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        Brett: Secretary

        Logan: Treasurer

        Walker: Chaplain

      

      

      
        
        SAVAGE CROWS MC TEXAS CHARTER

      

      

      
        
        Blink: Founder

        Grim: President

        Alex: Vice President

        Ink: Road Captain

        Hatchet: Sergeant at Arms

        Thor: Enforcer

        Grave: Secretary

        Bullet: Treasurer

        Sabotage: Chaplain

        Scab: Patch

      

      

      
        
        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!
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      I stared after Walker as he marched up the stairs. Clearly, Nova leaving wasn’t settling well with him. I didn’t want him to do anything he wasn’t ready for, but at the same time, I wasn’t letting him drown in his fucking shit either.

      We didn’t work like that. We never had, and he had to know that I wasn’t letting that shit start today.

      I handed my beer off to Halen. He frowned at me. “Is he okay?”

      I shook my head. “Probably fucking not,” I muttered. “Get rid of that beer for me, yeah?”

      I headed towards the stairs. When I walked into our apartment, Walker was sitting on the edge of the bed, the bottle tipped back as he guzzled the alcohol down his throat. I let loose a disgusted sound and locked the door behind me before marching over to him, snatching the bottle from his hand.

      “What the fuck?!” he shouted at me as I walked over to the bathroom and poured the remainder of the liquid down the sink.

      I swung around to face him, dropping the bottle into the trash can. “You want to let her walk away? Fine. Let her walk away. But don’t wallow in a goddamn pity party either, you hear me? You’re stronger than this shit, Walker.”

      He scoffed at me. “Do I look stronger than that, Vince?” he demanded. I hated the broken note seeping into his voice. Letting Nova walk away from him was fucking with his head and his heart. He wasn’t going to hold himself together very well. “I’m not good for her, Vince. She deserves a second chance. She deserves something better than what you or I could give her. She deserves to just live, goddammit. We can’t rip that from her by tying her down here as an old lady.” His broken laugh ripped my fucking heart apart. “I mean, I’m barely holding myself together most days, Vince. I’ve got nothing to offer her but shattered pieces of myself. I don’t even feel like a whole man anymore.”

      “Did you ever stop for one goddamn second to fucking consider if she wants all of your shattered pieces, Walker?” I demanded. I walked forward and knelt in front of him, grasping his face in my hands. “Baby, you are not worthless. Goddammit, I wish I could get that through your head. All your shattered pieces, I hold them in my hands every fucking day, and she just wants to be given the opportunity to do the same.”

      He swallowed thickly. “Then why didn’t she stay?” he brokenly asked me. “Why didn’t she make it clear that she wanted me?”

      I brushed the pad of my thumb over his bottom lip. “She did,” I said quietly. “But you’re always so lost in your misery that you missed all the signs. She wasn’t looking for an escape with you, Walker. She was looking for forever.”

      He swallowed thickly then shook his head. “I can’t,” he finally uttered. “This shit fucking hurts, but I won’t do it to her.”

      I shook my head at him. “I will always tell you not to do anything until you’re ready,” I reminded him, “but don’t let your fear keep you from something great.”

      Deciding to drop it, especially since I could sense him shutting down on me, I dragged his mouth down to mine and kissed him, intent on distracting him in the best way I knew how.

      He moaned into my mouth, his hands pushing at my cut. I shrugged it off my shoulders before pulling my mouth from his to yank my shirt over my head. Then, I pressed a hand to his chest, gently pushing him back. “Lie down for me.”

      He did as I instructed, but not before he bared his glorious, upper body to me. Scars littered his chest and abdomen, racing down his arms, but he never looked better to me. Every time I feasted my eyes upon Walker, I felt even more blessed to fucking call him mine.

      I just wish he could find that boldness and that fearlessness inside him that made him initiate our first kiss and what was possibly the hottest fucking night of my life.

      I undid his belt buckle and unsnapped his jeans, tugging them down his legs. He kicked his boots off and let me drop his jeans completely. I pulled his briefs down next, his cock almost hitting me in the face. I grinned, finally getting what I was after.

      I licked at his balls for a minute, relishing in the groans that tore from his throat. But finally, I wrapped my lips around the thick head of his cock, paying special attention to the tip as I lapped up the bead of precum on the tip.

      Then, I swallowed him to the back of my throat. My palms were flattened on his thighs, holding his legs apart for me as I worshipped his dick with my tongue, not touching him with my hands.

      Walker fucking loved it when I only used my mouth.

      And just to tease him, I pretended to grab the base, backing off a little, and he growled, his fingers lacing in my hair as he began to fuck my mouth, taking what he wanted from me. He wasn’t gentle; Walker never was, but I loved the brutal way he fucked.

      Finally, his cum coated my tongue, and I greedily swallowed every drop before popping him out of my mouth. Then, I dropped my jeans, lubed up my cock, and sank into his ass. He stared up at me, his eyes not once leaving mine.

      “You ready for this?” I asked him. I was about to give his mind the release it needed from the torment inside of it.

      He nodded. “Give me your worst,” he dared.
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      I leaned my head down, letting my chin rest on my chest as the hot, scalding water rushed down my back. I’d woken up hungover as fuck this morning when my alarm went off. Though Kyle had told me I could take the day off to recuperate some more, I couldn’t just sit around, not with my head the fucked-up mess that it was.

      I couldn’t get Nova out.

      She was there—her fucking pretty smile, those large, trusting eyes. She was everywhere. It was just about suffocating me.

      Vincent’s hands slid up my back when he stepped into the shower. “You going to talk to me or just mope?” Vince asked.

      I lifted my head and looked over my shoulder at him with a glare. God, he could be a dick sometimes, but I loved him for it. He always brought me out of my head.

      “Not fucking moping, Vince.”

      He scoffed. “Like fuck you aren’t, babe. You want her, you need to go after her. Otherwise, you need to pull your head out of your ass and move the fuck on. She thinks you don’t want her.” I sighed. “I can guarantee you that right now, she’s looking for a rebound guy to lose herself in.”

      I gritted my teeth, my muscles bunching together, tension riding my shoulders. I couldn’t stand the idea of her with another man, but I didn’t fucking deserve her. It was selfish of me to ask her to be ours.

      “Fuck off,” I snarled at him.

      Vince shrugged at me and dropped his hands. Silence rang through the bathroom as he quickly bathed and rinsed before getting out. I barely refrained from putting my fist through the bathroom wall.

      Now, all I could picture was Nova fucking another man, moaning his name, begging for his cock.

      Jesus Christ.

      I quickly bathed and got out, needing to go lose myself in work as quickly as possible.

      And try like hell to get Nova the fuck out of my head.
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        * * *

      

      Work didn’t do shit for me. In fact, I was pretty sure Vince was the only reason Kyle hadn’t swung on me yet. Even Copper was losing his patience with me. I was snapping at everybody, losing my fucking shit over the smallest things.

      Vince understood. He knew I was on the edge of something dangerous, and I either needed to get myself down off that ledge, or I was going to fall.

      And if I fell, God help us all.

      Vince had talked me off the ledge once, but he knew this was something I had to do on my own. Because this wasn’t something he could help me with anymore.

      My demons were my own issues, and right now, they were crawling all over my skin and darkening my mind, affecting everyone around me.

      “Alright, get out,” Kyle barked at me. I looked up at him with a glare as I tossed down the wrench in my hand, not giving a fuck where it landed. “Skylar has just about had it with you throwing her fucking tools around, and my customers have had it with your nasty as fuck look when they walk in here. Go home, Walker. Come back when your head is back on straight.”

      I slammed the hood down on the car I’d been working on, itching for a fight. Vince quickly stepped between me and Kyle, preventing both of us from going at each other. Vince shot me a cold look. “Go, Walker. He’s right. Your head isn’t here. You need to sort that shit.”

      We stared at each other for a moment. It wasn’t until his eyes softened that I backed down. Shaking my head, I thrust my greasy hands through my hair, looking up at Kyle. “I’m sorry, brother,” I grunted. “Tell Skylar I’m sorry, too, yeah?”

      He clapped a hand to my shoulder, no longer angry. It was how we worked. The men of this club would fight at the drop of a hat, but we were brothers before and after everything. “We all have dark shit to deal with, Walker. It’s how we fucking deal with it that matters.”

      I nodded once and strode around him and Vincent, pulling my bike keys from my pocket. Copper nodded once at me. “Colors, brother.”

      I shot him a two fingers salute that would have pissed my drill sergeant off and gotten my ass smoked before I walked over to my bike. I shrugged my cut on before riding out, hoping a long drive would clear my head.
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        * * *

      

      I caved thirty miles out of town.

      I couldn’t do it.

      I couldn’t let her go.

      I got off my bike and turned towards the field beside me, staring out at all of the grass growing. It softly blew in the breeze, the sun making it seem so much greener. It was almost sunset, the sun low in the sky, reds and oranges already beginning to tinge the clouds.

      “What?” Alejandro grumbled when he answered.

      I sighed. I was probably about to get my ass chewed by him, but I’d take whatever he dished out. “How’s Nova?” I asked him.

      He grunted. “Now you want to know?”

      I clenched my jaw. Looks like I couldn’t fucking take it after all. “I didn’t call to get the goddamn second degree from you, Alejandro. I want to know how she is.”

      “She’s fucking miserable,” he snapped down the line at me. “How the fuck do you expect her to be? Never seen her like this, Walker. What the fuck did you do to her?”

      I swallowed thickly, my heart twisting in my chest. I’d never wanted to hurt her.

      “I let her go,” I whispered.

      He sighed. “Men like you—like me—are not meant to be heroes, Walker. If we were, we certainly wouldn’t be outlaws and criminals. So, stop trying to be a hero. Nova doesn’t want that. She just wants you. So, I suggest you get your fucking head out of your ass and come get her. Her home is no longer here anymore. Her home is with you.”

      With that, he hung up, obviously done talking about it. With my heart racing in my chest, I called Vincent. I had to do this before I chickened out.

      “Walker?” he asked.

      I licked my lips. “I need you,” I said quietly.

      “Always here, babe,” he reminded me. “So, talk.” God, I loved this man.

      I scrubbed my hand down my face. “I’m going to get Nova.”

      Vincent breathed a sigh of relief. “Glad you finally pulled your head out of your ass. I’ll talk to Copper—get us a few days away from the club to get her and get her shit packed.”

      A small smile curved my lips. “Thanks for trying to knock some shit in my head.”

      He laughed softly. “I love you, Walker, but I’m not an enabler.”

      I grinned. No, he sure as fuck wasn’t.
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      I couldn’t believe it had only been twenty-four hours since I’d walked away from Walker . . . and Vincent.

      It felt like an eternity.

      I’d cried a fuck ton. I had cried so much that my eyes were sore. My cheeks felt raw from swiping at them. And my poor nose was tender to the touch from blowing my nose so much.

      Alejandro was torn between murdering Walker and ordering him to come get me. I’d told him to just leave it alone, that Walker would come to me when he was ready and not a moment sooner.
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