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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.
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            Note from the Author:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains elements that some readers may not enjoy. Ink contains an FMC with anxiety that suffers from panic attacks, kidnapping, graphic violence, mentions of rape, PTSD, FMC being held in a cage, murder, and FMC pregnant with her rapist’s baby.

      The MMC in this book is overbearing, growly, domineering, and a bit of an asshole.

      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 social media or my email: authortosmith@gmail.com

      With all of that being said, happy reading!
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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!
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        Ink

      

      

      I cupped my hand around the cigarette between my lips, using my other hand to flick the lighter, inhaling on the cigarette as I lit it. I had just gotten back from a two-day long run with Blink and Grim, and after we rode for three hours straight so we could make it back in time for church this morning, I was in desperate need of some fucking nicotine.

      And pussy. I really needed some fucking pussy. But unfortunately, that would have to wait. The club came first—always.

      When Blink, one of the founding members of the Savage Crows MC, looked at me, he barked out a laugh as he stretched his arms above his head, making his back and shoulders pop. Fuck, he was starting to get too old to ride anymore, and that was honestly a bit sad. “You even stretch your fucking fingers out yet, brother?” he asked me.

      Blink was the father I’d never had. When I was a teen and my father had gone to prison and my brother had gone MIA down a path of destruction, I’d been left on my own with foster parents who didn’t give a shit about me. Blink took one look at me and brought me into the club family. Even before I started prospecting after my high school graduation, I knew this was where I belonged.

      I owed Blink and this club my life because without them, I wouldn’t have one.

      I grunted at him, and his grin widened. “Too long without a fucking cigarette,” I grumbled.

      He shook his head. Grim, the VP, seemed to have the same idea that I did, though, because he took his own pack of cigarettes out of his pocket and lit one up. “Fuck—been needing one of these,” Grim groaned out. I was honestly shocked he hadn’t made us stop just so he could smoke. Grim was a heavy smoker—even had the smoker’s rasp to his voice. Women dug that shit, but it made him a scary mother fucker. And he used that shit to his advantage. He wasn’t known as the Grim Reaper for nothing.

      Blink shook his head at both of us. “Be inside for church in five,” he instructed us.

      I nodded once at our Founder, letting him know I heard and understood clearly. He wasn’t our president anymore—had given up his seat as president a while back to Sabotage, his adopted son—but we all still respected him just the same. We always would. And if it ever came down to it, his command overrode any president within the club—even the mother charter president, his son by blood, Copper.

      Didn’t know where Copper got his name from considering nothing about him was coppery in any way, shape, or form, but Blink’s wife, Lindsey, had named him that, and Blink had rolled with it.

      I finished off my cigarette in record time and stomped it out on the ground with my boot before striding off towards the door of the clubhouse. As soon as I walked inside, I almost knocked into Scab, one of the prospects. My face instantly twisted into a scowl as I shoved him out of my way. “Watch where the fuck you’re going!” I barked at him, not giving a fuck that he toppled over one of the chairs and fell on his ass on the floor when I shoved him.

      Had I shoved one of the brothers, an all-out brawl would have definitely started. But the prospects had to earn their spots and their respect in this club. Therefore, they took whatever shit they were given without a word uttered around any of us.

      But getting in my fucking way when I was agitated and had just come back from a fucking run was not the way to get patched in. I was probably one of the hardest members to get on your good side. Bullet, one of our patched members, was probably traumatized from all the shit I’d put him through. I had given that boy hell when he was prospecting for the club.

      But he’d earned that patch on his vest fair and square though; I’d give him that.

      I took my seat at the table beside Thor, our club Enforcer. He leaned back in his seat to look out the door, where Scab was scowling as he picked the chair up and put it back where it was before I sent him crashing over it.

      “Could be nicer to the prospect, brother,” Thor suggested, dragging his attention back to me, a grin stretching his lips. “You give all of ‘em such a hard fucking time.”

      “Somebody’s got to with you fucking pussies making shit easy for them,” I jabbed back, barking out a laugh at the scowl that instantly covered Thor’s face when I called him a pussy.

      Grim entered the room at that moment, ending our short conversation. He closed the doors behind him before he walked over to his seat. “Cutting it short, ain’t you, Grim?” Sabotage gruffly spoke up as Grim took his seat.

      Grim looked over at our president. “Needed a smoke, Prez. And I got caught in a phone call as I was walking in here. Got some news.”

      Grim  was mostly a quiet man, kept to himself even more than I did. He didn’t take any shit. If he ever had to take the president patch, I knew he would make a hell of a leader—probably one of the best this charter had ever seen. But none of us would ever speak that aloud. We respected Sabotage, and he was a damn good president in his own right.

      Sabotage slammed his gavel on the table, silencing all the quiet murmuring in the room. “Let’s get to urgent business first, then we’ll get to your news, Grim,” Sabotage said, his voice carrying out over the room despite him speaking in his normal tone. He had the kind of voice that could command anyone’s fucking attention. We always joked that he would have made a hell of a drill sergeant, but since he was a teen and had been unofficially adopted by Blink and Lindsey, he’d been an outlaw. The straight and narrow path had never been an option for Sabotage.

      Sabotage looked over at me where I was slouched back in my chair, exhaustion weighing on my fucking shoulders, though to anyone else sitting in this room, it would look as if I was completely relaxed and at ease.

      “Ink, how did the run go?” he demanded to know.

      I sat up straighter in my chair, placing my elbows on the table in front of me as I steepled my fingers together. “Run went smoothly,” I informed him. “We’ve got a shipment of heroin coming in two weeks from now. I’ll need four men,” I told my president, watching as Grave, our Secretary, took note since he was in charge of making sure I had what I needed to receive the shipment. “Drop off location is still being determined. Rock told me he would get in touch with you or Grim once he sat with his men and discussed it further.”

      Sabotage nodded. “We’ll keep an ear out for the call,” he said, letting me know he understood what was going on. “Grave, you got all that?”

      “Got it, Prez,” Grave answered.

      Sabotage nodded. He looked over at Grim. “What news held you up from being in this meeting at a decent time?” Sabotage demanded.

      Grim clenched his jaw, anger momentarily sparking in his gaze. It wasn’t a secret to anyone that Grim didn’t like being talked to sideways, but his respect for Sabotage held him back from saying anything he shouldn’t.

      “Sheriff Quinn called me.” Sabotage muttered a curse, and I sighed. “Said he tried calling you first, but I figured your phone was already in the bin.” The bin was the cheap, plastic bowl everyone put their phones in before we entered the chapel. Phones could be used to record what was being said, and we didn’t need that kind of heat on the club. “Girl was found dead on a bridge out on eighty-one. Looks like sexual assault was involved from what he can see on the body. An autopsy is being performed right now. Looks like the girl was held somewhere for a while. Said there’s a good possibility that she’s going to pop up as one of the missing girls in the next town over. Wanted to warn us that the FBI would probably be crawling around the area within the next couple of weeks.”

      Grumbles of aggravation sounded around the room. We had a working relationship with the police force in our town. We kept our shit out of town, and they turned a blind eye to the shit we were doing. In a way, we kind of helped keep crime off the streets by being the only ones dealing within and around Hope, Texas. But we couldn’t avoid this. This girl being found was a federal case if she truly was one of the ones who’d gone missing.

      Over the past few years, girls in the neighboring town had been going missing at an alarming rate. So quickly, in fact, many families had begun to move out because even the most locked-down of houses didn’t keep these kidnappers out. We would’ve helped to solve the issue, but it didn’t take long for the federales to get involved, which meant we stayed out.

      Sabotage banged his fist on the table. “Order!” he shouted at everyone, bringing silence to the room once more. “If the FBI shows up, there’s nothing we can fucking do about that,” he barked. “We’ll continue living our day-to-day fucking lives. We get questioned, then we just get fucking questioned. Not a goddamn thing we can do about that, and all of us in this fucking room are innocent in this fucking case. Not a damn thing they can do to us no matter how fucking hard they try. Get your fucking panties out of your asses.” He banged his gavel on the table. “Church adjourned.”

      I got up from my chair, needing another fucking cigarette. The FBI snooping around was the last damn thing this club needed. It would make our partners feel threatened—might fuck up potential deals in the future. And we ran the risk of getting followed on fucking runs, which may prevent us from doing runs or getting our shipments in.

      And it might place some of our men behind bars. While none of us were strangers to living behind concrete walls and razorwire fencing, we definitely weren’t actively searching to be placed there.

      With a disgusted grunt, I strode up to the bar, leaning over it to grab the entire bottle of whiskey that was sitting on top of the bar counter. Izzy, our bartender, arched a single eyebrow at me. I raised the bottle at her in acknowledgment and then tilted it back, not even feeling the burn in my throat. I had been drinking for so many years now that alcohol hardly affected me anymore. I had to drink a hell of a lot to get wasted.

      And that was my plan. My goal tonight was to get shit-faced and bury my dick in pussy until I was too exhausted to do anything but pass the fuck out.

      Turns out, my president and founder had other fucking plans, though, because soon, we were all dragged outside where Blink and Sabotage had Scab and Volt, another one of our prospects, in the fighting ring. “Place your bets, brothers!” Sabotage called out, smacking his hand down hard on the floor of the ring. “It’s a fight until one of them knocks out.”

      I had my money on Volt. Fucking Scab was too much of a pussy to win this goddamn fight.

      I placed a hundred on Volt, handing it over to Scorpion, our Treasurer, who was in charge of the bets. “Alright, boys, fucking fight!” Hatchet shouted, earning cheers from all of us.

      As soon as Volt swung on Scab, movement right outside of the gates caught my attention. Setting my bottle of whiskey down, I separated from my brothers, striding over to the gates with my gun in my hand, keeping to the shadows so I would be covered by darkness.

      I silently slipped out a side gate, clenching my jaw when I saw a young woman trying to peer through the black covering that we had over the chain-link fence. I had no idea what the fuck she wanted, but snooping only meant trouble.

      I wasted no time in silently coming up behind her, pressing the barrel of my gun to the side of her neck and gripping her ponytail in my hand, wrapping it around my fist as I yanked her head back. A shriek of pain and fear left her lips, her chest heaving up and down in panic as her breathing sped up.

      “Who the fuck are you?” I snarled down at her.

      Large, chocolate brown eyes snapped up to mine, knocking the breath from me.

      I hadn’t seen those eyes in fucking years. And I hated that they still affected me just as much as they had when we were kids. I released her so fast, it was almost like she’d burned me.

      “Reina?” I breathed.
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        Reina

      

      

      My shot nerves were making my hands shake on the steering wheel. I tightened my grip, drawing in a deep, somewhat calming breath as I did so. I couldn’t stop looking in my rearview mirror, afraid that he would suddenly find me.

      I should have listened all of those damn years ago. Everyone warned me against him—especially Ink—but I didn’t listen. And I almost hadn’t lived to tell the tale of getting the hell away from him and the torture I endlessly endured inside those cells and cages.

      Jordan Yeller, Ink’s older brother, had almost ruined me. Almost killed me.

      Ink was a couple of years older than me, the same age as my older brother, Johnny. I met Ink my sophomore year of high school when he and Johnny got paired together for a senior project in science. I’d had the hugest crush on Ink back then, but I was a geeky girl who wore glasses and had braces.

      And Ink? Well, Ink was the hottest damn guy in our school. And what geeky, nerdy girl didn’t secretly love a hot-as-hell boy?

      But Ink had never treated me like a nerdy girl that always had her nose stuck in a book. He treated me like a normal person, like I was just a normal girl that he could easily get along with—someone with real feelings. So, I kept my huge crush on him to myself, not wanting to ruin
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