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      For Riley, my reason for everything I do.

      

      For every reader who found me on Inkitt and decided to follow me on my publishing journey.

      

      For every reader who loves a man who goes absolutely ballistic over his woman.

      

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

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note from the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains situations, themes, and elements some readers may find disturbing or non-enjoyable. These include graphic violence, violence against women, recreational drug abuse, and the FMC hiding her children from the MMC.

      The MMC in this book is overbearing, argumentative, callous, and over the top.

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

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


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hatchet

      

      

      I wasn’t the kind of man that wore his emotions on his sleeve. Life had hardened me from a young age, part of it my own fault.

      Sabotage—my president? I owed that man my fucking life.

      He found me when I was eighteen, getting ready to shoot enough heroin up my arm to overdose on and end my life. The man had dragged me to this clubhouse and put me through his own form of rehab.

      I’d been sober for six years since then.

      And I hadn’t ever thought about injecting another needle in my arm until today. Until I saw that she was back.

      With my son in tow. My son that she’d told me she’d aborted.

      “What the fuck is up with you?” Sabotage demanded as he shoved the chapel doors closed before I could walk out with the rest of the club men. Every morning, we held church, and normally, I was in a decent mood. But today, I had a fucking storm cloud hanging over my head.

      I narrowed my eyes at my president, not in the mood for his interrogations. “Not now, Sabotage,” I warned him. Ever since he’d gotten with Izzy, he thought he was some advice-giving God or some shit. And while I was happy for him, I didn’t want his meddling.

      “Sit your fucking ass down,” he snapped at me. I glared at him. “You’ve been walking around here with a dark ass cloud over your head since you walked through those clubhouse doors this morning. What the fuck is up?”

      I gritted my teeth. When I didn’t open my mouth, he arched a brow at me. “You’re not getting out of here until you open your mouth, Hatchet.”

      Fuck you.

      Growling, I asked, “Remember me telling you about Layla, my ex, and how she aborted my kid?”

      Sabotage nodded. “Yeah. What’s that got to do with your depressed, angry ass mood?”

      “Everything,” I admitted. His other brow rose to become level with the first one. “She just opened a bookstore downtown. I saw her as I was riding over here. And she has a little boy that looks about six years old, and he’s the fucking spitting image of me. No goddamn way she aborted our kid. She fucking lied to me. She kept him from me.”

      “Fuck,” Sabotage snarled. “Are you fucking serious right now, brother?”

      I nodded as I glared down at the floor. “Can’t be more fucking serious, Prez. She’s back, and I’m ninety-nine percent fucking sure that the kid she’s got with her is mine.”

      Sabotage shook his head and yanked open the door. “Let’s go give her a visit,” he suggested.

      My hand snapped out to grab his arm. “Not now, Sabotage.” I needed to think about this shit, think about what the fuck I was going to do, what the hell I was going to say to her. She’d just popped up out of the blue, and not only had she done that, she’d brought a kid that was the spitting image of me. I needed a moment to wrap my head around all this shit.

      Sabotage shook his head at me. “No,” he retorted, yanking his arm from my grasp. “What she did was fucking wrong. She probably showed back up here thinking that she would be safe. You’ve got no fucking blood family, and you were a fucking drug addict back then. She probably thinks you’ve been buried six feet under somewhere. She had no goddamn right lying to you. So, let’s go.” He slung open the chapel doors. “Thor, Scorpion, Ghost, Grim, let’s go!” Sabotage barked as he strode toward the clubhouse doors.

      Thor and Scorpion cast me questioning looks but said nothing, just followed Sabotage out the door. I sighed, glaring up at the ceiling before I dutifully followed them outside. I wasn’t ready to do this, but clearly, Sabotage wasn’t letting me brush it under the rug.

      Fuck.
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        * * *

      

      Grim dropped his cigarette to the ground, then stomped it out with his boot as he stared up at the bookstore door. “So, you’re telling me that this girl left you years ago because you were addicted to drugs?” he asked.

      I nodded. “Yeah,” I grunted.

      “Okay, I can understand that,” Grim admitted. I shrugged because now that I was sober, I could, too. I would have left my ass in the dust as well. But lying about a baby? I couldn’t get over that shit.

      Ghost grunted. “What I don’t understand is why she lied to you about aborting the baby. You were a piece of shit all those years ago.” I narrowed my eyes at Ghost in warning. He only shrugged at me, being brutally honest as always. “She had to know that you wouldn’t be able to do anything to her. So, for this, she’s in the fucking wrong. Let’s go. I’m fucking ready to stir some shit up.”

      Sabotage pushed open the door to the bookstore, the bell above the door making a jingling sound. Layla looked up from the book she was reading, pushing her blue-framed glasses up her nose as she did so. “Hi, welcome to Layla’s Books. How can I…” Her voice trailed off, her face paling as her eyes landed on me. “Blake?” she asked, her voice small and timid.

      I lifted my hands and did a sort-of jazz hands thing. “Surprise,” I said gruffly, my voice otherwise flat and emotionless.

      Sabotage clapped me on my shoulder. “We’ll take a look around, brother.” He smirked. “Browse the shelves. Maybe I’ll find something Izzy will like.” I rolled my eyes at him, knowing damn well he and the others were just going to be listening in. “You know where I am if you need me.”

      I nodded once, waiting until Sabotage, Ghost, Thor, Grim, and Scorpion disappeared from sight before I turned to face the woman who had once meant the entire fucking world to me.

      “Brave of you to show back up in town,” I drawled, stalking closer to the counter.

      “I—I… I thought you would have died from an overdose a long, long time ago,” she softly confessed. I grunted. “I needed help. My dad offered to buy this place for me and help me get afloat if I came back home.”

      Her fucking dad. The man I hated and who’d always hated me just as fucking much. He’d known I wasn’t dead. She just wasn’t interested in finding out for herself. Had she ever really given a fuck about me?

      “With a kid,” I stated, not giving the slightest fuck about her problems.

      She swallowed thickly. “Matthew, yes,” she said, knowing she couldn’t lie to me. I was a member of the Savage Crows MC. Even if I hadn’t seen him with my own eyes, it was only a matter of time before I found out about him. We had eyes and ears everywhere. No one could hide shit in a town this small, especially not from the MC.

      “How old is he, Layla?” She swallowed nervously again, her eyes restlessly shifting around the room, avoiding my gaze. “And don’t fucking lie to me,” I growled. She flinched. “I saw him this morning when I was riding to the clubhouse, and I have ways of finding out everything. Don’t make me find out from somewhere else.”

      It took her a moment, but finally, she whispered, “He’s six.”

      I nodded and narrowed my eyes at her. “Look, I get you leaving me and leaving fucking town. I understand it even.” Even if it had fucking hurt. “But what the fuck was the point of lying to me about the fucking abortion?”

      She nervously fiddled with the book on her countertop. “I didn’t want you coming after me—” she started, but I cut her off. I didn’t want to hear that weak, bullshit excuse.

      “Did I look to be in any fucking condition to be following you, Layla?!” I roared at her. She drew in a shaky breath. “I was never fucking sober, and I was on fucking parole,” I angrily reminded her. I’d gotten out of juvie not long before she and I got together. I’d beaten another kid to within an inch of his life. Good behavior had gotten me out and on a six-year parole. “I fucking hate liars. You goddamn knew that. I’ll handle a truth way better than I will a fucking lie,” I seethed.

      Tears filled her pretty eyes. “I had to make sure—” she cried.

      I laughed bitterly as I cut her off again. “I don’t give a fuck, Layla,” I snarled at her. Tears slid down her cheeks, but I only glared at her, forcing myself not to give a fuck anymore. I needed to hate her for this. “You made the worst mistake of your fucking life coming back here. I will know my son, and if you fuck up even once, I promise you that you’ll regret the fucking day you ever met me. I’m not the same man you left behind, and it’ll do you good to fucking remember that.”

      “Blake—” she begged, using my old name.

      “My name is fucking Hatchet,” I growled. “Blake died six fucking years ago.” I smacked the countertop, making her jump in fright, then spun around to face the rest of the store. “Prez!” I shouted. “I’m ready to get the fuck out of here.”

      Turning back to the woman I’d once loved, I pointed my finger at her, making her flinch back from me. “I will know my son, Layla. Don’t ever fucking doubt that, you got me? I’ll be back,” I warned her.

      With that, I stormed out of the bookstore and over to my bike. Strapping my helmet to my head, I flew out of the lot, knowing Sabotage would let me have my time alone. I fucking needed it after that confrontation.

      And Layla had better be ready when I came back because she hadn’t seen the fucking last of me.
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        Layla

      

      

      I shot my father my deadliest glare as I dropped my purse onto his dining room table. “Did you know that he’s here?” I asked, my nerves officially worn down for the day. I knew Dad would know exactly who I was talking about.

      Blake Gideon, now known as Hatchet, and the father of my son.

      The man I had once been madly in love with, but he loved drugs and his next high more than he ever loved me.

      And eventually? He became part of my undoing. Part of the reason I ran from town, terrified for my life and that of my unborn child’s.

      Dad arched an eyebrow at me, seemingly uncaring of my situation. “You mean that kid that got you knocked up?” I scowled. “Yes. Why? Have you run into him?”

      “He came into my store, Dad!” I shouted, running my shaking hands through my hair. “He knows about Matthew. He knows I never had the abortion,” I informed him, reining in my temper and forcing my voice to be a bit lower. Dad wasn’t a fan of being yelled at.

      My dad set down his newspaper with a tired sigh. I clenched my jaw. I hated that he was always so indifferent to shit that was going on in my life, things that I fucking needed help with. I would have never come back here if I’d known Blake was still alive. Still running around this town.

      “If he’s giving you trouble, I’ll get the law involved, Layla. You won’t have to worry about him,” Dad told me.

      As if the law would deter Blake. He’d never given a fuck about laws or the police.

      Blake did whatever he wanted. And judging by the motorcycle vest he now wore…

      He gave even less of a fuck.

      “He knows about Matthew,” I repeated in a choked voice as I dropped heavily into the chair nearest me. “He saw him this morning when I was locking the door to the stairs from our apartment to take Matthew to school this morning.” It was the only thing that made sense.

      “He doesn’t have a leg to stand on, Layla,” Dad reminded me. That didn’t matter. Blake had an entire crew of outlaws standing behind him, and men like that had influence with the law. They were able to make them turn the other cheek to whatever they were doing. I remembered the Savage Crows Motorcycle Club. They were trouble then, and I was sure not a damn thing had changed.

      “He may be clean, but he’s still trouble,” Dad said as if Blake still being trouble would make this go away. I clenched my jaw. “He walks around here with the rest of those rough necks wearing those leather motorcycle vests like they own the fucking world. But they’re only trouble,” he repeated. “He would never stand a chance if he tried to gain custody of your little boy.”

      I shook my head at my dad. “Blake doesn’t strike me as the type of man to do things legally, Dad,” I bit out.

      Dad only grunted, and I knew this was about to be the end of this conversation. I barely resisted deflating. “If he bothers you again, Layla, you let me know. I’ll make sure the police get enough dirt on him to lock him up for the next twenty years.”

      I clenched my jaw. Now that Blake was a member of the Savage Crows MC, I had a feeling that he could probably get away with murder.

      Taking a child from its mother? It would probably be like taking candy from a baby.
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        * * *

      

      I hadn’t seen Blake anywhere in town for an entire week. I’d been on the lookout for him, doing my best to try to avoid him in case I did see him. But he hadn’t been seen around town anywhere, and anytime I saw any of the other guys in his motorcycle club, Blake wasn’t with them.

      I was honestly hoping and praying that maybe—just maybe—he had decided that he didn’t want to be part of Matthew’s life after all and decided to leave me alone.

      I looked up from my laptop as the bell above my door jingled, alerting me that a customer was entering. A young woman strode in, probably a good five years younger than me. She was wearing a leather jacket on her shoulders with a pair of ripped skinny jeans and black combat boots. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders in soft waves. She was extremely beautiful, but something about her told me I needed to keep my guard up, that she wasn’t there to buy a book.

      In fact, I was pretty sure I had seen her around town with the Savage Crows MC President.

      “Layla?” she asked as she slid her shades up to the top of her head, her hazel eyes meeting mine.

      “That would be me,” I responded, my voice bitter. “How can I help you today?” I asked, just wanting her out of my store.

      Coming back to this damn town was a mistake. I should have just made my own shit work back where I used to live. I should have never accepted help from my dad. I would have avoided all of this.

      “Let’s cut the bullshit, yeah?” I bristled and clenched the countertop, my knuckles turning white. “My name is Isabelle. I need you to come with me, and if you argue, just know that my husband is waiting outside for me, and he’s not a patient man by any means,” she warned me as she waved her hand in the direction of the door, indicating that I should follow her.

      I stayed rooted to my spot. “What in the hell do you want?” I angrily demanded to know. I wasn’t following her any-fucking-where.

      “Your son is at our clubhouse,” she bluntly informed me. My face paled. Blake wouldn’t have taken him, would he? Had he just been lying low to bide his time until he could snatch him up?

      Suddenly, I was extremely sick to my stomach.

      “Someone put two and two together when they saw him and easily placed him as Hatchet’s kid,” she continued. I swallowed vomit, refusing to throw up in front of her. “You need to come with me. I’ll explain everything to you on the way.”

      I jerkily nodded my head as I rushed out from behind the counter, quickly setting my alarm and locking my store behind me as I left. I slid into the passenger seat of Isabelle’s Escalade, desperate to get to my son. So desperate, in fact, I almost missed the motorcycle idling behind her SUV.

      I knew there was a possibility that Isabelle might be lying to me, but I wouldn’t dare run the risk that she wasn’t and something actually was wrong with my little boy.

      “What is going on?” I demanded to know as I watched the man Blake had called Prez pull out behind us, following closely behind his wife’s SUV. A baby gurgled in the backseat. I glanced at it for a moment before looking back at the woman in question. “Why do you have my son?” My mind was racing—spinning. “What the fuck is happening?”

      “Correction—Hatchet has him,” Isabelle told me as she quickly switched lanes, flying down the road. She was breaking numerous laws, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. I just needed to get to Matthew.

      I quickly fastened my seatbelt, and she smirked before her face fell into a serious expression again. “I’ll give you the rundown of what I was told. Someone placed him as Hatchet’s kid—an enemy of Hatchet’s, we’re assuming. They tried taking him from the playground during Matthew’s playtime at school, but Hatchet and Thor happened to be riding by the school at that time and were able to stop them. Hatchet signed Matthew out, and he and Thor took him to the clubhouse.”

      “Oh, my God,” I choked out. “And the school just let him sign out my son?” I demanded. I was panicking. All this time I’d thought school was the safest place for Matthew, and not only had some random psycho almost taken him, but Hatchet had just walked in and signed him out?

      What the fuck had this town turned into?!

      Isabelle cut her eyes to me for a moment. “Hatchet has power in this town.” I frowned. “And as long as my husband and his VP back him up, Hatchet can basically get away with anything.” My gut bottomed out. “Besides, the people in this town… they know that this club will never hurt women or children. They will, however, go above and beyond to protect them.”

      I drew in a shaky breath, trying not to have a full-blown panic attack. The entire time, I had thought Matthew would be safe in this town.

      I’d forgotten about the previous enemies—one of them being the reason I had taken off running in the first place. I for sure had thought he’d be long gone.

      “Hun, no reason to panic,” Isabelle tried soothing me. I scoffed as I rubbed at my chest, where it was too tight and my heart was beating too fast. “If there’s one thing Hatchet does, he protects family. And he will do whatever it takes to protect Matthew, you got that? With Hatchet around, you’ll never have to worry about a damn thing happening to your kid.”

      When Isabelle pulled through the gates that closed the clubhouse grounds off from the rest of town, a guy wearing a prospect cut instantly slid the gates back closed after Isabelle’s husband rode in. I jumped out of the Escalade before it stopped and rushed into the clubhouse, not giving a fuck that technically, I could get shot for doing so.

      I had to see my son. I had to make sure that he was truly okay.

      Matthew instantly ran up to me when I barged inside, wrapping his arms around me with a cheerful shout that warmed every part of my soul and rid me of my blood-chilling fear—fear that I had lost him.

      “Are you okay?” I asked as I kneeled in front of him, running my eyes over him to check for any marks, bruises, or scrapes.

      He nodded. “Daddy saved me!” he exclaimed. I stared at him with wide eyes, my heart damn near flat lining at his statement. “Mom, he looks just like me!” Matthew told me, his entire face lighting up with excitement.

      I swallowed thickly as I looked over to where Blake was sitting at one of the tables in the room, watching me through cold, flat eyes. A chill raced down my spine.

      No one should be able to look that cold and heartless.

      “Hey, kid, why don’t you come play the PlayStation with me?” a big, bulky man that I had seen when Blake came to my store called out to Matthew, drawing my boy’s eyes away from me and over to him.

      With an excited whoop, Matthew took off for the huge man, who easily scooped him into his arms and carried him upstairs. I slowly stood from my kneeling position, cautiously watching Blake as he stood up as well, striding over to me.

      “We need to talk,” he gruffly stated as he began to pass by me, grabbing my wrist and pulling me over to a set of double doors as he did so.

      I stumbled behind him, surprised at his strength as he tugged me after him. My eyes widened when they landed on the table in the center of the room that Blake pulled me into. Blake shut the doors behind us as I ran my eyes over the wood. The table had the club emblem carved into it, and the chairs all around it had the emblem stitched into the leather with the club member’s rankings on them.

      “You remember Lincoln?” Blake asked from behind me.

      My blood chilled in my veins. I would never forget that man, nor the absolute hell and torture I endured at his hands.

      I nodded, swallowing down the lump in my throat so I could speak normally. I had always vowed that Blake would never know what Lincoln had done to me, and that wouldn’t change today. “Yeah. He supplied you with drugs, and you did his dirty work for him,” I told him, my voice bitter.

      “Yeah,” Blake grunted. I slowly turned to face him, but there wasn’t a single emotion on his face or in his eyes. It was unnerving. “He flipped his shit when Sabotage began my patch-in process to the club. I was supposed to be his guy. No one else’s.” I nodded, remembering Lincoln’s warning to me—to leave town and never return because Blake would never be the man I needed him to be because he now belonged to Lincoln. “Sabotage quickly reminded him who ran shit in this town. Lincoln has been looking for something to hurt me with ever since, and with you and Matthew back in town, he’s found it. And he will use it if he’s given the opportunity, Layla.”

      I wanted to throw up. Lincoln had almost gotten his hands on my son.

      Matthew wouldn’t have survived the shit that Lincoln had done to me.

      I could have lost my little boy today.

      Anger pulsed through my veins like hot lava. “Blake, what the fuck?” I snapped. “So, now my son⁠—”

      “Our son, Layla,” Blake bit back at me. I glared at him. Like hell was he Blake’s as well. I had protected Matthew. I’d been the one to do what was necessary to insure his survival. Blake was too busy injecting drugs into his fucking veins to give a fuck about his family. “And I’m going to fix this.”

      “How?!” I barked at him. He narrowed his eyes at me in a silent warning to shut my mouth, but I didn’t heed it. I was angry, and I was on a fucking roll. “Matthew has been safe without you in his fucking life, and within the first week of us being in the same fucking town, someone is trying to hurt him!” I yelled. “Nothing like this has happened in the six damn years Matthew has been alive!”

      “Fucking lower your voice when you’re talking to me!” Blake roared. I flinched, my heart racing so fast in my chest, I was surprised it didn’t break my breastbone.

      “Both of you chill the fuck out,” Sabotage snapped as he stepped into the room. I stepped back from the large, bulky man on instinct, wanting space between the two of us.

      I opened my mouth to snap back at him, but Blake opened his mouth before I could. “Talk to my president sideways, Layla, and I’ll make sure you leave this fucking room crying, you got me?” he snarled at me.

      I flinched back from Blake again, my heart racing as ice slid through my veins. Blake had changed. Even strung out on drugs, he’d never been like this with me.

      “Stand down,” Sabotage snarled at Blake. He turned his dark eyes to me once Blake kept his mouth shut. “My club has already held a meeting on how best to deal with this. I’ve currently got my vice president and my treasurer out looking for Lincoln. Matthew is Hatchet’s son, which makes him family. This club protects family, Layla.”

      I scoffed. “Not very well,” I snapped at him. Sabotage’s eyes darkened, and I swallowed down the fear that rose up in me. I would not show either of these men any weakness.

      “Very fucking well, in fact,” Blake sneered down at me. I glared up at him, my jaw tightening. “You don’t know shit about this fucking club or the men in it, Layla. So, bite your fucking tongue before you disrespect my goddamn president again.”

      “I should have fucking stayed away,” I snarled up at Blake. His blue eyes darkened a shade. “You’ve always been nothing but trouble, Blake.”

      Blake narrowed his eyes at me and took a threatening step closer. It was a miracle I stood my ground. “I may be pissed as hell right now with you, Layla, but if you call me Blake again, I swear to you, I will throw you over my shoulder, carry you up to one of the apartments upstairs, and make sure I show you why Blake is fucking dead. My goddamn name is Hatchet. Fucking use it,” he growled.

      I stared at him with wide eyes, unable to believe he had just threatened to fuck me. Sabotage barked out a laugh. “You two work this shit out,” Sabotage ordered, looking pointedly at Blake. “You need to at least learn to be civil with her. She is the mother of your son.” Blake glared at his president. Sabotage ignored his glare and looked over at me. “You and Matthew will be rooming here in the clubhouse until this problem is dealt with. I understand you need to run your shop as I understand business does not stop just because a crisis strikes, so one of my men will be posted with you at all times, and one will be posted with Matthew when he’s at school,” he told me. He pointed a finger between me and Blake. “Fucking work this shit out,” he ordered. “Don’t drag your drama all over this fucking building.”
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