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      For Riley, my reason for everything I do.

      

      For the readers who love seeing a man try to fight his feelings, only to fall so hard, they nearly crash and burn.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Note from the Author:

      

      
        Club Info

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

    

    
      
        Also by T.O. Smith

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note from the Author:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains elements that not all readers may find enjoyable. These include two men sharing one woman, pregnancy, preeclampsia, near-death experience, kidnapping, child abuse, graphic violence, murder, and a car accident.

      The MMC in this book is emotionally closed-off, growly, over the top, and very dominant.

      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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        Grim

      

      

      Alex was tapping his fingers on the table, which I knew meant we had a fucking problem. “We’ve got a cash shortage at Trixie’s,” he finally announced.

      Fucking hell. There was always a fucking problem somewhere. One day, I would call church, and hopefully, there wouldn’t be a single damn problem, but that would probably take a fucking miracle. And miracles didn’t happen to men like me.

      I looked at Scorpion. “Get into the cameras,” I ordered. “Need to know what the fuck happened and who the hell took it.” I looked back at Alex. “Need a list of Trixie’s employees.” Everyone was getting investigated until I got to the bottom of it. No one took advantage of her. Trixie was like a little sister to me, and I protected her as such, even if I knew Alex, her husband, was more than capable of taking care of her.

      He nodded once. “She’s already working on it.”

      “The garage?” I asked Grave. He ran our local garage, doing the mechanic work. It was one of the businesses we’d opened when the club voted to go legit. “Any issues?”

      “None, prez,” he assured me. “Shit’s running smoothly. Been having some people ask if we would do custom work. Been telling people I would bring it to your attention.”

      I looked at Scorpion. “You think you could handle that, brother? You do the best custom work out of everyone here. You could open a new shop with the club’s backing.” Scorpion, while a major tech geek, was also damn good at custom vehicle work. He didn’t do it much anymore, not since we’d been so busy with other shit, but I knew he never lost the skill. Besides, I also knew how much Scorpion hated working under other people. It was one of the reasons he stuck to himself most of the time.

      He shrugged. “Sounds fun to me.” He looked at Scab. “You in, brother? I know you’ve been wanting to do something like this for a while.”

      Scab shrugged his good shoulder. “Soon as my shit heals, yeah, I’m in.”

      Scab had taken two bullets a few months ago while trying to protect our woman, Katyushka. He’d recently had his second surgery on his shoulder, but recovery was taking a good while, and even after his shoulder healed, he still had to finish physical therapy. But we both knew that even with therapy, it wasn’t likely he’d get full range of motion back.

      Yet we both agreed it was a small price he’d paid to keep our woman safe.

      The chapel doors suddenly burst open, interrupting church, which was a fucking huge no-no. “What the fuck?!” I roared as I turned to face the door, my eyes widening when they landed on Katyushka. She knew not to burst into church, especially unannounced, and she never did. Didn’t matter if she was puking her guts up or bleeding all over the place—both of which had happened, the latter happening when she was opening a fucking can of spaghetti sauce. The woman could probably break a bone and still wait until I’d finished church to come to disturb me and Scab.

      Which meant something was definitely fucking wrong.

      Scab was already moving toward her when I shot out of my seat. She was too pale, and she was shaking. This woman had killed two men to save Scab without ever knowing him, and she’d faced me and the rest of the club when we all thought she was the enemy. She didn’t get shaken up like this.

      “What is it, baby?” Scab asked. “Talk to me, princess.”

      “They took Ian!” she wailed, tears streaming down her cheeks. I clenched my jaw, trying to contain my rage. “They took my baby!”

      I was by her side instantly, gripping her face in my hands as I forced her beautiful, blue eyes to meet mine. “I know you’re scared, but reel it in, Katyushka. Breathe and focus,” I commanded. Hysterics weren’t going to help this situation, and she couldn’t tell me what she knew if she was having a panic attack. I knew losing her son was goddamn terrifying—even my cold fucking heart was racing—but I needed her to calm down.

      “She needs to sit down, Grim,” Scab told me. “She’s going to have a panic attack.”

      My heart was thumping hard in my chest, but I had to be strong. I couldn’t give in to my emotions like she was, even if what I really wanted to do was burn down every fucking building until I found our son again.

      I led her to my chair and gently pushed her into it as I kneeled in front of her. “Sweet girl, look at me,” I commanded. Her teary eyes focused on mine. “I need you to tell me what the fuck happened.”

      “Alexei’s father—” she sucked in a ragged breath—“his men came in, tied me up to the dining room chair,” she choked out as she swiped at her cheeks with shaking hands. Scab kneeled on the other side of her and grabbed one of her hands in his. “They said they wanted Alexei’s heir—that his dad needed an heir to replace Alexei.” She hiccupped. “Ian is the only boy,” she cried. “They took him. Julian—the prospect—came to check on me and the baby like you ordered and found me.”

      “Fuck!” Scab roared as he lurched from the floor, his rage palpable. Thor gripped his good shoulder, holding him in place. When it came to Katyushka and our son, Scab didn’t give a damn about the rules or protocol. He did whatever the fuck he wanted, and it was both dangerous and lethal.

      “Rein it in, brother!” I barked at him. “Now is not the time to lose your fucking shit!”

      I looked at Alex, but he was already holding his phone up to his ear, talking rapidly to Copper. “Grim, what if—” Katyushka cried.

      “No,” I snapped at Katyushka, looking back at her. She sobbed, her entire body trembling so badly, my chair was shaking with her. “There are no fucking what-ifs,” I told her. “That will drive you fucking insane.” I leaned over her and grabbed her face in my hands, pressing my lips to hers in a hard kiss. “I will find Ian, sweet girl, and I will bring him home to you. We both will,” I promised as I looked over at Scab.

      His eyes were flat and cold, revealing the monster I knew that he never let loose, not unless someone fucked with the woman in front of me. And I also knew that he was feeling absolute murderous rage because our son was fucking taken. Didn’t matter that Ian wasn’t ours by blood. He was still ours. We were still his fathers, regardless of who his sperm donor was.

      “I’ll kill them all,” he swore as he pulled his phone from his pocket.

      “Scab, what the fuck are you doing?” I demanded as I stood up to my full height.

      “Calling in the one person that I know will get us what the fuck we want,” he told me. “I’m fucking calling Alejandro.”

      “No,” I snarled at him. Owing Alejandro was the last fucking thing Scab needed. He had no idea what kind of man Alejandro was. Katyushka’s hand tightly wrapped around mine, and when I chanced a glance at her, I saw the fear in her eyes—not just for Ian. No, she was now afraid of the mistake Scab was about to make. “You’re going to dig yourself into a fucking hole with him. He’s not a man you want to fucking owe, Scab.”

      He shrugged as he pointed his finger at Katyushka, who was still crying. “If it means she gets her son back, I’ll sell my goddamn soul to the fucking devil,” he warned me.

      “Our son!” I roared at him, finally losing my fucking cool, something I rarely ever did. “We have been there with Ian since the moment he was born just as much as she has been,” I reminded him.

      “Scab, don’t,” Katyushka choked out. “You don’t know the kind of man Alejandro is.”

      He moved from the room just as Alejandro answered the phone, ignoring both of us. “Fuck!” I shouted as I ripped my hand from Katyushka’s to thrust my hands through my hair.

      Alex gripped my arm to stop me from destroying something. “Whatever Scab is digging himself into, brother, we’re going in with him,” he told me. I swung my furious, dark eyes to his. “His feelings for Katyushka are different from yours—remember that. If Alexandra or Storm got taken, I would do the same thing he’s doing.”

      “We can handle this shit, Alex,” I reminded him. “We don’t fucking need Alejandro or the Mexican Cartel for this shit,” I growled.

      Alex shook his head at me. “If selling my soul to Alejandro Garcia would get the tortured look off of Trixie’s face, I would do it in a heartbeat with or without my president’s consent,” he told me honestly. I clenched my jaw. “So, yeah, you may not agree with it, Grim, but we all need to sell our souls with Scab.” He smirked wryly. “We couldn’t stay clean for long, brother. You know that. Our lives just don’t work like that.”

      “Christ,” I swore. I moved away from him and erased the distance between me and Katyushka once more. I lifted her into my arms and carried her out of the chapel. She linked her arms around my neck, her body shaking with her sobs. “Tell Scab to come find me when he gets done talking to Alejandro,” I ordered over my shoulder.

      When I got upstairs, I did the only thing that I knew to take Katyushka’s mind off of her torment—the only thing that I was good at with her. The only thing I ever managed to get right.

      “Grim,” she whimpered when I set her on her feet. She clutched at my cut, a panicked look in her eyes.

      I pressed my lips to hers. “I’m going to help you, sweet girl,” I soothed. “Just let me help you. I’m going to do my best to make this better for a little while.”

      I stripped her out of her clothes and laid her out on the bed, moving over her. She grabbed my face in her hands, her eyes swimming with tears. “I love you,” she whispered.

      I groaned softly. “Sweet girl, you know I can’t—” I couldn’t say those words to her, couldn’t return everything she so freely gave me. I wasn’t that kind of man. I wasn’t sure if I ever could be. I’d been cold and detached for so fucking long that love felt so goddamn out of touch. I wasn’t sure if I even knew what it felt like.

      “I know,” she whispered. She swallowed thickly. “I just wanted you to know that. I love you. You’re a great dad, and I know that whatever happens, you’ll get our baby back,” she told me, her voice cracking on multiple words.

      With that, she leaned up and pressed her lips to mine. With a soft groan, I slid inside of her, taking her mind off of her torment, even if it was only for a tiny bit of time.
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        Katyushka

      

      

      Trixie held my hand tightly in hers as the clubhouse doors opened, revealing Alejandro Garcia—the man of most people’s nightmares. I knew him from my time as Alexei’s woman, back when my life had not been my own and I’d been abused for years. Alejandro and I had history. I’d lashed out at him when I thought he was going to hurt me, but he’d only been concerned with giving me a safe space for the night.

      He strode into the building like he owned the place, not a single fleeting expression on his face or in his eyes. The man was like the devil himself, and you had better be ready to sell your soul if you called him for help.

      And that was basically what Scab was preparing to do.

      Joey—the president of the Sons of Hell—his VP, Ink, and his Sergeant at Arms, Whiler, strode in behind him. I drew in a deep, shaky breath, reminding myself that though Alejandro was an asshole through and through, he had a soft spot for me. He felt sorry for the young girl that had been trapped under a tyrant’s thumb. He wouldn’t hurt my men. I trusted him to not take advantage of them either.

      But that didn’t make his presence any less nerve-wracking.

      Grim stepped out of the chapel, his eyes flat and cold as he faced Alejandro. “Everyone is in the chapel,” he said. “I
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