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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:

          

        

      

    

    
      IT IS NECESSARY TO READ GHOST BEFORE READING THIS BOOK.

      This book contains elements and themes that some readers may not find enjoyable. These include pregnancy, an emotional, hormonal FMC, two overprotective, overbearing MMCs, two men sharing one woman, graphic violence, family betrayal, murder, and elements of child abuse.

      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!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Judge

      

      

      I’d always heard when the right woman first enters my life, I would know.

      And fuck, I sure as hell did.

      I noticed her back at the Savage Crows MC’s clubhouse while I was there for a problem a few of my members had caused for her. My eyes had instantly been drawn to her, but back then, she’d only had eyes for Ghost—their Chaplain. So, I’d kept my distance. I knew better than to broach on another man’s territory, especially a man of an MC. We’d kill over those we loved.

      And I knew Ghost was a shady son of a bitch when he needed to be. You never knew when that man would strike. It was why he got his name.

      You couldn’t see a ghost.

      But when I witnessed her seeing her brother—my VP—for the first time, I wanted to destroy something on her behalf. The broken, torn expression on her face had ripped me to fucking pieces. I didn’t know a woman—much less a woman I hadn’t even spoken one word to before in my life—could make me feel so goddamn much.

      And yet, so easily, Jessa had.

      So, when it was time for me to pack my shit and head back up north, head back to my own club to deal with my own shit again, I’d told Brent to stay behind. His sister needed him, and I wouldn’t deny her that. Even if I still had yet to speak a word to her, I never wanted to make her suffer.

      But when I got that phone call in the middle of the afternoon from Brent, I wanted to rip Ghost’s heart out of his fucking chest. Because that beautiful woman didn’t deserve what the fuck he’d done to her, and she certainly didn’t deserve to be abandoned by him.
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      “What’s the route you’re planning to take?” I asked Dylen, my road captain, as we stood over the table in the chapel, a map laid out before us.

      I had a rule in my club. We didn’t use GPS, and when any of us went on a run, we took a burner phone—not our normal phones. Each of us was required to know every important phone number by heart before leaving the clubhouse.

      So, before every run, Dylen would lay out a route, and he would engrain it into his head, along with everyone else who might be going on the run. He was damn good at this—had a photographic memory.

      “We’ll take this route,” he told me, tracing his index finger over the roads he was planning on taking. “It’s mostly backroad—no interstate. Harder to track us.”

      I nodded once and clapped a hand to his shoulder. “Good. What time are you leaving out tonight?” I asked him as I looked at my watch, noticing a message from Brent.

      
        
          
            
              
        Brent

      

      
        Answer your phone. Got a problem.

      

      

      

      

      

      “Hold that thought,” I told Dylen just when he got ready to speak. I strode out of the chapel and grabbed my phone out of the basket, calling Brent back. “What?” I snapped. I didn’t like being disturbed when I was in the middle of something this important.

      “Ghost just ripped Jessa the fuck apart. She’s upstairs packing her shit. I need to bring her back with me, Judge.”

      As if he even had to ask. Honestly, he could have ridden back here with her on the back of his bike without ever telling me, and I wouldn’t have given a damn. But my day instantly fucking brightened at the thought of having her here where I could finally convince the now single woman to be mine.

      Ghost had fucked up. Now, I was moving in.

      “Bring her here,” I told him. “Don’t have to ask for permission for that kind of shit, brother. She’s family.”

      “Thanks, prez,” he told me. “We’ll be leaving out soon. I hear her coming down the stairs now, and she doesn’t want to stay a second longer than she has to.”

      He hung up the phone after that, not letting me get another word in, not that I minded. I wanted him to take care of her, and as long as he was doing that, he could hang up on me all he wanted—well, to a certain extent, that was. If he hung up on me for anything other than his sister, I’d punch him in his face and remind him of his place.

      But that woman came before everything else, including my own position as president.

      I put the phone back into the basket and walked back into the chapel. Dylen arched an eyebrow at me. “Jessa’s coming here?” he asked, picking up on the conversation.

      I nodded. “She and Ghost had a falling out, apparently.”

      Dylen smirked, a knowing look gleaming in his eyes. “You look awfully pleased by that fact, Judge.”

      I grunted, ignoring him. “Time,” I told him, getting back on the subject of the run, not particularly feeling like dealing with Dylen’s fucking prying.
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      I was smoking a cigarette when Brent pulled onto the lot in the middle of the night. Jessa was half asleep, barely able to keep her eyes open, and her head was resting on his back. Even from a distance, I could tell that her eyes were swollen and bloodshot. I wanted to bury Ghost in a shallow grave somewhere for doing this shit to her. She was a mess.

      I stomped my cigarette out with the heel of my boot and walked over to his bike. “Come on, girly,” I softly coaxed, reaching out to help her off the bike once she removed her helmet. She swayed once she was on her feet, her legs almost buckling beneath her. Without a word, I swept her up into my arms. I could feel the curious eyes of my VP on me, but I ignored it. “You got her bag?” I asked him as I began striding toward the clubhouse so I could get her settled into the room that I’d had Reed clean for her. The moment I’d told him who it was for, he’d set to work, not even griping like he usually would.

      Guessed the entire club had picked up on my obsession for this woman.

      “Yeah,” Brent simply answered. Collin pulled the door open for me, allowing me to stride through with Jessa in my arms. I could feel her pretty, gray eyes sleepily running over my face, but I knew she was too exhausted to voice her questions.

      Once I had her upstairs in her room, I gently placed her on the bed. Brent instantly began removing her shoes for her, tossing them aside. She yawned, her eyes fluttering shut. I grabbed the covers and quickly pulled them over her. “Get some rest,” I told her. “We’ll talk in the morning, yeah?”

      “M’kay,” she mumbled, already passing out.

      I walked out of the room, leaving the lamp on for her so she wouldn’t freak out if she woke up in the middle of the night, unsure of where she was.

      “Prez, what in the hell was that?” Brent asked me as soon as he shut her door behind us. “She’s not a quick fuck, brother. She just got her heart ripped apart,” he growled at me, immediately going into overprotective, older brother mode.

      “Downstairs,” I told him, not answering his question.

      Muttering a curse beneath his breath, he followed me. Once we were in the chapel, he shut the door behind us and turned back around to face me, his arms crossed over his chest, only seemingly deeper in his need to protect her, even from me.

      “I’ve had feelings for your little sister since the moment I saw her with Ghost,” I told him bluntly. I knew I needed to be upfront and honest with Brent about this. My VP and I had no kind of working relationship if he couldn’t trust me.

      His eyes widened in shock, and trust, not much shocked Brent these days—not with him serving time in the military and then being an integral part of my MC.

      “Jesus Christ, Judge,” he finally swore. He pushed his hand through his hair. “No wonder you didn’t have an issue with me bringing her here.”

      I shrugged. “I plan on making her mine, brother. I’m not looking for your approval because, frankly, I don’t give a fuck if I have it or not. But I’m being decent and letting you know.”

      Brent sighed, dropping into his chair at the table. “All I ask is that you don’t ruin her like Ghost just fucking did.”

      I nodded once, taking my seat at the head of the table, lighting up another cigarette as I did so. “Tell me what the hell happened,” I ordered.

      Brent scrubbed his hands down his face. “Ghost wanted me and Hatchet to work our shit out, and he found out that Jessa used to have feelings for Hatchet,” I shook my head. I already knew where this was going without him even having to tell me. The man had to be fucking blind to think Jessa had eyes for anyone but him now. “Ghost lost his shit, spewing some bullshit that he wouldn’t come second best to any man.” Brent shook his head. “She tried to get him to listen to her, but he said the one thing that would make her give up on fixing things—even though none of it was her fucking fault in the first place.”

      I cut my eyes to him, taking a drag off my cigarette. “Which was?” I asked when he remained silent.

      “Jessa was pregnant when she got thrown over that bridge, Judge,” Brent quietly told me. I clenched my jaw, anger pulsing through my veins. If I could bring those sons of bitches back to life, I would just so I could kill them myself for what they’d taken from her. “That combined with the really bad case of flu that she came down with afterward caused her to miscarry. She never knew she was pregnant, and neither did Ghost. But she felt the loss all the same.”

      “He said something about the baby.” It wasn’t a question.

      I clenched my jaw, my hands tightening into fists before I forced them to relax.

      “Yeah. He said, and I quote ‘fucking blessing you miscarried’.”

      “Jesus fucking Christ,” I swore. “No wonder she was so goddamn torn up.”

      Brent nodded. “She needs time, Judge,” he warned me. “I just ask that you give her time before you move in on her. Those two had something great together before Ghost fucked it all up. She’s hurting and deserves time to heal.”

      I shrugged. “I’ll give that woman all the fucking time she needs, brother, but I don’t think she’s going to need that much. Jessa has survived hell if she was with Jordan Yeller for years. She’s stronger than she looks.”

      Jordan Yeller was a sick, twisted son of a bitch that had trapped young, naïve girls by dating them, convincing them to move in with him before he locked them in a fucking basement for years inside of cages like dogs, using them whenever he pleased. And selling them out to others, who abused them the same way he did.

      I put my cigarette out in the ashtray and stood from the table, going upstairs to my own room. But before I did, I stopped at Jessa’s door and peeked inside, checking on her.

      She was silently crying in her sleep.

      I was conflicted. Did I try to console her and

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/redone2-savage-crows-mc-tx-and-mc-and-oc-5.jpg
&

AN MC ROMANCE

GHOST
SPIN-OFF

INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

T.0. SMITH





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





