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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 knows some women deserve more than just one man to openly love her.
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            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, a 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 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

        Grim: President

        Alex: Vice President

        Ink: Road Captain

        Hatchet: Sergeant at Arms

        Thor: Enforcer

        Grave: Secretary

        Scorpion: Treasurer

        Bullet: Patch

        Sabotage: Chaplain

        Scab: Patch

      

      

      
        
        SAVAGE CROWS MC MOTHER CHARTER

      

      

      
        
        Copper: President

        Damon: Vice President

      

      

      
        
        KING’S DISCIPLES MC

      

      

      
        
        Judge: President

        Ghost: Road Captain

      

      

      
        
        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!
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        Scab

      

      

      Grim stood at the head of the table, not even bothering to take his seat. He appeared agitated, and I could see the monster that Grim always hid just beneath the surface begging to be released. I knew if it got loose, 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. He was the only person we refused to cross. We’d stand toe-to-toe with the mother charter president, Copper, or the old president, Sabotage, but never Grim.

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

      Murmurs sounded around the table, but Grim slammed his fist to the wood, silencing the room once more. “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 Bratva has shot Kyle and Logan.” Kyle and Logan were both members of the mother charter—patched officers, at that. “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.”

      If they were called, there was no avoiding this. Judge was the president of the King’s Disciples MC and almost as terrifying as Grim. Jayden was the president of the Reapers MC, and his wife, Amberosa, was the head of the Carter family, a ruthless group who made the SCMC look like a bunch of babies pretending to be outlaws. River was the president of the Fathers of Mayhem MC, and Joey was the president of the Sons of Hell MC. Both men had ties to the Mexican Cartel.

      The only way this war we were in ended was now through bloodshed and dead bodies. And I really fucking hoped it wasn’t ours or our allies’.

      “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. “This is the last thing we need.”

      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, bracing 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 Bratva 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. He was one of the founding fathers, and he rarely said anything or made decisions. Seeing him make one now left a bad feeling in my gut. “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 Bratva are lurking in our territory,” he told me.

      I nodded once. “Got it, prez.” Then, I turned and strode out of the room, heading for my bike.
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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 there and to watch my back.

      Headlights lit up the road ahead of me. Grunting, I looked in my mirror and cursed when I saw a truck barreling toward me at an incredibly high speed. I gunned my bike, flying toward the side street 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 when the truck caught up to me and slammed into the back of my bike, sending me crashing off to the side of the road. Blood immediately began to trickle 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 begging to take over. I fought, but my head was throbbing, and it was too goddamn difficult.

      The only thing I could make out was the sound of squealing breaks before my vision went completely black.
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        Katyushka

      

      

      “He just got patched in guys—Alexei won’t be satisfied with taking a low-level patch out,” I reminded the two men I was with. Alexei wanted a high-ranking member of the Savage Crows MC—not just a random patch. He wanted to hit the motorcycle club 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. It was the last thing I wanted to witness, 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. The only “crime” he’d committed was existing, and that wasn’t even a goddamn crime.

      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 harder on the gas pedal, sending us flying forward. I swallowed thickly, trying to think of some way to keep this guy from getting murdered. But before I could, it was already too fucking late.

      “Igor, no!” I screamed, jerking forward in my seat as he slammed into the back of Scab’s bike. With my heart in my throat, I quickly snatched Igor’s knife from his hip and slit his throat, stabbing Michail in his chest right after. I gagged at the blood everywhere, barely holding myself together to keep from vomiting all over the van. The scent of the coppery blood was making me even sicker to my stomach.

      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, my voice frantic. Silently, I prayed to all that was holy that he was still alive.

      He didn’t respond. The only sign I had that he was still alive was the slow rise and fall of his chest as he breathed. “Fuck.” I sniffled. “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. It was rare I overheard anything about Alexei’s plans, but the moment the SCMC territory was mentioned, whispers began.

      Specifically, whispers about Grim—a man known as the reaper of souls.

      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, he got every drop he wanted. He made people disappear, never to be found again.

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

      “Um, not Scab,” I said. Grim stayed so silent, it was eerie. 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

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/redone2-savage-crows-mc-tx-and-mc-and-oc-2.jpg
AN MC ROMANCE

INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

T.0. SMITH






