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        And for those of you who read Ink and decided to continue reading, thank you!
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        Copper: President
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        Judge: President
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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 themes, elements, and situations that not all readers may find enjoyable. These include pregnancy, mention of rape/sexual assault, attempted murder, graphic violence, near death experience, and two men sharing one woman.

      The MMC in this book will do anything to make his woman happy, including sharing her with his president.

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

      If you have any questions before diving in, please reach out to me at authortosmith@gmail.com.
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      Grim stood at the head of the table, not even bothering to sit down. He looked agitated, and I could see the monster that Grim hid underneath the surface begging to be released. If it did release itself, it would be fucking destructive. The rest of us sitting at the table with him would look like fucking pussies.

      Grim was a dangerous as fuck man.

      “We’re going to war,” he informed us.

      Murmurs sounded around the table, but Grim slammed his fist to the wood, silencing the room. “I know we’re supposed to be staying clean, especially since so many of you have families, but this shit can’t be avoided,” Grim told us. “The fucking Russian Mafia has shot Kyle and Logan. Both men are in the hospital. This is fucking inevitable. Copper has already called Judge, Jayden, Amberosa, River, and Joey. We’re trying to get as much help as we can with this shit.”

      “Jesus Christ,” Bullet swore. “I know I’m normally all for anything that gets my goddamn adrenaline pumping, but Honey is due any fucking day now,” he reminded Grim.

      Grim sighed. “I know, brother. I wish I could tell Copper no on this shit, but we all pledged our allegiance to this club. We can’t back out now. Not when the mother charter needs our help.”

      “What’s the plan, then?” Grave asked as he leaned forward, placing his elbows on the table as he linked his fingers together in front of his face.

      “We wait for Copper to tell us what moves to make. For right now, we lay low, and we watch our backs,” Alex ordered. “I fucking mean it. This isn’t some fucking rival club shit. The Russian Mafia is on an entirely different level. With a flick of their fucking wrist, every single one of us and our families could be wiped the fuck out.”

      “Inform the old ladies of what’s going on,” Blink ordered. “They need to know to be careful. This isn’t a time to keep anyone in the dark.”

      Grim banged the gavel on the table. “Church adjourned,” he ordered.

      I stood up from my chair and left the room. “Scab,” Grim called, halting me right as I was outside of the chapel doors.

      I turned to face him. “Yeah, Prez?” I asked.

      “Do me a favor and check around in town. Make sure you don’t see any unfamiliar faces. If you do, report it back to me immediately. We don’t get many visitors in this town, and I won’t take the chance that any members of the mafia are in town,” he told me.

      “Got it, Prez.” I nodded as I strode out of the room.
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      It was almost nightfall by the time I finally finished scouring the town, making sure no one had checked into any motels or bed and breakfasts, nor bought or rented any houses that didn’t already live here.

      I yawned as I drove down the highway that would lead to my place. I had already texted Grim and informed him there weren’t any changes. After his affirmative, he told me I was good to go home with an extra warning to be careful on my way home.

      I looked in my mirror and cursed when I saw a truck barreling towards me at an incredibly high speed. I gunned my bike, flying towards the side road that I knew would swing me back around to the clubhouse. Whoever was driving the truck wanted me dead, that much I knew for sure, and they planned to run me over to accomplish it.

      I roared in pain as the truck caught up to me and slammed into the back of my bike, sending me crashing off to the side of the road. I instantly felt blood trickling down my face from a wound near my temple. My shoulder was hurting like a mother fucker, and by the pain and lack of movement I had, I knew it was dislocated.

      My vision was quickly blurring, darkness wanting to take over. The only thing I could make out was the sound of a gunshot as my vision went completely black.
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      “He just got patched in guys—Alexei won’t be satisfied with him,” I reminded the two men I was with. Alexei wanted a ranking member of the Savage Crows MC—not just a random patch. He wanted to hit the MC where it hurt. Somehow, I got dragged along on this ride, and I wasn’t given a choice.

      Honestly, I didn’t want these guys hurting anyone. Alexei was power-hungry, and he was slowly working his way through the United States, taking territory from clubs and gangs as he went.

      The thought of anyone murdering someone else in cold blood was making me sick to my stomach. This was the last thing I wanted to see, and the little one in my stomach agreed with me wholeheartedly.

      I didn’t want to witness the murder of a guy that hadn’t done a damn thing to anyone in the Russian Mafia.

      Besides, Alexei could kiss my ass as far as I was concerned.  I might have not been able to stop the son of a bitch from raping me, but I sure as fuck could fuck his life over in other ways. And since I’d gotten dragged along on this shit show, I planned to do just that.

      I planned to screw him over in every single way that I could think of.

      “Shut the fuck up, Katyushka. Alexei is already pissed off at you as it is,” Igor snapped at me. I glared at the back of his head. He pressed his foot to the gas pedal, sending us flying forward. I swallowed thickly, trying to think of some way to keep this guy from getting murdered.

      “Igor, no!” I screamed, jerking forward in my seat as he slammed into the back of Scab’s bike. I quickly snatched Igor’s knife from his hip and slit his throat, stabbing Michael in his chest. I gagged at the blood everywhere, barely holding myself together to keep from vomiting all over the van.

      I rushed out of the bloody van and stumbled to my feet, rushing over to the dark-haired guy lying on the ground on the side of the road. His arm was lying at an awkward angle, and he was bleeding profusely from his head. “Are you okay?” I asked him, praying to all that was holy that he was still alive.

      He didn’t respond. The only sign I had from him that he was still alive was the slow rise and fall of his chest as he breathed. “Fuck,” I swore. “I’m so sorry this happened,” I apologized, though I wasn’t sure if he could hear me. “Phone,” I grumbled. “Where the fuck is your phone at, guy?”

      I frantically searched his pockets and finally found his cell phone in his cut. I quickly searched through the contacts until I found his president—Grim. I swallowed nervously. Grim was a force to be fucking reckoned with, and I knew there was a high possibility that I was going to lose my life tonight just by being attached to Alexei. I had no doubt in my mind that Grim had already gotten word that we were snooping around.

      Pressing call,  I nervously swallowed and put the phone to my ear, kind of praying that he wouldn’t answer so I could call another member. Grim was worse than Alexei in some ways. He was quiet, stuck to himself, but when he wanted blood, you best believe he fucking got every drop he wanted.

      “What is it, Scab?” Grim demanded when he answered.

      “Um, not Scab,” I said. Grim stayed silent. I couldn’t even hear him breathing. I had to pull the phone away from my ear to make sure he was still on the line. “Really long story, but Scab is bleeding on the side of the road,” I told him, cutting straight to the chase, feeling fucking proud of myself for not stuttering.

      I could finally hear him moving around in the background. “Who the fuck are you?” Grim demanded.

      I swallowed thickly. “My name is Katyushka.”

      Grim made a disgusted sound in the back of his throat. “Stay put, Katyushka, or I swear I will rip you apart piece by fucking piece when I finally get my goddamn hands on you, am I clear?”

      Oh, fuck. “Crystal,” I told him, my voice trembling, giving away my fear.

      He hung up without another word. I gently brushed Scab’s dark hair away from his face, instantly finding the deep head wound he had. I winced. “I’m so sorry,” I whispered. “My baby makes me a bit slow at times. I was trying to think of a way to save you, I swear,” I informed his unconscious form. God, I needed to stop fucking rambling.

      It wasn’t long before I heard the roar of motorcycles tearing down the street. I looked up, seeing about seven bikes riding towards me, each man wearing a cut that labeled them as a member of the Savage Crows MC, specifically the Texas charter. My stomach clenched, and I had to swallow down vomit.

      I was about to meet the notorious Grim, and I wasn’t exactly sure how I felt about that past fear.

      But Scab needed help.

      Grim was the first one off of his bike. He strode towards me, Hatchet and Alex on his heels as the others moved towards Scab. “Get the fuck up, girly,” Grim barked at me.

      I took one last nervous look at Scab before I stood up to my feet, my hand pressed to my belly as nausea began to rise again. Grim dangerously narrowed his eyes at me. “Fucking explain to me why there are two dead men in that car, and why my man is laying on the goddamn road,” Grim snarled at me.

      “Alexei wanted a member dead—a high-ranking member, but Igor and Michail didn’t listen. They just saw him and went for it,” I rushed out, hoping like hell he wouldn’t put a bullet through my skull.

      “Where the fuck do the two dead men play into this?” Grim snapped at me.

      I sighed in exasperation as I rolled my eyes, now slightly annoyed by him. His nostrils flared. “I was getting to that,” I snapped back in the same tone. Grim took a threatening step towards me. I swallowed nervously and took a step back, my heart racing double time in my chest. “I was trying to think of a way to stop them, but I guess I got too lost in my head and they hit Scab before I could stop them. So, I slit Igor’s throat and stabbed Michail in the chest and came over here to get Scab help.”

      “You know his name,” Grim stated more than asked, but I nodded anyway.

      “I’m Katyushka⁠—"

      “Yeah, I know. One of Alexei’s many women,” Grim told me. I flinched. I hated being associated with that sick fuck. “What I want to know is what fucking sick game you and Alexei think you’re playing.”

      I stared at him in confusion. “You really think I’m trying to play a game here?” I angrily demanded after a moment. I had literally just risked my own fucking life to save Scab’s, and he thought I was playing a game? Grim was a fucking dick. “How fucking dare you just assume that about me?” I sneered. “You don’t know a single fucking thing about me.”

      “You’re Alexei’s woman. That’s all I fucking need to know,” he retorted. He looked at Hatchet. “Tie her up and put her in the fucking van,” he ordered.

      “Wait, what?” I shrieked. “No!” I yelled, stepping back from Hatchet when he moved towards me.

      Hatchet carelessly shrugged at me. “Don’t particularly give a fuck how you feel about it,” Hatchet told me. My face paled. Oh, God, this couldn’t be happening. “Either you can let me tie you up willingly, or I can knock your pretty little ass out and let you wake up disoriented and alone in a cold fucking basement,” Hatchet retorted. “Your choice.”

      I gagged as I stared at the rope in his hand. “I’m going to be sick,” I choked out as he stepped near me.

      Hatchet shrugged and snatched one of my wrists into his hands. I fought against him. I wouldn’t fucking be tied up again. I wouldn’t go through this shit again.

      “Fucking let me go!” I yelled at him, panicked tears beginning to slide down my cheeks.

      “Shut her up,” Grim ordered.

      Pain flashed through my skull before I slumped forward into Hatchet’s arms, everything going dark.
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      I ripped my eyes open to stare up at the familiar ceiling of my apartment at the clubhouse. The last thing I could remember was getting hit by that damn van. So, how the fuck did I end up here?

      “Hey, Scab,” Medic called out. I slowly rolled my head to the side to look over at him. He grinned. “Took a rough tumble, didn’t you?”

      “Something like that,” I groaned. I eased my body into a sitting position, shaking my head at Medic once he stood up from his chair to help me. “I’ve got it,” I grunted.

      Grim stepped into the room. “Good to see you awake, brother,” he greeted. “You remember what happened?”

      “Yeah,” I told him, nodding in thanks to Medic once he handed me some Tylenol. The pain wasn’t too bad. I knew my back was pretty scratched up, but it wasn’t hindering me. I quickly swallowed the pills down. “How the fuck did you guys find me?” I asked my president.

      “A girl—one of Alexei’s women to be specific,” Grim told me. I arched an eyebrow at him in disbelief. That sounded like a load of shit, but if she actually had risked her life to save mine, then she at least deserved a fucking thank you. Grim shrugged. “She slit the throat of the driver and stabbed the other one in the chest before she called me to come to help you.”

      My eyes widened even further. She had turned on her own people to fucking help me. “What did you do with her?” I asked him, knowing how Grim could be. He didn’t trust anyone shady around family, and this club was Grim’s family.

      “She’s locked in the basement,” he bluntly answered, not even seeing what was fucking wrong with that.

      “What the absolute fuck, Grim?” I asked. He arched his eyebrows at me. “Christ, Prez.” I shook my head. “She saved my damn life, and you locked her in the basement?”

      “I don’t fucking trust her—don’t trust a single Russian mother fucker as a matter of fact.” I sighed and ran my hands down my face. There was a slight ache in my shoulder, but it was nothing that I wasn’t used to before. I had been dealing with shoulder pain for most of my life after dislocating it at a young age. “The girl is pregnant, no doubt Alexei’s baby.” I dropped my hands back to my lap and stared at him as if he’d lost his fucking mind, but that was Grim for you. He didn’t give a fuck about anyone or anything that wasn’t related to this club. “That loyalty to him runs deep in her damn veins, Scab. I won’t put any member of this club at risk just because she saved your life. We have women and kids here that I have to worry about.”
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