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Angus, younger brother to Kyle MacKenny, President of the Loyal Rebels MC, is a computer hacker. There’s almost no system built that he can’t infiltrate. His skills have been used on more than one occasion to help the MC and his family members.

Angus is smart, handsome, and not interested in love.

But when a friend from the dark web reaches out, he can’t say no.

Tula has been online friends with Angus for a couple of years. He has always been there to help her and she him. They have never met. But when she stumbles into a deadly world of bioweapons and murder, he’s the first one she turns to.

Will they be able to work together and stop a terrorist attack? 

Or will they both be blindsided by the deception that surrounds them?

––––––––
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From USA Today Bestselling Author Kathleen Kelly comes book four in her MacKenny Brothers series.
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It’s been over twelve months since you’ve been gone.

I miss you every day.

This one’s for you, Grace.

“∞ + 1”
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Blurb

Dedication
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There are six MacKenny Brothers. 

I’m Angus, computer hacker extraordinaire. There’s not a firewall built I can’t take down. But I’ve upset someone, someone important, and I do not know who. 

My only course in life is to keep my family safe. They are all that matter to me, and we’ve all been through so much. 

Together, we can overcome anything that crosses our paths, and if I’d known what was going to happen by meeting an online acquaintance, I probably would have run a mile. With my brothers’ help, I know we’ll be okay. We all run in different circles but have managed to stay close and in contact. 

There’s Kyle, President of the Loyal Rebels MC, Sean, who’s VP in the Loyal Rebels MC, Maddock an accountant, Jamie a farmer, and Lochlan, a male model and real estate mogul, and with a lot of luck, we just might get out of this alive, but we’ll never be together again...
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Angus

It’s late as I sit on the park bench waiting for Landru to arrive. To say she’s cautious is an understatement. Kyle, my brother, said this meet sounded like a bad romance movie. Landru asked to meet in this park at night. She said I’d know her as she’d wear a scarf and have a flower in her hair. 

Jesus, Kyle is right. It is a bad romance movie. 

Landru left specific instructions to meet her here on this particular bench and she’d find me. We’ve been online chatting back and forth for over two years. I don’t know her real name, nor does she know mine. It was our hacker handles that drew us together. 

I’m a huge Star Trek fan, and on the dark web, I go by Archon. Landru is from the original series, a computer program that was left on a planet, and Archon was the race that left it there. We were destined for each other. I smile to myself. 

I’ve spoken to her on the phone a few times, but she’s never wanted to meet. Kyle needed information, and I knew Landru could get it for us. Usually, we trade information, but this time she said she wanted a date.

The danger of meeting a fellow hacker is that they could be a fifty-year-old man with a penchant for younger men. Even though we’ve spoken, she could’ve used a voice changer, which is easily available, believe me. 

I don’t date. Sometimes I hook up with the Loyal Rebels MC’s women if they aren’t spoken for. Most of the club girls are readily available, and the fact I’m the president’s brother makes it more than easy for me to find a willing partner. 

My blood brothers are the only people I’m close to. I live a solitary existence. More than once, I’ve asked to join the MC, but Kyle always says no, even though I’ve proven myself useful to them. Kyle doesn’t want his family hurt, but not being in the MC hurts me more than his desire to keep me safe. I need to belong. I need more than my brothers and my computers.

In my world, I risk-assess everything. All I do is well thought out and calculated down to the last detail. My family thinks I’m the town clown, but out in the real world, nothing much gets past me. This last year I’ve taken self-defense classes and weapons training, mostly in handguns. I’m a pretty good shot, and the training has bulked me up. I’m not like my brother, Sean, who’s muscly. I’m leaner but wiry with muscle definition. The classes were more for Kyle than myself. I wanted him to know I’ll do whatever it takes to become part of the MC. He’s had a lot going on of late, so I haven’t pushed the issue, but I will try again soon.

An older woman walks toward me. She’s pushing a shopping cart, no scarf or flower in her hair, and if this is Landru, she’s taken the disguise to a whole new level. I can smell her from twenty feet away.

The woman stops. “You got any money?” I shake my head. “It’s not safe in here at night. You never know who’s around. You sure you don’t got no change?”

I pull my pockets out of my black jeans and shake my head. “Nothing.”

The woman harrumphs at me and continues to push her cart further into the park. I watch her until I can’t see her anymore, then stand and tuck my pockets back in. I’m dressed from head to toe in black. Pulling up my hoodie, I cover my head and sit back on the bench. 

Landru is late.

Movement to my left catches my eye. There’s a woman, and from this distance, she appears petite, maybe five foot two. There’s a scarf around her neck, and as she gets closer, she has a beanie on with a blue flower on the side of it. I stand, and she frowns at me. Glancing down, I make sure I look presentable and my zipper isn’t undone.

When I look back up, she’s in front of me. “I thought you’d be shorter.”

“I thought you’d be taller.”

“Archon?”

I nod. “Landru?”

She smiles, and her entire face radiates with joy. Landru has short black hair, and I can see hints of blue from under the beanie. Her face is white with way too much black makeup. It’s funny with all our conversations, I didn’t picture her as a goth.

Extending my arm toward the bench, I say, “Please sit.”

Landru has a backpack on. She takes it off and sits next to it. I sit next to her with my leg bent and resting on the bench, so I can face her.

“So, we finally meet.”

Landru smiles again. “Yeah. Did everything work out for your brother?”

“I didn’t say it was for my brother.”

Landru smiles and nods. “No, I guess you didn’t.” She fiddles with a ring on her thumb, the only sign she’s nervous. “It worked out, though, didn’t it?”

“Yeah, it did.” I pull my hoodie down. “Why’d you want to meet?”

Landru laughs. “Don’t you think it’s about time?”

I raise both eyebrows and shake my head. “You know how this works. We don’t meet. We have a mutual appreciation for the things we do, and we help each other out once in a while.” I shake my head. “But a real-world meet? We don’t do that unless we have to. So, are you just hard up for a date, or is there a problem we need to discuss?”

The smile falls from her face, and she looks down at her hands. Landru takes a deep breath and reaches into her backpack. “Archon, you better be the good guy I think you are. I need your help. I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do with this.” She hands me a flash drive. 
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Angus

A noise like a loud mosquito buzzes past me, and Landru jerks, her hand flying up to her neck. Blood pours down her front, and her face contorts in pain, but she makes no sound. I pick her up and throw her to the ground as a bullet splinters the bench where I was sitting, sending wooden fragments into the air.

“Keep the pressure on your neck,” I growl as I try to ascertain where the shots are coming from. 

Do I run?

Am I the target?

I can’t stay here.

My only choice is to get the hell out of this park. Scooping Landru up in my arms, I run. The ground is uneven, and I stumble my way through the park, trying to keep to the trees and cover. The impact of bullets around me makes me run even faster. Glancing down at Landru’s face, I see fear in her pretty blue eyes.

“We’re almost there. Hang on.”

If I keep going, I’ll be out in the open. Glancing down at the woman in my arms, she has her hands around her throat, and blood oozes between her fingers. There’s no choice but to keep running. Quickly glancing at my surroundings, there doesn’t appear to be anyone on the street, and at this point, I have no choice. Landru needs to get to a hospital. Bolting for the back of my van, I prop Landru up against it while I open one of the back doors. She weighs next to nothing as I pick her up again. I slam the door open and lay her on the mattress in the back of it. There’s an old hoodie of mine on the floor, so I hold it to her neck. 

“Keep the pressure on, or you’ll bleed out.” 

Her eyes are wide with fear. 

“You’ll be fine,” I offer to keep her calm. 

Landru opens her mouth, but nothing comes out. A tear slides down the side of her face. Not knowing what to say or do, I nod at her and climb into the front of my van.

With blood on my hands and covering the front of me, I start the engine. Giving little thought to my direction, I zig-zag through the city. No headlights follow me, but my paranoia is in overdrive, so I pull up in an alley and check my mirrors. No one approaches the van. Everything is quiet except for the blood pumping in my veins and my internal narrative.

Am I safe?

What the fuck did she get me into?

Will Landru live long enough to tell me?

I’m about two blocks from the nearest hospital, but I need to make sure Landru is still alive.

Climbing into the back of the van, I check on her. Her hands are at her throat, but her eyes are closed. My hands tremble as I check for a pulse. 

“Thank God,” I whisper as I find a steady beat. 

There is a lot of blood on my mattress, and the hoodie feels like it is soaked through. Climbing back into the driver’s seat, I continue to the hospital. Not knowing who is after us, I don’t park in the emergency parking bay. Instead, I choose to park on the street.

Killing the engine, I climb back to Landru and open the back doors. Her eyes flutter, so I know she’s still with me. Her white makeup is smeared with blood making her look like a barely breathing corpse. The urge to wipe it all away and reveal the woman beneath sweeps over me, but there’s no time. Quickly, I pick her up, putting an arm under her head and her knees, hoping I’m not doing any more damage to her body than has already been done. 

Awkwardly, I exit the van, kick the doors shut, and carry her into the hospital. The nurse behind the counter takes one look at me and comes running.

“I need help!” she yells, and another man rushes over with a gurney.

“I found her in the park.” I tenderly lay her on the makeshift bed.

“Wait here,” orders the nurse as she and the man take Landru away. 
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Angus

With blood on my hands, I stumble toward the desk and wait for someone to talk to me. The emergency room is filled with people. The nurses behind their glass wall all either look frazzled or tired. A few glance my way, but most ignore me. 

I rest my bloody hands on the counter and take a deep breath. 

I got lucky. 

Any one of those bullets could have taken me out. 

Looking up toward the ceiling, my eyes land on a corner mirror. It shows the entrance to the emergency room. Two men are standing there, and they look as though they’re methodically searching the room. Both are in black suits with a bulge under their left arms, so I know they are armed. My guess—Feds. 

The nurse who whisked Landru away approaches me from behind the glass. “The woman you brought in was shot.”

“Oh my God, really?” Staring down at my blood-covered hands, I gag. “Is there a bathroom close by?”

She points to the left. “Follow the hall. You’ll see it on the left. Make sure you come back here.”

I nod and keep my hands over my mouth as I walk quickly toward the bathroom. Once I’m out of the nurse’s sight and the men in black, I increase my speed until I’m outside in the fresh air, then run back to my van. 

My only thought is to get to safety. 

Safety for me is my family. 

Keeping to the backstreets and ensuring I’m not being followed, I eventually pull into the MC compound. It’s late, so no one is around. Climbing into the back of my van, blood is everywhere. Reaching into my jeans pocket, I pull out the flash drive. The sound of a Harley parking next to my van causes me to open the back doors an inch.

“Burning the midnight oil?” asks Cutter with a grin.

“Cutter, I-I need your help.”

Opening the door wide, the inside light comes on. Cutter’s face goes hard, the grin replaced with concern.

“What the fuck?”

“It’s not mine.”

A grin sweeps across his face. If it weren’t for Kyle vouching for him, I’d have serious concerns. Cutter has a vicious streak, but it’s more than that. His moral compass is broken. He’d do anything for Kyle and the MC, but if he had to go through a person, a family, hell, a group of elderly women to protect us, he would.

“Who’s is it?”

“Remember the date I had to go on?”

He nods. “Yeah.”

“It’s hers.”

Cutter looks inside the van, his lips turning down. “Where is she?”

“I dropped her at the emergency room at Saint Michael’s.”

Cutter stares at me with a grin and an evil glint in his eyes. “Did you do it?” He looks almost gleeful.

“Of course I didn’t do it.”

Cutter shrugs as though my answer doesn’t matter to him. “Good. Give me the keys.” I stare at him dumbfounded. Cutter clicks his fingers in front of my face. “The keys, now,” he growls.

Moving to the front of the van, I pull them out of the ignition and toss them to him.

“Okay, good. Now, take off all your clothes and leave them in the van.”

“Why?”

Cutter grins. “I’m going to take care of this. I need to torch your van.”

Dammit! I love my van. It’s the perfect place to sleep, conduct business, and unlike a permanent home, I can pick up and leave at the drop of a hat.

“What?”

“My only priority is you. So, do as I say and take off your clothes.”

Stripping off all my clothing, I slip the flash drive into the palm of my hand. Right at this moment, I don’t want to share it with anyone. When I’m done, I get out of the van and put my hands over my genitals.

Cutter laughs. “Go inside and take a long hot shower. Pour a whole bottle of bleach down the drain when you’re done. Scrub with bleach under your fingernails. We don’t want any DNA to come back and bite you on the ass.” I nod at him. “You got your laptop?”

I nod at the front of the van. “Yeah, it’s on the front seat.” 

Opening the passenger side door, I pull it out and hand it to Cutter. He looks it over, inside and out.

“It doesn’t look like it’s got blood on it, but wipe it down with bleach. If you have any blood on it, torch it, you got me?” 

“Y-yes.”

Cutter moves to the driver’s side door. “In the meantime, find out what you can about your date. Do your thing.” Cutter gestures toward my laptop. “Don’t tell anyone what’s happened. Keep your mouth shut until I get back.”

“Okay. Thanks, Cutter.”

He grins at me like a kid about to have fun. “You’re family, and it’s what I do.”

Standing in the compound’s parking lot, I watch him drive away until I can’t see the brake lights of my van anymore, then I walk into the clubhouse. No one is in the main room, save for a lone figure asleep on the pool table, so I keep going until I reach Kyle’s room. 

Placing the laptop on his dresser, I walk into the bathroom. Under the sink are two bottles of bleach. Maybe my brother has had to do this before? I turn on the shower, take a bottle of bleach in with me, and do what I need to do.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​

[image: ]




[image: A picture containing logo

Description automatically generated]

Cutter

I’m driving the van out into the middle of nowhere, and the tires seem to find every rut and hole in the rough surface as I bump along at a moderate speed. I’ve done this kind of thing before—arson. Even as a kid, I’d become proficient at stealing cars and torching them, so they leave no evidence. Once I got asked to do one for an insurance job. 

Helping the MacKenny clan is a dream come true. This MC isn’t the first I’ve been in, but it’s the first that hasn’t kicked me to the curb when I show my true self. My thinking is, if I can keep in Kyle’s good books, they’ll keep me, demons and all. 

The damn thing lurches to the side, and my head bangs against the driver’s side window. Swearing to myself, I turn the engine off and get out of the van. The wheel is stuck in a deep hole, and it’s not going any further. I pull my cell out of my pocket and dial another MC member—Bags.

He answers, his voice groggy as though I’ve woken him. “This had better be fucking good.”

“I need your help.”

“Call someone else, Cutter.”

“You owe me, Bags. Besides, it’ll be fun, I promise.”

“Somehow, I think your idea of fun and mine are two separate things.”

“Are you coming or what?”

Bags’ groan is his only response. 

“Bags?”

“Yeah, yeah.” He sighs. “Where are you?”

“Bring a car.”

“You don’t want to ride bitch?”

“No, I want to check out something on the way back, and I don’t want to be noticed.”

“I’m not a fucking taxi service.”

“No, but you do care about the MC, so get your ass out here.”

“Where’s here?”

“The old dirt road off Highway 5, just past the first-mile marker. Be careful, it’s a rough ride, and I’ve managed to drive into the world’s biggest fucking pothole.”

Bags laughs. “See you when I get there.”

“Yeah, don’t take all fucking night.”
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I can see headlights in the distance as Bags makes his slow drive toward me, bumping up and down on the rough surface. The stench of gasoline permeates the air as I’ve already doused the van. When it’s finished burning, it’ll be nothing but a frame and ashes. Flicking my lighter, it sparks to life on the first go. Lighting a rag, I throw it into the back of the van and shut the doors. Smiling to myself, I turn my back on it, knowing it’ll be a spectacular fire show and one I don’t want to be too close to when it goes up with an almighty blast. Then I walk toward the headlights.

Opening the passenger side door, I get in and glance at Bags. He’s staring straight ahead at the van.

“What the fuck?”

I grin and look in the same direction as the van explodes, sending a fireball into the air.

“Was that Angus’ van?” Bags’ mouth is hanging open, and his eyebrows are raised.

I shrug. “Yeah, he needed some help.”

Bags shakes his head. “He’s going to kill you.”

I chuckle, and Bags stares at me in disbelief. “Nah, he’s going to thank me, just wait and see.” I clap my hands together. “You need to take me to Saint Michael’s.”

“The church?”

I laugh louder. “No, the hospital.”

Bags gives me the once over. “You hurt?”

“No, not me. I need to check on someone.”

With a grunt and thankfully no more conversation, Bags turns the car around, and we drive back down the dirt road. The back of Angus’ van had a lot of blood seeped into the mattress. I’ll be surprised if the person whose blood it belonged to is still alive, but in the interests of keeping myself ingratiated with the MacKenny’s, I’m going to check.
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Bags parks in the hospital’s parking lot, turns off the engine, and stares at me. “What now?”

“I’m going to see what I can see. I’ll only be fifteen, twenty minutes tops. Wait for me.”

“Yeah, ’cause I don’t have anything better to do in the early hours of the morning but wait on you.”

“Sarcasm is the lowest form of wit.” 

Bags shrugs. “Sue me.”

Shaking my head, I shrug off my cut and get out of the car. It’s a short walk into the ER. Even at this hour, it’s a madhouse. Walking past the line of people, I go up to the window.

“Hello, ma’am? A girl got brought in here a couple of hours ago. I think it’s my sister, Joyce. They said she’d been shot? Could you tell me where she is?”

She looks up at me. I have my best concerned look on my face.

“Ma’am?” I say again in a pleading tone.

“She’s up on floor three in the ICU.”

“Thank you!”

I run for the doors, and she taps on the glass and yells, “Wait! What’s your name?”

“Thank you!” I yell as the doors to the elevator open, and I slip into the small space.

She throws her hands up in resignation, and then I watch as she picks up a telephone handset, her eyes glued to me as the doors close. To be safe, I get out on the second floor and find the stairs. Peering through the glass panel on the third floor, I can see a man in a black suit positioned in front of the door. He turns his head, and I can see an earpiece in his ear. Whoever he is, he’s not hospital security. To be safe, I continue up to the fourth floor, then get the elevator back down to the third. Another man in a black suit is standing next to the elevators.

“Excuse me, sir?”

“Is this the maternity ward?”

He glances at me. “No.”

“Oh, right. My wife... you see? I’m all over the place.”

With no expression on his face, he looks back at me. “Try another floor. This is the ICU.”

I retreat back into the elevator. “Right! Thank you.”

He doesn’t even bother to acknowledge my presence any further. As I look further down the hall, I see another man in a black suit standing outside a room. That has to be where Angus’ friend is located.
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Walking back into the clubhouse, Angus is sitting at a table, his laptop in front of him. There’s also a bottle of whiskey and an empty glass next to it. Picking up the bottle, I pour myself a drop and sit down opposite him. Bags saunters in and sits at the table too. 

“He torched your van,” states Bags as he nods in my direction.

“Fucking rat,” I mumble.

Bags shakes his head and stares at Angus. He’s dressed in his brother’s clothes—a Black Sabbath T-shirt and a pair of jeans, no shoes.

“It’s okay, Bags. I knew he was going to do it.”

“Insurance scam?”

Angus shakes his head. “Destroying evidence.”

Bags laughs. “What did you do, kill someone?”

“No, I didn’t kill anyone.”

The smile falls off Bags’ face as he looks at me. Usually, Bags is a happy guy, but right now, as his eyes drill into mine, I understand why no one messes with him—a dangerous streak hides underneath. 

Holding up my hands, I lean back into my chair, the wood creaking in protest. “I didn’t kill anyone either.”

“I swear to God, Cutter, if you’ve gotten him mixed up in something, no one will be able to help you.”

Lowering my hands, I purse my lips together and nod. “You think you can take me?”

“Enough,” orders Angus. “I met a girl in the park, and someone shot her. Cutter was helping me. He had nothing to do with anything apart from helping me get rid of my van.”

Bags sighs and stares at me. “Ring Kyle.”

Angus shakes his head. “This has nothing to do with Kyle.”

Bags stands so quickly, his chair topples over with a loud thud on the floor, and he points at me. “You used his favorite psychopath, so he needs to know.”

“Aww shucks, Bags, I didn’t know you cared.”

Most of the MC members don’t understand me and have no idea why Kyle keeps me around. It’s not hard to figure out. I do the things the others can’t or won’t do. Bags calling me a psychopath isn’t insulting. I wear it as a badge of honor.

Bags sneers down at me. “You get things done for the club, and that’s good. This...” he points between Angus and me, “... this could blow back on us. We’ve had enough bad shit to last us a lifetime. You should’ve called Kyle and gone through the fucking right channels, but no...” Bags stands taller, crossing his arms over his chest, “... no, you had to be the big man on campus, didn’t you, Cutter?”

Angus shuts his laptop and stands. “It wasn’t like that, Bags. I met this girl in a park. Someone tried to kill her and me. She got hit, I took her to the hospital but noticed suits... fucking Feds, so I ran. I came here, and Cutter helped me. There’s no conspiracy. He was trying to do me a solid.”

“You sure they weren’t after you?” I ask Angus.

He looks down at his hands, splaying them out in front of himself. Slowly, his eyes come back to us. “No. It might have been meant for me, but they shot her first, so...”

Bags nods, keeping his arms folded, then he rocks his head from side to side as though he’s thinking about something. “I’m calling Kyle.”

“Wait,” pleads Angus. “It’s still early. At least give him until the sun comes up.”

Bags has one of those old-school watches with a leather cover over it. I sometimes think he wears it because he thinks it’s cool. He flips the leather patch off it and grunts.

“Two hours. I’m ringing him at six. You best sort out your stories before then.”

I chuckle. “Bags, you ain’t listening. Angus told you what happened. It was the truth of it. I was only trying to help.” I stand and put a hand on Angus’ shoulder. “Don’t want our boy here facing a murder rap, do we?”

Bags harrumphs and walks away, then over his shoulder, he repeats, “Two hours.”

I wait until he’s out of the room. “Fucker. He’s never liked me.” I sit back down, and the chair makes its usual creaking protest. “What did you find out?”

“You went to the hospital?”

For whatever reason, Angus doesn’t want to tell me what he knows. Maybe it’s Bags’ glowing recommendation, maybe he doesn’t trust me, or perhaps he wants to keep his cards close to his chest.

I fold my hands together on the table and lean forward. “Yeah, she’s in ICU, and there are at least three suits on the ward. Gotta be Feds.”

Angus nods. “Yeah, that’s what I thought.”

“So, what are you going to do?”

Angus sits. “Cutter, I appreciate you looking out for me.” I nod. “I’m going to call Sean. He’s ex-military and will know what to do.”

Sean is Angus’ older brother and VP in the Loyal Rebels MC. If Bags thinks I’m a psychopath, he should take a good look at Sean.
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Angus

Cutter left me alone once he knew I was calling Sean. The flash drive has a lot of information on it regarding military operations overseas, mostly in third-world countries, and something about medical procedures. There’s a lot of information to sift through. It had layers of encryption, and I’ve only glimpsed at some of the data stored on it. Whatever Landru found, it’s not good. Calling Sean was a smart move as he still has many friends in the armed forces.
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