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        For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      

      

      
        
        And for those of you who read Ink and decided to continue reading, thank you!

      

      

      

      
        
        This book is especially written for the women who think tough men aren’t capable of being soft. May this serve as a reminder that you always deserve love.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note From the Author:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains elements that some readers may not find enjoyable. These include PTSD, sexual assault, rape, graphic violence, murder, child abuse, and graphic flashbacks.

      The MMC in this book is over-the-top, possessive, quick to anger, and obsessive.

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

      If you have any questions before diving in, please do not hesitate to reach out to me on Instagram, Facebook, or 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

      

      

      
        
        SAVAGE CROWS MC MOTHER CHARTER

      

      

      
        
        Copper: President

        Damon: Vice President

        Kyle: Road Captain

        Halen: Sergeant at Arms

        Vincent: Enforcer

        Brett: Secretary

        Logan: Treasurer

        Walker: Chaplain

      

      

      
        
        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


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Penny

      

      

      Tears poured down my face as I sped down the street away from my mother’s place. I didn’t know why I always tried so hard with her, but at the same time, I couldn’t bring myself to give up on her.

      Somehow, someway, I knew she had to care about me. I was her daughter. That had to fucking mean something to her, right?

      I flicked on the windshield wipers, desperately trying to focus on the road through my tears and the pouring rain, but visibility was slim to none. It was raining so hard that it was almost physically impossible to see anything.

      I shrieked when I realized I was riding in the wrong lane and jerked my wheel back to the right, more tears rushing down my cheeks as I began to panic, my breaths growing shallow and my chest aching as I tried to get enough air into my lungs. I overcorrected and went spinning off the road, a scream of terror slipping from my lips. Everything was a blur as my car spun in circles until it hit the edge of the road and flipped over onto its roof.

      More tears rushed down my cheeks as I tried to undo my seatbelt to get out, but nothing was working. It wouldn’t unlatch. I could smell smoke, and heat was licking along my legs, coming from the engine bay.

      I was going to die there. I couldn’t get out!

      I sobbed, trying my best to stay calm, but my lungs were pleading for air. I could hardly think past the panic flooding my senses. How was I going to get out when my seatbelt wouldn’t unlatch?

      What a fucking way to go out, I thought bitterly, more tears rushing down my cheeks. I’d survived absolute hell just to die in a burning inferno all while I had a fucking panic attack.

      Forcing myself to not succumb completely to my anxiety, to draw in deep breaths even though my car was filling with smoke, I continued trying to work at my seatbelt. The effort was futile though. I couldn’t fucking get out.

      The sound of motorcycles tearing down the street reached my ears, and I screamed as something exploded, fire instantly beginning to race along my passenger seat. “Help me!” I screamed as I frantically struggled to get out of the seat belt, my chest heaving. “Someone fucking help me!”

      “Fuck!” a male voiced shouted. “Damon, Vincent, fucking get over here!”

      I sobbed, fear gripping my chest like a vice. Smoke was filling my car, and I could barely fucking breathe anymore. I coughed, the smoke burning my eyes.

      The driver’s side door was suddenly ripped open, and I came face to face with a slightly muscular man. His hair was long on top and cropped close on the sides. A beard covered the lower part of his face, and he wore a Savage Crows cut with the president patch on it. He had to be from the mother charter because Sabotage, the president of the local charter, looked nothing like him.

      “Hey—hey, you’re going to be okay,” he soothed as he pulled a knife out of his boot. “Focus on me, okay?”

      I nodded jerkily, tears still sliding down my cheeks. “Damon, hold her up so she doesn’t fall when I cut her out,” he ordered. A man with dark hair and even darker eyes quickly wedged himself into the tight space, his hold on me tight.

      I shrieked when I felt a flame lick at my skin. “Hey, look at me, beautiful,” the president crooned, letting his striking blue eyes meet mine. “Focus on me,” he ordered. “I need you to focus, beautiful. We’re going to get you out of here,” he promised.

      With two quick jerks of his knife to the seatbelt, he had me cut out. Damon—his vice president—caught me easily. The president quickly grabbed me and lifted me against his chest, running away from the car as fast as he could. We hit the ground, his body covering mine as my car exploded behind us. My fingers curled into his cut, and my scream shattered the air.

      “Fuck,” he snapped as he leaned up into a push-up position to look down at me. “You okay, beautiful?”

      I nodded, a sob ripping from my chest. He quickly picked me up again, talking soothingly to me as he carried me over to his bike. “Sabotage will make sure this mess gets cleaned up. I need to get her to the hospital,” the president spoke up.

      “No,” I choked out, fear knocking around hard in my chest. I hated hospitals. They held too many dark, painful memories for me. “Take me to the Savage Crows,” I begged. “No hospital.”

      He arched an eyebrow at me but moved without asking any questions. After settling me in front of him on his bike, he strapped his helmet to my head. “Can you hang on?” he asked me.

      I nodded, breathing a bit easier now. I was safe and in capable hands. I was no longer surrounded by flames and smoke.

      He grabbed his handlebars and took off for the clubhouse, his arms caging me in. I began feeling light-headed about halfway to the clubhouse, and I leaned back against him, blinking furiously to stop the black spots in my vision, doing my damnest to stay awake. Had I hit my head during the crash? I couldn’t remember, but my head was hurting something fierce.

      He wrapped an arm around me, his other hand continuing to hold the handlebar. “Hey, hang on for me a little longer, okay?” he shouted over the wind as he gunned the engine, going faster. “We’re almost there.”

      The gate to the clubhouse slid open as Scab, one of the prospects, let us through. The president stopped the bike near the door and slid off, quickly grabbing me as my head lolled forward, my body about to lose the fight to stay awake.

      “Hey, look at me,” the handsome, blue-eyed man commanded, tapping my cheek gently. With effort, I locked my eyes on his blue ones. “That’s it, beautiful. Show me those pretty green eyes. I need you to stay awake for me, okay?”

      I nodded weakly, groaning after because that had been a mistake. My head pulsed like my brain was trying to come through my skull.

      “Copper!” Sabotage called as he stepped out of the clubhouse with Grim, the VP of this charter, and Thor, the enforcer, behind him. “Fuck—Penny?” he asked, worry coating his voice as he rushed forward.

      “She wrecked back on eighty-one. I think she has a head injury. Where’s Medic?” Copper demanded to know.

      “Medic!” Grim roared. “Her room is upstairs, last door to the right,” Grim informed Copper. “I’ll make sure he comes up.”

      I closed my eyes, but Copper shook me gently as he carried me up the stairs. “Show me those pretty green eyes,” he gently commanded. “You can’t sleep yet, beautiful.”

      He pushed open my door and carried me over to my bed, gently laying me down on it. “Don’t leave,” I begged tiredly, my eyes fluttering open and closed, the struggle to stay awake becoming harder and harder. My head was pounding, and all I wanted to do was sleep.

      “Not going anywhere, beautiful.” He cupped my cheek and brushed his thumb over my cheekbone. “Come on now. Focus on me,” he encouraged.

      Medic rushed into the room at that moment with Sabotage and Grim hot on his heels. “Talk to me,” Sabotage spoke to me. “What happened, Penny? Did someone run you off the road?”

      “No,” I mumbled, desperately fighting against the darkness threatening to swallow me. “It was raining, and I lost control of the car,” I told him, purposely leaving out the fact that I’d been crying, almost sending myself into a panic attack. And I had in the end. That crash had sent me toppling over the edge.

      “What the hell distracted you?” Izzy, the club bartender and Sabotage’s wife, asked as she stepped into the room, Hailey, their daughter, on her hip. There was so much worry on her face for me that it tore at my heart. I hated making people worry about me. “You’re too good of a damn driver, Penny. You’re always extra careful when you drive, especially in shitty conditions like this.”

      “I’m tired,” I mumbled, not wanting to talk about how, once again, my mom had chosen to shoot heroin up her arm over listening to me, breaking my heart for the umpteenth time in my life.

      But I would never stop fighting for her life. I would never stop trying to save her.

      It was a toxic cycle, and I refused to leave it.

      “Stay awake, beautiful,” Copper coaxed as he held my hand. “Medic, what’s wrong?” he asked as Medic began to check over my body for injuries.

      I shoved Medic’s hand away from my head, jerking back from him when he hit a tender spot. A moan of pain slipped from my lips. Medic’s worried eyes met mine. “Sweetheart, you need a hospital,” Medic told me.

      “No,” I grunted, shaking my head. “No hospitals.”

      “Penny, don’t be so stubborn right now,” Grim spoke up. “You need serious medical attention.” Grim—ever the protector of people in this club, even if he acted like he didn’t give a shit about any of us.

      “No,” I grunted. Hospitals held way too many bad memories for me. I would not go. How many times had my mother ended up there, damn near on her death bed?

      “I’ll stay with you,” Copper told me, drawing my eyes to his. I blinked, trying to focus on him, but he was so blurry. “Will you go if I promise to never leave your side? I’m a man of my word, beautiful,” he assured me.

      “Promise?” I asked quietly, hating how weak I was, but if I had to go, if I was going to be forced to go, I didn’t want to be alone. And I knew these men well enough to know someone would bodily carry me out of this clubhouse and into the emergency room.

      He nodded. “I promise,” he swore. He gently lifted me from the bed, cradling me against his chest. He shook me gently when I closed my eyes. “No, open your eyes. Let me see those green eyes, beautiful. Keep those pretty eyes on my face.”

      I locked my eyes on his stunning blue ones. He grinned. “That’s more like it,” he approved as he quickly carried me down the stairs and out to the club van.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Copper

      

      

      Sabotage arched an eyebrow at me as both of our club members filtered out of the chapel after we’d held church. I had originally come to Hope, Texas to arrange a weapons exchange with a nearby gang, but now, that wasn’t the only reason that I was there. It certainly wasn’t the reason I was sticking around.

      I was locked in on the beautiful, blonde woman with green eyes.

      “I’ve never seen you so concerned with one of the club women, Copper,” Sabotage commented as he leaned back in his chair at the head of the table.

      I shrugged, my mind flitting back to the beautiful, blonde-haired beauty with the gorgeous, captivating green eyes. Those eyes hit a spot in me that I had no idea was empty until I met her.

      And I wanted her—no, needed her—as mine.

      “Penny got anything holding her down to this club, Sabotage?” I asked my adopted brother. He was older than me by a few years. Our father, Blink, who was also one of the founding members of the SCMC, had taken him in when Sabotage was in his early teens. Official adoption papers had never been filed, but Sabotage was his son all the same.

      Sabotage shook his head at me. “Nothing here. I know she’s been hoping that one of my men will eventually make her his old lady, but nothing yet.” I scowled at that thought. I didn’t want anyone else touching her, fucking looking at her, but me. “Why?”

      “Thinking about bringing her back with me,” I informed him as I checked my burner phone, making sure I didn’t have any missed calls or messages.

      “I said she didn’t have anything holding her down to this club, Copper, not that she didn’t have something holding her down to this town,” Sabotage told me, dragging my attention back to him.

      I arched an eyebrow at him, waiting on him to elaborate. He only shook his head at me. I clenched my jaw. “Not my place, brother,” he said with a shrug. “That’s Penny’s business. Not mine to share.”

      Respecting that, I sighed and stood from my chair, walking out of the room. My eyes instantly landed on Penny as she flirtatiously smiled at Bullet. She was wearing a pair of skin-tight skinny jeans with a crop top, the curves of her breasts clearly visible at the top of her shirt. Her belly button piercing glinted in the lighting in the bar room. She leaned across the bar, giving him a perfect view of her tits as she licked her bottom lip, saying something to him after.

      Bullet only gave her a friendly smile as he took the beer that she offered him. My blood was boiling in my veins at the sight of her aiming that beautiful, flirtatious smile at anyone other than me. And if she didn’t put those perfect breasts away, I was going to lose my shit.

      Jesus Christ, Copper. Territorial much? Hell, my own damn thoughts were surprising me.

      Shit, I was already in deep with this woman.

      I walked up to the bar, leaning on it as I shot her a smirk. She looked a lot better today than she had yesterday. After being diagnosed with a concussion and being sent home to rest, she’d slept the rest of the day away. I’d checked on her every hour, but apart from her eating, she just slept the pain away and whatever else had been bothering her.

      “Good to see you well, beautiful,” I told her. Her cheeks flushed red at my words as she shyly looked down. Confidence and pride swelled in my chest, and it took every ounce of my restraint not to puff up my chest like some overbearing douchebag.

      I knew I was probably the only man capable of making her blush. And I was looking forward to seeing her creamy skin turn the color of her cheeks when I claimed her as mine.

      “Mind if I get a beer?” I asked.

      Keeping her eyes cast down from my face, she quickly walked over to the fridge, bending over to grab me a beer. I groaned softly at the sight, taking in her long legs and that perfect ass.

      And those thighs?

      Fuck, they would be perfect wrapped around my head and draped over my shoulders as I feasted on her.

      Bullet shot me a smirk as I groaned. I narrowed my eyes at him. His smirk fell from his face, and he swallowed thickly, his eyes flickering with nervousness.

      “Sorry, Prez,” he grumbled. He looked up at Penny and gave her a smile as he stood from the stool that he had been occupying. “Glad you’re okay, girly,” he told her. She shot him a smile in return. Bullet nodded his head at me. “Copper.”

      I nodded once at him before instantly putting my attention back to Penny. “Hey,” I called softly as she set my beer in front of me and quickly turned away from me to go busy herself with something else. I grabbed her wrist lightly, feeling her racing pulse beneath my fingertips. “Let me see those eyes,” I softly coaxed.

      She snapped her head up to me in shock, those gorgeous green orbs locking on my blue ones. “There’s those eyes,” I breathed. Fuck, those eyes would be my undoing. “You have the most beautiful eyes I’ve ever seen in my life. They were the first thing I noticed about you, beautiful,” I told her honestly.

      I sounded like a hopeless romantic, but I couldn’t help myself. Something about this woman told me she didn’t receive much tenderness in her life, and I intended to change that.

      “Th—thank you,” she stuttered, clearly flustered around me.

      I brushed my thumb against the pulse in her wrist. Her breath hitched in her throat as she swallowed thickly, her eyes nervously flickering away from my face. “Will you go on a ride with me?” I asked, surprising myself. She was the only woman who’d ever been on my bike, and as far as I was concerned, she would always be the only woman.

      Her eyes snapped back up to mine, wide with shock. “On your bike?” she asked incredulously.

      I grinned at her. God, she was perfect. “Of course, beautiful. It’s my only mode of transportation while I’m here.” I leaned in closer to her, watching as those eyes that I adored so much darkened at my close proximity. “I want you on the back of my bike, Penny,” I told her huskily. And she had been working this bar long enough to know what that meant to a man like me.

      Allowing her on the back of my bike meant that I intended to eventually stake a claim on her. I just hoped she knew that.

      “I’m working⁠—”

      “I’ll take the lashing for you,” I broke her off. “Come on, beautiful. Go on a ride with me,” I coaxed.

      She eyed me for a moment before she finally nodded in agreement. I released her wrist so that she could walk around the bar toward me. “Go change,” I told her, possessiveness rising in me when I noticed my men and some of Sabotage’s men staring at her curvy, long-legged figure.

      She huffed. “I always wear this—” she instantly protested, a beautiful fire sparking in her gaze.

      I cut her off as I leaned in close to her. Her eyes widened as I grabbed her waist in one of my hands, rubbing my thumb over her smooth skin. My cock jumped to attention. Her skin was so fucking soft.

      “If you don’t want me to claim you as mine before you’re ready, beautiful, I’d advise you to go change your clothes,” I softly warned her, no playfulness in my tone. If these men continued staring at her like they were, I was going to fuck her on the nearest surface so every mother fucker in that building knew she belonged to me.

      She narrowed her eyes at me in defiance, and my dick got hard so fast that it was almost physically painful. I loved a woman who was shy but had enough of a fight in her to make a stand against me.

      She was perfect for me in every single way.

      “I’m not joking, Penny,” I warned her before she could open her mouth to fire something back at me. “I want you, and I’m trying to be a decent man by letting you get to know me. I’m not normally a decent man. I will claim you as mine right here in front of every man in this room. Don’t test me.”

      “And if I don’t want you?” she seethed, but I could see the desire in her eyes, could feel it in the way that her nipples had hardened under her top and brushed against my chest.

      A wicked smirk tilted my lips as I leaned forward just enough to have my lips brush hers. It took all of my restraint to not take her lips in a hard, bruising, punishing kiss. “I love a challenge, beautiful, and I always get what I want,” I softly told her.

      A tiny whimper escaped her throat before she could stop it, but she didn’t back down. “I’d like to see you try,” she sneered up at me, her sweet exterior leaving her instantly. My hand flexed on her waist, and I didn’t miss the tiny little moan that she let slip from those perfect, fuckable lips.

      Oh, she fucking wanted me—bad.

      “You’re testing my patience, beautiful,” I quietly warned her as I slipped my leg between her thighs, shoving my thigh up against her pussy.

      Her hands instantly came up to clutch at my cut, her eyes closing as a moan—a louder one this time—slipped from her lips. I was sure at least those closest to us heard it.

      “Go get changed,” I told her again, letting her go before I bent her over one of the tables and fucked her senseless to show every man in that room that they better keep their fucking eyes and hands to themselves.

      She stumbled back from me, blinking fast as she tried to calm herself and regain her composure.

      “Penny,” I called, drawing those green eyes to my face as I took a step back from her as well, forcing myself to put distance between us. I grinned, those eyes calming me in a way that nothing ever had before. “Ten minutes, beautiful. I’m timing you,” I warned as I tapped the watch on my wrist before turning on my heel to stride out of the clubhouse doors, whistling a random tune as I did so.
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