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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 when a woman doesn’t have to choose.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note from the Author:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains situations and elements that some readers may not find enjoyable. These include sexual assault, near-drowning, kidnapping, two men sharing one woman, pregnancy, miscarriage, PTSD, and anxiety.

      The MMC in this book is over the top, overprotective, grumpy, and has a bad temper only controlled by the FMC.

      If any of these elements are triggering for you, I advise against reading.

      If you have any questions before reading, please reach out to me at 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


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ghost

      

      

      I jerked my eyes off of Jessa as Hatchet walked up next to me. “Fuck off, brother,” I grumbled. I was in a shit mood, and I frankly didn’t want to deal with anyone. I just wanted to be left the fuck alone. But like fuck was anyone going to let me be in peace.

      “Hello to you, too,” Hatchet commented as he handed me a cold beer. He took a seat next to me. “Club is worried, Ghost.”

      “Nothing to be worried about,” I grunted.

      “You sure about that?” Hatchet asked me. I clenched my jaw. “Your head hasn’t been on straight for a while now,” he noted. “Been goddamn months. Club sees the both of you together.” I clenched my jaw. “Stop fighting this shit with her, brother.”

      I sighed, tightening my hand around the neck of the bottle in my hand. “I’m not the one fighting it, Hatchet,” I bitterly admitted. “Jessa is fighting me every step of the goddamn way. She won’t let me make her mine. We finally start taking some steps forward, and she retreats from me. Jordan fucked her up bad. She’s terrified to be committed to a man.” I shook my head and lifted the beer to my lips.

      Of course, I would be the man to fall for the most complicated woman in the fucking world. It was just my luck.

      “Maybe you should talk to your sister for some advice, Ghost,” he suggested.

      I shook my head at him. Advice from Reina or even her husband, Ink, wouldn’t do me any good in my situation with Jessa. Jordan, Ink’s now dead brother, had sold Reina and Jessa out, holding them in cells, and allowing random men to come in and do whatever they wanted to them. But when Reina had come here seeking Ink out for help, she had known him. Ink and Reina had history together.

      Jessa didn’t know any of us when she came here.

      “Shit was different for Reina and Ink,” I reminded him. “They knew each other before she got trapped in Jordan’s shit. Jessa didn’t know any of us, and the only reason she’s here is because we offered her a place to stay. Otherwise, none of us would have known her.”

      “And she’s got her own place now and her own job,” Hatchet retorted. “Yet she still comes around here. She still comes around here for you, brother. You’ve just got to wear her down.”

      “Not that easy,” I grunted.

      Jessa was a complicated-as-hell woman.

      Hatchet clapped a hand on my back. “You’ll figure it out, Ghost. Just get your head back on straight, yeah?”

      I nodded once. Jessa looked over at me, her eyes locking on mine from across the room. I sighed and tilted my beer bottle back, taking a swig of the cold liquid. I saw her sigh from where I was standing before she excused herself from Layla and Izzy and made her way over to me.

      “You good?” I asked when she reached me. I was always worried about her. She was so distant from me all of the time. It was hard to figure out how she was feeling.

      She nodded. I wrapped an arm around her waist, tugging her into me. “Can I give you a ride into work later?” I asked her.

      She shook her head quickly. “No,” she said a little too loudly. I arched an eyebrow at her. That was a sure sign that she was trying to hide something from me, and it was getting under my skin more and more. “Sorry—no, Ghost,” she repeated, a little quieter this time.

      I clenched my jaw. This was an ongoing thing with us, and I didn’t understand why it was such a big fucking deal. “Why won’t you let me drive you to work, Jessa?”

      She shrugged. “I just don’t want you to,” she grumbled, casting her eyes away from me. Another sign she was lying.

      Her phone dinged in her pocket, and she pulled it out, unlocking her screen. I caught a glimpse of the text, and instantly, rage rushed through my veins. “The fuck, Jessa?” I snarled as I snatched the phone from her hands, reading the message more thoroughly.

      ###-###-####: Got a client for you. He wants you for 3 hours. He’s paying $600. Wants you there at 5 this evening.

      “No,” I snarled, fury coloring my voice. Her face paled, fear spiking in her eyes. “Is this what you’ve been fucking doing?” I demanded to know, waving the phone in front of her face.

      “It’s not what you think it is,” she pleaded, desperate for me to understand. I resisted the urge to break her phone. Possessiveness for this woman slid through my veins. I was feeling destructive. I wanted to murder anyone who had been putting their hands on her while she was messing around with me.

      I was a hairsbreadth away from destroying something.

      “Then what the fuck is it, Jessa?” I heatedly demanded, glaring down at her beautiful face.

      “I’m an escort,” she quietly confessed. I clenched my jaw so tightly that my teeth ground together. “The men pay for some of my time, sometimes women, and I go with them to events as their date for the night.”

      Suddenly, everything made sense to me—why she wouldn’t ever let me drive her to work, why she wouldn’t let me claim her as my old lady.

      It would hinder her business. She had gone from one whore house straight to another.

      “This is why you keep pulling away from me?” I asked, my voice dropping an octave.

      She swallowed thickly but nodded. “But Ghost, please—I need this job⁠—”

      “It’s me or the fucking job, Jessa,” I snarled at her. I wouldn’t share her. I couldn’t. Her face paled, tears filling her eyes, but I couldn’t bring myself to give a fuck at that moment. I was fucking furious. “I don’t give a fuck that the jobs are platonic. I don’t share my fucking woman, and I won’t be made a fool of. So, which is it?”

      She stared at me, tears welling in her eyes. “Ghost, please,” she begged me, her voice breaking. “Don’t do this. This is my job⁠—”

      I shook my head at her, handing her back her phone. Her breath hitched on a sob she tried to contain. “I’m not doing this shit with you, Jessa,” I snarled at her. She made her choice extremely fucking clear. She chose her job.

      I stormed away from her before I did something that I knew I would regret.
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        * * *

      

      Gravel slid under someone’s foot, the sound reaching my ears in the otherwise quiet night. I jerked my head up from where I was working under the hood of an SUV since I’d been unable to sleep. Working on cars was what I did when sleep evaded me. And that night, I couldn’t get my mind off of Jessa. Couldn’t stop wondering if she was safe, if she was okay.

      I heard gravel move again, and I quietly set down the wrench in my hand. Someone was definitely on the lot.

      I took my gun out of my cut and eased out from the garage, keeping my back to the building. I turned the corner, pointing my gun at the woman stumbling onto the lot in a black, shiny dress. My eyes instantly widened in horror as Jessa’s tear-filled eyes met mine. Her face was bruising, her nose and lip bleeding.

      The need for blood pounded through my veins, but my worry and fear for Jessa outweighed that.

      “Fuck,” I cursed as I rushed toward her, putting my gun back in my cut. “Jessa, baby, who did this to you?” I asked, leaning down to lift her into my arms.

      Her dress was ripped, one of the straps broken off. Dirt covered her forearms and her hands, and blood trickled down from her nose.

      She wrapped her arms around my neck, tears quickly running from her face onto my throat. Loud sobs wracked her chest, her body shaking in my arms. “Shh, pretty girl. I’ve got you now,” I soothed as I carried her toward the clubhouse.

      She clutched the back of my cut in her small fists as I pushed open the door and kicked it shut behind me. Thor looked up from the couch, where he was playing on his phone, and his eyes widened in alarm. “Fuck, brother,” he said as he jumped up from the couch. “I’ll get Medic.”

      “No,” Jessa cried, clutching at me more. “No, Ghost, don’t let me go,” she begged me, her pleas tearing at my soul.

      I brushed my lips to her forehead. “It’s alright, pretty girl. I won’t let you go. I promise.” I nodded at Thor. “Get Medic and wake the brothers up.” One of our women had been hurt. My woman had been hurt. This was club business now.

      Thor nodded in understanding and rushed down one of the downstairs halls as he pulled his contacts up on his phone. I carried Jessa up the stairs to my room. “You’re going to be alright, pretty girl,” I assured her as she continued crying. “You’re safe now.”

      “They were going to—to—oh, God,” she sobbed.

      I tightened my arms around her. Anger pulsed through my body, but I tampered it down. Now wasn’t the time for an explosion. Right then, Jessa needed me to be soothing. Comforting. She needed me to be her rock until she could ground herself again.

      “Hey, look at me,” I gently prodded. When she didn’t open her eyes, I gently shook her. “Look at me, pretty girl.” She slowly opened her eyes and tilted her head back, looking up at me and letting her beautiful gray eyes meet mine. “I have you. You’re with me now, Jessa. You’re safe, and I won’t let anyone else hurt you,” I promised.

      And I meant those words with every fucking fiber of my being. As soon as I could, I would be spilling blood. No one fucked with this woman and lived to tell the tale for long.

      I looked up as Grave and Scorpion stepped into my room. I sat on the bed with Jessa on my lap. Rage twisted their features as they took in her disheveled state. “Whoever did this will fucking pay,” Grave snarled as Thor stepped into the room behind them.

      “Medic is on his way, as well as everyone else,” Thor informed me. “Sabotage wants blood. Nobody hurts club women.”

      I nodded in agreement before I brushed my lips to Jessa’s forehead. She whimpered, the sound breaking my fucking heart. “I’m here, pretty girl,” I soothed when she sobbed. “I’m going to get you taken care of. I promise,” I swore.

      And then, I’m going to make whoever hurt you pay.
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        Jessa

      

      

      I clung to Ghost’s cut with a white-knuckled grip as Medic stepped into Ghost’s apartment, his medical bag hanging loosely in his grip by his side. I wasn’t that injured. A little banged up, but nothing to truly be worried about. Nothing to worry Medic over.

      But I knew Ghost, and I knew the kind of man Ghost was. He wasn’t going to feel better until I basically got a clean bill of health.

      Ghost brushed his lips over my forehead, calming me for that split moment in time. “Hey, look at me, pretty girl,” he soothed as he tightened his arms around me. I locked my eyes on his brown ones instantly. There was a storm brewing in the dark depths, but for the time being, he was keeping it at bay. I knew he was going to fucking explode when it all finally became too much for him though. His temper was a dangerous one, though I knew he’d never hurt me. “I’m right here,” he gently reminded me.

      “What the fuck happened?” Sabotage barked, appearing in the room next. I trembled, and Ghost gently shushed me. Medic placed his bag on the bed and opened it, revealing different medications and other important medical supplies needed for the club.

      “Not right now,” Ghost snapped at his president while he ran his hand over my hair. “Right now, I need her tended to. Then, we’ll focus on who the fuck did this to her.”

      Sabotage clenched his jaw, rage flaring in his eyes. “I want the room emptied,” Medic announced, sensing an argument brewing between the two men. They were both extremely hot-headed, and at least once a week, Ghost and Sabotage were in some kind of heated discussion about something. “I’m sure she will be much more comfortable when she’s not swarmed by all of you,” Medic told them, giving me a kind smile. I nervously gave him one back.

      “I won’t leave her,” Ghost told Medic, his tone daring Medic to challenge him on it.

      Medic nodded in understanding. “Sweetheart—” I flinched at the name. I never wanted to hear that fucking term of endearment ever again. “I need you to tell me where they hurt you.”

      “I’m okay,” I told him, my voice raw from crying so much. Ghost opened his mouth to protest, but I shook my head at the chaplain, reaching up to run the tips of my fingers over his jawline. “Please, Ghost, they tried to—” my voice cracked— “but I was able to get away. I’m okay.” I just wanted to soothe him. To gentle the monster inside of him for a little while longer.

      Ghost was a beast, the man of his enemy’s fucking nightmares. He did his best to keep that part of himself locked away, but those bars holding that part of him in were rusting and getting damaged, making it easier for that part of him to escape.

      He rested his forehead against mine. I could see him trying to rein in his temper as he breathed in deeply, slowly releasing it after. “Leave us,” Ghost commanded as he looked up at Medic.

      Medic wordlessly left the room, leaving Ghost and me alone. “I need you to tell me what happened before we go down to the chapel and you tell the rest of the club,” Ghost prodded. “If I find out in that chapel, Jessa, I’m going to fucking lose my goddamn mind.”

      I shook my head, feeling panicked. “I can’t,” I choked out, tears welling in my eyes. I couldn’t tell him—not now, not ever. If I opened my mouth, people would get hurt. People I had come to love and care about would die.

      Ghost grabbed my face in his hands, his brown eyes boring down into my gray ones. “You can, Jessa,” he coaxed. “I need you to tell me what happened, pretty girl. I need to know who did this to you so that we can take care of this shit.”

      I shook my head again, this time more frantically. “Please, Ghost, don’t make me,” I begged him. “They’ll hurt Reina. I can’t tell you,” I cried.

      Rage flickered in his eyes, the brown darkening to an almost black color as he desperately tried to keep his temper in check. My bottom lip trembled as I stared up at him. “You can’t tell me they’ll hurt my sister and expect me not to press this, Jessa,” he told me honestly. I squeezed my eyes shut. I knew that, but if I told him and something happened to her or Elijah, I would never forgive myself. “I will protect you and Reina. This entire club will protect both of you. But I need to know what in the hell is going on so we can effectively do that.”

      I swallowed thickly, wincing at the pain in my throat. I wasn’t getting out of this. That much was clear. Ghost would no longer let me do what I needed to do. He was putting his foot down.

      “I need to change first,” I whispered, feeling vulnerable and exposed in the dress I had been forced to wear for the night—the dress with the broken strap.

      The dress in which they had tried to rape me.

      Wordlessly, Ghost gently set me on the bed and stood, striding over to his dresser. He opened his top drawer, where I had stored some of my clothes, and pulled out a pair of stretchy shorts. He then grabbed one of his t-shirts out of one of his own drawers and walked back over to me.

      His eyes worriedly flickered over my face before he softly sighed and handed me the clothes. “You know where the bathroom is, pretty girl,” he softly spoke.

      I wordlessly nodded my head at him and strode over to his bathroom, tears threatening to choke me. He knew me better than I knew myself. He could tell that I was struggling.

      And after what had happened tonight, I knew that Ghost’s instincts were pushing him to dress me himself, to remind himself that I was there in front of him and okay.

      But he knew I couldn’t handle that right then. He knew that I needed to do this myself. It was what I always did. I had to feel in control.

      Ghost might be a huge asshole to almost everyone else, but he was sweet and caring with me.

      After pulling on the shorts and over-sized t-shirt, I stepped out of his bathroom, my arms crossed over my chest. His eyes flashed with heat as he ran his eyes over me, lingering on my legs. However, he only held his hand out to me, silently coaxing me over to him. Once we were settled on the bed next to each other, he reached up and tenderly brushed his thumb over my cheek.

      “Talk to me, pretty girl.”

      I blew out a soft breath and twisted the hem of his shirt around my fingers. “Remember the job I had at the diner?” I asked him quietly. “I took Izzy’s spot when she quit.”

      He nodded at me, silently telling me he remembered. I drew in a long, deep breath. I held his hands in mine, looking up at him with pleading eyes. “Please, keep your cool,” I begged him. “I can’t—won’t—tell you what is happening if you don’t promise to remain calm.”

      He drew in a sharp breath but nodded, leaning his head down so his eyes were level with mine. “You have my word,” he assured me. “I’ll do my best.” I knew that was as much as I could ask for from him.

      I tried steadying myself, tightening my hands around his, but my nerves were shot to shit. “Jordan had other people besides just the Angels of Hell that came to—to rape us,” I choked out. Ghost’s grip tightened on my hands at my words. Those horrific years still made me want to vomit. “They knew Reina had protection as Ink’s old lady, but they knew that I was only here to get my life together.” I swallowed thickly. “They wanted me to work for them, but I refused. I didn’t think they could hurt me, could force me, but then, they threatened to hurt Reina.”

      I shakily inhaled. “She had just had the baby, Ghost,” I told him, my palms sweaty against his, but he held my hands, nonetheless. “I was terrified of something happening to her or her baby because I was weak and didn’t want to return to that shit.”

      “You are not fucking weak,” Ghost quietly snarled, his nostrils flaring in rage at my words. I squeezed his hands, trying to keep him calm and grounded with me. “You are the strongest woman that I know,” he swore. He released one of my hands and cupped my jaw, pressing his lips to my forehead. I drew in a shuddered breath as I closed my eyes, relishing in the comfort that he was offering me, taking in every bit of it that I could.

      “They told me that the jobs would be strictly platonic. I would play the part as eye candy.” I swallowed thickly. “But if they found out that I was with someone else, they would remind me of who I belonged to.”

      Ghost’s body physically shook with rage as he restrained himself from destroying something. I squeezed his hands tighter, desperately trying to hold him with me. “They found out you were with me, didn’t they?” But though he’d voiced what he said as a question, I knew he already knew.

      I nodded, my tears threatening to drown me. “I was being held in the backseat. They hadn’t tied me up. They wanted me to fight them.” I whimpered as tears streamed down my face, stinging the cuts on the edges of my split lips. “They didn’t know that I would fight back so hard.” I sucked in a sharp breath, my chest aching. “I took off running through the woods until I was absolutely sure that they weren’t following me anymore. And I finally stumbled back here to the clubhouse.”

      “Who are they, Jessa?” Ghost demanded, his teeth clenched as he quietly seethed. “Who the fuck did this to you?” he growled.

      Ghost was officially about to lose his shit. I knew my next words were going to be the fucking icing on the cake for him. He was going to explode.

      I drew in a deep breath, preparing to tell him the people who did this to me, the people who threatened to kill his sister and his nephew. “Holden Dean, Louis Darnell, and Joshua Quincy,” I told him quietly. “Members of Judge’s club.” Judge was the president of the King’s Disciples, and he was a dangerous man. He was also a close ally of the Savage Crows MC.

      Ghost jumped up from the bed, shouting, “Fuck!” as he sent his fist through the wall.

      “Ghost!” I shouted, jumping up from the bed as he pulled his bleeding hand out of the wall.

      He looked at me with wild, untamed eyes. I pressed my hands to his chest, feeling the rapid, racing beat of his heart under my palm. I reached out and grabbed his hands, holding them to my face, not caring about the blood that was getting on my skin. I heard the door open behind us, but I kept my eyes locked on Ghost’s raging ones.

      “I’m here,” I breathed, hoping to soothe him, knowing I was the one person that could bring him out of his mind and out of his rage. “Come back to me,” I quietly begged him, my lips trembling.

      He tightened his hands on my face as he lowered his mouth to mine, kissing me so tenderly that tears welled in my eyes and my chest physically hurt.

      “They will pay, Jessa,” he swore, resting his forehead on mine. I closed my eyes, tears slipping down my cheeks. “I will make sure all of them fucking pay for what they’ve done to you.”
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