
  
    [image: Damon]
  


  
    
      DAMON

      AN MC ROMANCE

      
        SAVAGE CROWS MC MOTHER CHARTER

        BOOK 3

      

    

    
      
        T.O. SMITH

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Books in the Series

      

      
        Club Info

      

      
        Damon

      

      
        Cassidy

      

      
        Damon

      

      
        Cassidy

      

      
        Damon

      

      
        Cassidy

      

      
        Damon

      

      
        Cassidy

      

      
        Damon

      

      
        Cassidy

      

      
        Damon

      

      
        Cassidy

      

      
        Damon

      

      
        Cassidy

      

      
        Damon

      

      
        Cassidy

      

      
        Damon

      

      
        Cassidy

      

      
        Book Four Sneak Peek

      

    

    
      
        Please Leave A Review!

      

      
        Other Books By T.O. Smith

      

      
        Follow T.O. Smith

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

        

      
        And for those of you who read the original Savage Crows MC series and decided to continue reading with the mother charter series, thank you!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      ©February 2022. T.O. Smith. All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      Cover Design: Tiff Writes Romance

      Editing: Tiff Writes Romance

      Proofreading: Kimberly Peterson, Taylor Jade

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS IN THE SERIES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Brett

        Kyle

        Damon

        Halen

        Logan

        Walker

        Vincent

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CLUB INFO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        SAVAGE CROWS MC MOTHER CHARTER

      

      

      
        
        Copper: President

        Damon: Vice President

        Kyle: Road Captain

        Halen: Sergeant at Arms

        Vincent: Enforcer

        Brett: Secretary

        Logan: Treasurer

        Walker: Chaplain

      

      

      
        
        SAVAGE CROWS MC TEXAS CHARTER

      

      

      
        
        Blink: Founder

        Grim: President

        Alex: Vice President

        Ink: Road Captain

        Hatchet: Sergeant at Arms

        Thor: Enforcer

        Grave: Secretary

        Bullet: Treasurer

        Sabotage: Chaplain

        Scab: Patch

      

      

      
        
        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!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DAMON

          

        

      

    

    
      I glanced over at Copper as he stepped up to my side. I just grunted in acknowledgment and put my cigarette back between my lips, picking up my wrench to finish taking this damn hose off.

      “Just had a woman show up at the clubhouse begging for help,” he informed me. I stayed silent. “She asked for you.”

      That made me stand upright. I didn’t get close to any woman, and while yes, some women came to the club seeking help, they never asked for me. I never let any woman feel comfortable enough to do so.

      I took my cigarette from between my lips and blew the smoke to the side. “The fuck someone come looking for me for?” I asked him. “I don’t know any woman well enough for that shit.”

      Copper shrugged. “Don’t know, brother, but she’s got a kid with her.”

      I swore under my breath and set the wrench down, snatching up my grease rag after tossing my cigarette to the ground, stomping it out. “Fuck. I’ll head up there. She say what her name was?”

      “Cassidy,” he told me. “She can’t be any older than twenty-one or twenty-two.” Copper clenched his jaw. “Kid kind of looks like you, Damon.”

      “Fuck,” I swore. I was always careful to wrap my dick up. I even made sure every woman I fucked couldn’t take my cum with her to trap me.

      I set the grease rag down and walked over to my bike to head to the clubhouse. I’d just bought this place a few months after Kyle and Skylar got married, and I hadn’t done much to it afterward. I still mostly just stayed at the clubhouse.

      And I should have stayed there today because surprises always fucking popped up when I wasn’t.

      I checked my phone as I straddled my bike. Copper had called three times, but all I had wanted was a damn day of peace and quiet by myself.

      That shit was basically nonexistent in my life though.

      Shaking my head, I gunned my engine, not even bothering with the helmet as I took off after Copper towards the clubhouse.
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      There was a woman sitting in the chapel when Copper led me into the room. She had a sleeping baby girl cradled in her arms, and the woman, who I was assuming was Cassidy, looked like she had seen a lot better days.

      I shut the door behind me and then crossed my arms over my chest as I regarded her. “Who the hell are you, how did you find me, and how the fuck do you know me?”

      She swallowed nervously, fear sparking in her dark eyes. “My name is Cassidy Holmes,” she said quietly, her voice giving away how afraid she really was. She opened her mouth to continue, but I held my hand up, halting her.

      Her last name was all I needed to re-spark that memory.

      Holmes.

      I silently regarded her, studying her intently. I compared the memory of Emily, the only girl I’d ever had feelings for to her, and began to notice the similarities.

      “I was told you died, Emily,” I snapped at her, calling her by her real name. Almost two years ago, she had gone by Emily – Emily Holmes. But staring at her now, it was clearly her. She had dyed her hair to an inky black color, and she obviously had colored contacts in to make her eyes darker, but it was definitely her.

      “It’s Cassidy now,” she quickly corrected me. “I was the only survivor of that fire,” she explained. “I barely escaped with my life, but the people who set it – they, um, they took me.”

      I remembered that fire like it was yesterday. That fire marked the day that I gave up all hope on love and happily-ever-after for myself.

      I’d always planned to just watch my brothers settle down and be happy.

      It just wasn’t in the cards for me. With guilt assuaging every sense, I’d come to terms with that.

      I hadn’t saved her. So, what did I look like ever falling in love with someone that wasn’t her?

      I grabbed a chair and snatched it out from under the table, taking a seat in it. “It was ruled as starting from the fucking stove – a grease fire. So, explain to me what in the hell really happened,” I ordered.

      Emily, or Cassidy as she now wanted to be called, had been the only woman I’d ever given my time to. There had been something about her – that wild, untamable spirit of hers – that had sucked me into her.

      I’d been down there, helping the Savage Crows Texas Charter out when I’d met her. She had just gotten a job at the bar two towns over.

      It had been sparks from there.

      “Jefferson Davis – do you remember me mentioning him?” I nodded at her. He was her mother’s ex, rumored to be nothing more than a junkie and an alcoholic. “He joined some gang there, spread some shit about my mom, and managed to get them to back him up in retaliation.” She swallowed thickly. “I later found out they hadn’t planned on me being there, so they took me to make it seem like I’d died there as well.”

      “Fucking hell,” I swore. I scrubbed my hands down my face, my eyes moving to the baby in her arms as it made a small sound in its sleep. “And her?”

      Cassidy smiled down at her daughter. “Emily Rose,” she whispered. “I can’t be Emily anymore. I’m on the run.” She swallowed thickly. “I wanted her to have some piece of me that was once the real me.” Cassidy looked up at me. “She’s yours, Damon.” My heart stopped in my chest for a beat, but years of training kept my face impassive. Not much shocked me these fucking days, but that sure as fuck had. Even though Copper had warned me the baby looked like me, I still wasn’t fully prepared for the news of it. “I’ve been fighting tooth and nail to keep her safe, and the moment I got the chance to escape with her, I took it.”

      I stood up and moved around the table, standing over her, looking down at the baby cradled and swaddled in her arms.

      She really did fucking look like me. Same hair color. Same eyes. Same fucking nose and lips.

      I reached out and ran my finger over her cheek, unable to help myself. She was something beautiful that Cassidy and I had created together. “You know I can’t let you run anymore, right?” I asked Cassidy, moving my eyes to meet hers. She swallowed nervously. “Cassidy,” I said, calling her by her alias, “no one is going to fucking touch you, and if they even dare to try, they’ll be facing a war they won’t survive,” I promised.

      “I’m scared, Damon,” she whispered. Tears glittered in her eyes. I hated that she was scared, hated that I had once let her down and killed her trust in me.

      I shook my head at her. “Nothing to be scared of anymore,” I told her honestly. “Not with me and this entire club protecting you and our daughter.”

      “I only wanted to leave her here with you – to
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