” I assured her. With the garage being open and there being extra shifts at the bar all the time, it was no hard feat for me to get Ma’s bills all caught up. But I knew she hated it since she couldn’t work.

      Cancer was a righteous bitch.

      She tiredly leaned her head against the back of the recliner she was sitting in, exhaustion clear on her aging face. My frown deepened. “Cody, it shouldn’t even be your job in the first place to catch up on my bills.”

      I shook my head at her. My ma was so fucking stubborn that it drove me up the wall sometimes. “Ma, you haven’t been feeling well,” I gently reminded her. She hated it when I brought that up. She had always been a strong, resilient woman—could bounce back from anything. But cancer wasn’t something she could bounce back from, and the surgery was expensive as shit. With her cancer being considered a pre-existing condition, I couldn’t get a single fucking insurance company to cover it, meaning I was stuck paying out of pocket. “I’m here to take care of things, ma. You need to focus on getting better.”

      She looked over at me with a small smile on her face. “You’re a good boy, Cody.”

      I sighed and walked forward to press a gentle kiss to the top of her head. “Eat your breakfast, ma. I need to head to the clubhouse, but call me if you need anything, yeah?”

      She squeezed my hand as I walked by, and I took that as my answer that she would. After blowing out a soft, quiet breath, I walked out of my ma’s house, my boots thumping down the porch. Joey pulled up into the yard in our dad’s old work truck, and I instantly tensed, ready for a fight that I knew was inevitable.

      He hopped out of the truck and roughly slammed it shut behind him. I ground my teeth. That old truck had been Dad’s prized possession, and here he was treating it like shit. “Don’t you have to go suck your president’s dick or some shit?” he asked me.

      “Thought you were at work,” I commented, not rising to his bait.

      He shrugged. “Punched the boss in the face—got fired,” he said carelessly.

      I threw my hands up in the air. “Are you fucking serious?!” I barked. “Ma put her name on the line for you so you could get that damn job, and you just shit all over it?!”

      He glared at me. “I’m older than you, kid,” he snarled at me as he took a threatening step in my direction. I clenched my jaw. “Remember who the fuck you’re talking to. I helped raise you.”

      “Like fuck you did!” I barked back at him. I hated it when he tried pulling that card. I’d raised my goddamn self when Ma was working shifts back to back to keep up with this house and the rest of the bills. “Don’t even play that bullshit card on me, Joey! You were in and out of jail until you finally got arrested for fucking armed robbery and got tossed into fucking prison! You had no fucking hand in raising me!”

      His fist swung out, but I was quicker than he remembered. I brought my arm up and blocked his fist and sent my left one into his gut, sending him sprawling backward across the ground. I heard bikes tear into my ma’s yard, but I didn’t give a fuck. I moved to kneel over him, but Grim’s voice rang out over the yard.

      “Back up, Bullet!” Grim barked at me. “Now! That’s an order as your fucking president!”

      I backed up from Joey as Grim and Grave rushed towards us. Joey got off the ground with a laugh. “That’s right, Cody. Follow your daddy’s orders,” Joey taunted like a child. “Knew you sucked his dick⁠—"

      Grim sent his fist crashing against Joey’s face. I barked out a laugh as Grave leaned his elbow on my shoulder as we watched the scene in front of us. Grim gripped the front of Joey’s shirt in his fists and brought Joey’s face close to his. “You ever disrespect Bullet again, and I’ll make sure you’re kissing his dirty ass boots begging for forgiveness by the time I’m fucking done with you, you got me?”

      Grim roughly shoved him back onto the ground and then nodded at me. “Go check on your ma. She called me when his old boss at the shop called her and told her he fired Joey. She’s a bit worried.”

      I nodded and jogged inside the house. My ma was standing by the window looking out at the front yard, but she turned to face me when I stepped inside. I sighed and walked over to her, drawing her frail form into my arms. “I’m sorry, ma,” I apologized. I truly was, but Joey had a way of pushing my fucking buttons.

      “I wish you two would learn to get along,” she told me quietly as she wrapped her slender, bony arms around my waist.

      I sighed. “I try, ma. I do. I try so hard not to stoop to his level, but he just says stupid shit all the time,” I grumbled. “Joey has a way of pressing all of my buttons in all the wrong ways.”

      She shakily leaned up on her tiptoes and pressed a quick kiss to my cheek. “I know, Cody. You always were the calm son,” she admitted. “Go on. You need to get to the clubhouse,” she reminded me.

      I nodded and pressed a kiss to the top of her head before I walked out of the house. I sent a glare in my brother’s direction before I strapped my helmet to my head and pulled off out of the yard behind Grave and Grim.
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      I stepped into the clubhouse to see Izzy and Penny sitting at the bar. Copper and Sabotage were standing off to the side talking to Blink. I looked over at Grim. “When did the mother charter ride in?” I asked.

      “Last night,” he informed me. “Copper is picking up a shipment from the Reapers. His crew needs a place to crash for the next couple of nights.”

      I walked over to the bar and sat down. Honey slid me a beer. “Bullet,” she greeted.

      I grunted back in greeting. Penny smiled over at me. “Hi, Bullet,” she said as she got up and wrapped her arms around me.

      I pressed a kiss to her cheek. “Hey, Penny. How are the twins?” I asked.

      She laughed softly. “A handful,” she admitted. “But they’re amazing. They’re both down for naps at the moment, but they’ll be up in about an hour. They would love to see Uncle Bullet.”

      I grinned down at her. “Look forward to it.” I pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Relax while you can then.”

      Penny arched an eyebrow at me. “Your new bartender keeps looking over at you,” she said quietly.

      I sighed. “Not going there, Penny,” I told her. She frowned at me, worry for me shining in her eyes. She had always been so in tune with everyone here. Honestly, I didn’t know any woman who was sweeter than Penny. “Honey and me—no. Club women tend to go for men with rank. I don’t have a rank,” I reminded her. “When I decide to settle down, it’ll be with someone who doesn’t have any ties to the club.”

      Penny gave me a sad look. “Bullet, that’s not true,” she told me softly. “You’re a great, caring guy.” I just gave her a small smile. “Any woman would be lucky to have you.”

      I shrugged. “Maybe,” I admitted. “But I’ve been through this twice with club women, tried being the nice guy, someone they could turn to, but it never worked. They preferred the men that treated them like shit, tossed them aside at the tiniest inconvenience. I’m not that kind of guy—never could be, Penny, so club women and I will never mix.” I inclined my head towards Honey. “And her? She spells trouble. I have enough of that to deal with right now.”

      “Talking about me?” Honey asked cockily from across the bar right across from where I was sitting. This woman had no filter on her mouth, and it was going to get her into a hell of a lot of trouble around here if she wasn’t careful.

      I looked over at her as I grabbed my beer off the bar. “Yes,” I told her bluntly. She looked a bit taken aback that I had actually been honest. “Keep your nose out of other people’s conversations, Honey. You may not like what’s being said,” I warned her.

      She smirked at me. “And what were you saying?” she asked.

      I stood up from the bar stool I had been sitting on. “That you’re trouble,” I told her honestly.

      Her smirk widened. “I hear men like you like trouble,” she flirted, leaning forward just the tiniest bit so her cleavage was visible. I kept my eyes on her face.

      “Then you heard wrong,” I said in a bored tone. “I don’t fuck with club women.”

      She ran a hand through her blonde hair as a mischievous gleam sparked in her blue eyes. My cock twitched in my jeans. Fucking hell, why the fuck did this woman have to be related to the club? “Good thing I’m not a club woman.”

      I smirked at her. “News flash, Honey. The moment you started working here at this club, you became a club woman.” I raised my beer in farewell. “Good talking to you.”

      With that, I left the bar, though I could feel her staring at me as I walked away.
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