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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 everyone who wanted to see Grave get his happily ever after.
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            Note from the Author:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains elements, themes, and situations that some readers may not find enjoyable. These include mentions of child abuse, murder, graphic violence, depression, anxiety, scars, PTSD, a single dad, and flashbacks.

      The MMC in this book is a single dad hell-bent on giving his adopted daughter the best, most productive life he can. He’s overprotective, soft for his family, and has a hero complex that is unrivaled.

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

      If you any questions before diving in, please reach out to me at authortosmith@gmail.com.
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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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        Grave

      

      

      “Emma, you’re going to be late for school!” I called from the kitchen where I was putting together her lunch.

      She wouldn’t eat what the school made, so each day I packed her a lunch that consisted of a bag of green seedless grapes, a grape juice, a peanut butter and grape jelly sandwich, and an oatmeal cookie. She was picky, but the one time they tried to get her to eat the school lunch, she had an anxiety attack.

      After so much crying and nearly passing out in her panic, I finally managed to get her to tell me why she was so afraid of what the school made.

      She was terrified of strangers and anything they tried to give her, which stemmed from the abuse she suffered at the hands of her biological father.

      Every time I thought of the horrors she lived through, I wanted to fucking destroy something. But like a good dad, I reined all that shit in and didn’t let her see how much I wanted to rip apart every single person who’d ever had a hand in hurting her.

      It had to be enough for me that Grim and I had managed to rescue her and slaughter her father.

      She came running down the stairs with Frankie, her Golden Retriever, by her side. Frankie was a support dog for Emma, and she went with Emma wherever she went. It took a bit of fighting with the school because they thought it would be easier to just separate Emma from her peers, but I didn’t want that for her. It would make her feel worse to be an outcast.

      So, after getting the club lawyer involved, they allowed Emma to be in normal classes as long as Frankie acted as a true support dog, which she did. She never bothered any other students, and she stayed by my daughter’s side faithfully.

      “Daddy, I can’t get my stupid shoe tied,” Emma grumbled.

      I caught her right before she faced planted at the bottom of the stairs. “Easy, sweetheart,” I gently scolded her. Kneeling in front of her, I quickly tied her shoe so she wouldn’t trip again. “There.” I handed Emma her lunch box and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Ready?”

      “Yep,” she said, popping the ‘p’. She grabbed my hand in hers as we walked out to my truck. Frankie trailed faithfully at her other side. “Daddy, when will I get to see Uncle Scorpion and Auntie Jess again?” Scorpion was once our club’s treasurer, but after wiping out the entire Texas charter of Satan’s Worshippers in retaliation for them coming after his woman and his garage, he ended up becoming their president.

      Which ripped Scorpion and Jessica, his old lady, away from Emma. It had been a rough transition, but it was smoothing out.

      “Probably this weekend,” I told her. “I think they’re coming to town to let everyone meet Destin.” Jess had recently given birth to their little boy, and he was as adorable as I knew he would be—the perfect mix of his mom and dad.

      I lifted Emma up into her booster seat and worked on strapping her in. “I miss them,” she pouted.

      I pressed a kiss to her cheek. “I know you do, sweetheart. I promise they miss you, too. Doesn’t Uncle Scorpion tell you that every time you talk to him?”

      She nodded. I gently squeezed her hand. “Remember, Uncle Scorpion has never lied to you,” I reminded her. That was another thing we were working on—making sure she understood she had people who loved her and were sticking around, no matter how far away they may live.

      She nodded. I stepped back to allow Frankie to jump into the truck. Once she was settled beside Emma, I closed the door and slid into the driver’s seat, pulling off to go drop Emma at school so I could head to the garage and start work.
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      “Oh, boy,” Ink grumbled as he leaned against the garage door, his eyes locked on a black Escalade pulling onto the lot. “Pretty fucking sure that’s Bones, brother.”

      I swore under my breath and quickly set my wrench down, coming to stand beside him. “Never fucking good when she shows up to town,” I grumbled. “Normally that means she’s got a job to do.”

      Bones was a professional grave digger. She either killed the body and buried it for her client, or she just did their clean-up. She was a twig of a woman—tall and slim with bright red hair and cold, blue eyes. Freckles dotted her cheeks and arms, and she had a sexy ass nose ring.

      Normally, Bones wasn’t the kind of woman I went after, but one night after she saved Katyushka, Grim and Scab’s old lady, she’d come to me asking for a quick fuck to release some tension.

      I’d let her go right after we were finished without a fight, though I hadn’t fucked another soul since. The woman had a way of sinking her claws into me and she wasn’t even aware of it. Those claws had only continued to sink in deeper every time she came near Hope and needed my help with a job. Never got to touch her again, but that hadn’t mattered. My mind and heart had settled on her, and no one else would ever compare.

      I clapped my hand to Ink’s shoulder. “I’ve got this, brother,” I told him.

      “Should I let Grim know that she’s in town?” Ink asked as I began heading toward her SUV.

      “Not yet. Let me find out what she’s here for first.” I trusted Grim to hear her out first, but I knew her presence would set the entire club on edge.

      The thing was, Bones and I had some kind of understanding between us. I’d always been able to read her. She couldn’t hide anything from me. And if she was here in the middle of the day without trying to hide her presence, maybe that meant she wasn’t here for any of us.

      Ink nodded once and disappeared back into the garage. I made it to her Escalade just as she slid out. She was wearing a pair of jeans with scuffed steel-toed boots. A camouflage hoodie topped off her outfit, and her hair was up in a messy bun with strands falling out around her face.

      I leaned against her Escalade with my arms crossed over my chest. “Should I be concerned that you’re in town?” I asked in lieu of a greeting.

      She shook her head. “Nah. Your club is safe,” she told me, and I knew I could trust her word. She wasn’t a liar. She stuffed her hands in the pockets of her hoodie. “Actually, I’m trying to settle down—get out of shit for a while. Been playing around with the idea in my head for a few months now—ever since I rescued Katyushka,” she admitted. I arched an eyebrow at her. She sighed. “To settle down, I need a job. And your club is the only one that I’m on good terms with.”

      The kind of life she led had gained her a fuck ton of enemies. She was a dangerous woman, and not many fucked with her, but I knew as well as she did that there were still some brave souls.

      But I would be fucked if someone tried anything while she was here in town. I’d fucking kill them.

      “Could bartend for the club,” I said with a shrug. “You just have to talk to Grim.”

      Her face screwed up in distaste. “Serve a bunch of men? No thanks.” I laughed softly. “I was actually wondering if you needed help here.” She narrowed her eyes at me, and I smirked. Fuck, I loved her fiery personality. “And not with paperwork, Grave.” I laughed loudly. “I’m good with cars. I can take basically any engine apart and put it back together, and you and I both know that I don’t mind hard labor.”

      I ran my eyes over her before I let my dark eyes meet hers again. I knew exactly what that little body of hers was capable of, both in and out of bed. “Sure,” I grunted. “You good to start today? I’m short-handed right now. Bullet is on a run with Alex.”

      She nodded. “Yeah, I’m good with starting now,” she told me.

      I jerked my head in the direction of the garage. “Come on. I’ll show you around—get you started.” She followed me into the garage, her hands still shoved deep into the pockets of her hoodie. “Ink is working on that old Chevy,” I informed her as I pointed to the old, beat-up truck that was in the garage. “I was working on this one here.” I walked over to the purple Camaro that I’d been leaning over when she rolled onto the lot, “but if you want, you can finish it so I can get caught up on some paperwork.”

      She shrugged. “Yeah, sure. Tell me what the issue is, and I’ll get it done.”

      So, I explained to her about the knocking sound the owner heard and told her what I found needed to be replaced. She listened attentively, nodding her head. When I was done explaining, I shot her a grin. Her cheeks tinted red the tiniest bit, but I didn’t comment on it. “Thanks, babe,” I said with a wink before turning on my heel and striding toward the office.

      Ink, the nosy fucker, followed me inside. “She our new hand?” he asked as soon as the door was shut behind us, keeping anyone else from listening in.

      I nodded at him. “She’s settling down here, getting out of the illegal shit,” I informed him. Ink arched a disbelieving eyebrow at me. I sighed. “That’s her story anyway, and Bones has never lied to any of us.” And I knew she would never lie to me.

      Ink laughed. “Grim is going to have a fucking field day with this one.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Go back to work, Ink. Mr. Elroy is wanting his truck back today,” I reminded him.

      Ink grunted, his lip curling in distaste. “I fucking hate that grumpy old man,” he griped.

      It was my turn to laugh. “Yeah, he’s a pain in the fucking ass, but he brings us work. Small price to pay to earn business.”

      Ink only scowled in annoyance before he walked back out of the office. Sighing, I dropped into my desk chair, staring up at the ceiling.

      The one woman I wanted more than anything was now working in my garage, and I was almost certain she wasn’t interested in any kind of repeat between us.

      If that didn’t complicate shit, I didn’t know what fucking would. But I wouldn’t turn her away in her time of need. I would do whatever I needed to help Bones get on her feet, no matter how detrimental it might be to my own health.
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