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Dedication
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First and foremost, I thank my husband, Tom, for standing beside me while writing this book. With you, all my fears and worries drifted away. You made me feel confident about my writing.

With great thanks, this book is also dedicated to my friends and readers who kept encouraging me! 

Thank you to my excellent PA, Amanda! The work you do for me is important and so appreciated. You go above and beyond daily.

Thank you to my beta readers, Dana, Carmen, Joy, and Zhalia. Thank you for always being so supportive.

Thank you to my editor, Everly, at Bell Ames Designs! Your commitment and professionalism mean more than you know.

A special thanks to my daughter, Tracie, for helping me with some California laws.

I thank my reader’s group for naming the Officers for the Merciless Few MC, Colorado Chapter! Diane S., Joy J., Carmen F., Ashley M., Michelle H., Tiffany M., Ashley M., Dena B., Susan O., and Linda M.

Thank you, Joy and Tom, for helping me with motorcycle club information!

My friend Steve had actually made the commercial proposal when he proposed to his girlfriend. 


If You Believe in Yourself,

Anything Is Possible
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[image: image-placeholder]






Cage: Cages are conventional vehicles. Passenger vehicles provide protective “cages” for their passengers.

Colors: A distinguishable set of patches and emblems worn on the back of vests by members of a motorcycle club. The emblems may also be called “patches,” “rags,” or “cuts.” Club Colors are differentiated from organizational patches by the “MC.”

Cut: The leather jacket or vest that members of a club wear, usually with the club’s insignia embroidered onto the back and various patches sewn on.

Leathers: Leathers are the leather gear bikers wear, such as jackets, chaps, and gloves. They’re protective, and they look awesome.

Old lady / Ol’ lady: Wife or steady girlfriend. Has nothing to do with her age.

One-percenter: A club that is involved with illegal activity.

MC: Motorcycle club

Patch: This can refer to the patch on a biker’s cut, or the verb—as in, getting patched in, meaning being accepted as a member.

Patch holder: A full member of a motorcycle club

Property patch: Worn to signify that the wearer is the Ol’ lady of a club member. Some property patch wearers feel that this is a security blanket; as long as they have a patch holder’s name on their back, no one will bother them, wherever they may be.

Road name: A name given to you by your brothers or club or because of something you’ve done that makes you stand out. A nickname. 

Patch bunnies: Patch bunnies are women who hang out around the club and will hook up with any/all members. Sometimes their goal is to become property; however, it is somewhat unlikely to achieve getting a property patch after sleeping with multiple members of the club. Depending on the club and/or member, these types of women may be referred to as: sweetbutts, pass arounds, turn outs, patch bunnies, bike hoppers, patch whore, club bunny, lay, club slut (this is not a full list, there're tons of terms that mean the same thing as these).
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President

The President is the Chairman of the executive committee and also the Chief Executive Officer (CEO) of the chapter. All matters between the club and any outside organization, business or other persons are brought to the President for him to take action on. The President acts as a personal representative of the club and is able to judge items that are not in the chapter’s rules. He is a liaison between other motorcycle clubs, public relations, and law enforcement. He represents the club in any business contracts and promotes the club life among members and family members.

Vice President

The Vice-President supervises plans for club events and coordinates the committees. He also relays information between the President and the Members of the chapter. Any questions, comments, or concerns of other committee members are brought to the Vice-President’s attention. The Vice-President is the second in command underneath the President and he assumes all the duties of the President in his absence. 

Enforcer

The Enforcer makes certain that the club laws and rules are followed by all members. He protects all of the patch holders and protects the club’s reputation in any conflict. The Enforcer assists all members of the club in combat of any sort, including any weapons or fist fights.

Treasurer

The Treasurer keeps all the financial records of the club. He collects the income from all operations and is responsible for paying all the bills or expenses of the club while keeping written records. The Treasurer collects all dues and fines from the club’s members.

Secretary/Historian

The Secretary is responsible for keeping all of the club records, written reports, and correspondence between outside organizations. He calls role at the committee meetings and takes notes on each meeting. He is also responsible for notifying any members of special meeting times and dates other than the normally scheduled meetings. The Secretary is in charge of telling any members of an election or appointment if it was made while they were not present at a meeting. He maintains the constitution of the club, noting any changes to it, and handles all written club correspondence.

Road Captain

The Road Captain plans all club runs and tells the Secretary of the plans for a run in advance. When he is on a run, he is the ranking officer if the President and Vice-President are not present and therefore leads the club formation on the ride. If the President is on the run, the Road Captain rides at the front of the group with the President. He is in charge of enforcing all club rules while on a run and he chooses a supervisor for maintenance on all the club vehicles while on a run.

SGT at Arms

The SGT at Arms makes certain to uphold all the laws and rules of the club. He ensures that all the orders are carried out as quickly as possible, and he keeps order at all club events. If he sees any member acting in a way not supported by the Club, he reports it. The SGT at Arms is in charge of stripping patches and colors from members who are removed from the club by retiring, resigning, or being impeached or expelled. The SGT at Arms defends and protects the club members and prospects and is directly responsible for their security and safety. He keeps records of data that relates to the club security. If he sees any threat or perceived threat to the club in any manner, he will bring it to the attention of the President for appropriate actions. The SGT at Arms keeps the club’s firearms and weapons in safekeeping.

Member

A Member is also called a Patch Member or a Rider. Members have earned their patch after graduating from a Prospect. They have the right to wear the club's colors and attend club meetings. Some clubs call them Patches.

Prospect

A Prospect is a person who would like to join the club but still needs to earn his patch. The patch members direct a Prospect to do certain duties that vary and supervise him to make certain they are completed. A Prospect does not have voting rights, as they are not a member of the club. A Prospect may guard all the bikes while the club is in a meeting. Prospects try their best to follow all club rules and prove that they are worthy of being a club member and earning a patch. Prospects may be dealt menial tasks and have to endure some level of hazing by the club members. Some clubs allow Prospects to wear the club name on the rear of their cut, or vest, but without the full logo of the club. Prospects are voted in the club and must pledge his loyalty to the club and all the members to receive his patch
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The cleaning crew left an hour ago. Riker was alone in the office, standing at the shredder. He slipped page after page of the original ledger into the shredder. He had already replaced it with the newly doctored ledger. If he were lucky, no one would know about the missing money for weeks. 

When Stone, the president of the Colorado Chapter of the Merciless Few Motorcycle Club, discovered the books were changed, all the evidence would point to the mousy little bookkeeper, Harper. Riker would be relaxing on a sunny beach in Mexico with Margo snuggled up next to him. His old lady would have been told he died in a motorcycle crash.

Harper was a pain in his ass. Riker had been skimming money from the club funds for the past two years. When Deli, the vice president, hired Harper last month, he knew his time was up. It wouldn’t take long for her to discover he was skimming. He bought a duplicate ledger and began setting Harper up to take the fall. The forty thousand dollars wouldn’t last long, but he could get a new identity cheap and fast in Mexico. In a year, he and Margo could return to America.

Five minutes later, he was done. Riker dumped the shredded papers into the bag he had brought with him. He would take the bag to the safe house and burn them in the fireplace. He locked the office door behind him and headed out to the parking lot. The rental car was parked on the far end where the light had been busted out earlier. It was rented under an alias, so there was no way to trace it back to him.

As he passed the cluster of bushes lining the walkway, Riker thought he saw movement from the corner of his eye. As he stepped off the curb, he was struck in the back of his head and fell. He rolled from his back to his knees to try to stand, but a strong pair of arms slid through his and pulled him up. His arms were held behind his back; he was practically helpless. 

Stepping from the shadows was a man he didn’t recognize. He wore the colors of a notorious biker gang. As the stranger stepped closer, the streetlight illuminated him better. The patch he wore above his breast on his cut didn’t match the notorious gang’s colors after all. 

“Who are you?” Riker demanded.

The stranger punched him in the gut. Riker gasped for air. If he hadn’t been held up, he would have fallen.

“Cat got your tongue?” Riker sassed.

That earned him a punch in the nose. Riker felt the blood trickle down his mouth and along his chin. He tried to twist out of the grip on his arms, but that only earned him another gut punch.

“Hold him tighter,” the man snapped.

Riker tried to fling his head back to hit the other guy’s face, but the man twisted and avoided most of the blow. The grunt from behind him let Riker know he had made a little contact. 

“Where’s the dough?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about?” Riker lied.

The stranger made eye contact with the man holding Riker and nodded. The man put Riker in a chokehold. 

“I have a mole inside the Merciless Club bar. They’ve seen the bartender slip part of the money into his pocket. Then later, the bartender slips it to you,” the stranger explained. “I will ask one more time. Where is the dough?”

“What club do you belong to? Your patch doesn’t match any I’m familiar with.” Riker ignored his question.

“We’re what you might call an independent outlaw motorcycle club,” the man holding Riker explained. “Your money is going to help support us.”

“Shut it, asshole! He doesn’t need to know anything. The only thing pretty boy needs to do is to tell us where the money is.”

“Don’t call me an asshole, Viper. You’re the asshole. We wouldn’t have been kicked out if you kept your dick out of the president’s old lady.”

“I think you two have some things to work out. Why don’t you let me go while you work on your issues,” Riker deadpanned.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Viper said as the other man began to loosen his grip.

“Letting him go like he said.”

“Dumbass, he’s not in charge here; I am,” Viper snapped.

Before Riker could make a move, Viper pulled a knife on him. He froze.

The man holding Riker shifted his weight to get a firm grip on his throat again. Viper moved closer and put the blade’s edge on the right of Riker’s forehead above his eye. Riker hissed at the pain. He felt the blood trickle down and into his eye as Viper continued to cut. 

“You’re going to pay for that,” Riker swore.

“Tell us where the money is,” Viper demanded.

“I thought you weren’t going to ask me after the last time you asked me,” Riker taunted.

Viper slashed along Riker’s forehead, then moved the blade to his throat.

“Okay! Alright, I’ll tell you,” Riker cried out as Viper pressed the blade to his neck. “It’s in the trunk of my car. I was splitting tonight.”

“Keys.”

“In my right pocket,” Riker replied.

Viper nodded to his partner. Riker felt the other man dig for the keys. As soon as he tossed him the keys, Viper slit Riker’s throat, and the other man dropped him.

As he lay on the ground bleeding out, Riker heard the sound of feet running away. He knew Viper and his partner were leaving him there to die. He heard two beeps, then the popping sound of the trunk door latch as it released. He assumed the sound echoed because it was deathly silent, and that’s why he could hear it all. 

Less than a minute later, he heard the car doors open and close, then the engine came to life. The tires squealed as the car sped across the parking lot. Viper probably stole the rental car. 

Riker had left the burner cell phone in the car. He couldn’t call Margo or anyone for help. Riker’s breath slowed with his heartbeat. His vision dimmed.

“Momma? Is that you?” Riker asked on his final breath.

[image: image-placeholder]Harper hated being late. Her car decided today was the day not to start. She fussed with it for five minutes before admitting she had no idea what she was doing. She knew how to put gas in her car, but that was it. Mechanics did everything from changing a flat to an oil change.

The Lyft driver got her to the Merciless Club parking lot quickly. As promised, she gave him an extra twenty dollars before she exited the vehicle. She was busy fussing with her purse and the stacks of folders as she made her way to the sidewalk. As she rounded the corner of the bushes, her foot slid. Looking down, she saw something red before she saw the body.

Harper’s father ran a funeral home, so she grew up seeing dead bodies. Curious about who was dead, she walked around until she saw the face.

“Oh, Riker.”

Harper’s breath caught in her throat momentarily when she recognized Riker. She didn’t care much for the man, but no one deserved to be killed and left out in the elements. 

“Who did you piss off this time?”

Harper looked around the parking lot but didn’t see his motorcycle. There was no other vehicle in the lot. She placed the stack of papers on the ground, pulled her cell phone out of her purse, and froze.

Who should she call? The Merciless Few weren’t an outlaw club, but they didn’t like having the police poking around. Maybe she should call Stone and let him deal with it all. She pulled up her contacts and pressed call.

“Yeah,” Stone said.

“Stone, this is Harper. I found Riker’s body lying on the sidewalk leading to the club door.”

“Is that bastard passed out drunk again?” Stone growled.

“No, I’m sorry. Riker is dead. There is blood surrounding his head. It looks like his throat was slit,” Harper explained.

“Don’t touch anything. I’ll be right there. Do me a favor and call Cage, Lucian, Doc, and Deli,” Stone replied.

“Yes, I can do that,” she replied.

“Harper, did you call the cops?”

“No. I figured you would handle everything,” Harper replied.

“Ya did good, kid,” Stone said before hanging up.

Harper called the men that Stone told her to call. She didn’t know what to do with herself. She didn’t want to be outside in the heat any longer, but she didn’t want to leave Riker’s body unsupervised in case someone else came by. 

“You were such a creep and mean to me for the last month, but I can’t just leave your body,” Harper complained to him.

Ten minutes later, Harper heard the sound of motorcycles and sighed in relief. As soon as they parked and stood by the body, Harper quietly moved inside. She headed to her office to get the deposit ready. If the police needed to question her, they knew where to find her.

After doctoring a cup of coffee, Harper sat at her desk and pulled out the ledger. The club had a log on the computer as well as a hard copy in a book for backup. She opened the ledger and froze.

Something was wrong. The ink was all in black, but yesterday there was blue and black ink. It was all in someone else’s handwriting. Also, nothing was in hers. What was going on?

Harper quickly brought up the program. The folder came up in the details mode. The date was yesterday, but the time was wrong. She had saved and closed before leaving at five last night. The file said it had been last saved at ten last night. The code showed that she was the last person to update it. How had Riker learned her password? 

Her password was her biological father’s name, with her address from Turners Falls: Arn0ld2380. She clicked on the folder and waited for it to open. The club really needed a new computer system. This one was at least ten years old and slow.

The entries on the ledger matched the computer files, but it made no sense. Harper rose from her desk and went into Stone’s office to the safe to retrieve the deposit bag. She turned the dial on the old safe and opened it. Absentmindedly, she grabbed the deposit bag. As she began to close the door, she realized that the strong box that held the club’s cash-on-hand was opened, and the money was gone.

“Shit!”

Harper ran back to her office with the deposit bag. She opened the bag and checked the deposit amount against the ledger. She noticed the deposit slip wasn’t in her handwriting. The amount was wrong. She remembered it clearly because the amount was the same as the address for the home she grew up in, $380. This slip was for $365. She set the paper down and pulled out the money to recount it.

What she pulled out wasn’t real money. It looked real in size and color, but the faces were wrong. They were close, but not quite right. Harper pulled a bill out of the clipped bundle and turned it over. On the back was written: PROP MONEY FOR MOVIES.

Had Riker been skimming from the club? Did he take the ten thousand dollars that was in the strongbox in the safe? It was the club members’ dues. Stone had her keep it in the strongbox until everyone had paid. The last members paid yesterday. Stone told her to deposit it today.

Was that why Riker was killed? Had someone tried to break in and steal the club dues?

Harper had a lot of questions, but no answers. The ledger was all in someone else’s handwriting. Surely they would believe that she didn’t take the money. Looking through the log and the computer files, it looked like she had come in after hours and changed everything.

With Riker dead, they would accuse her of making him the scapegoat. Her only option was to find the killers. Harper went to the security room and looked at the recording of the killing. The killers had walked up from outside the parking lot but took off in a car that was parked at the far end of the lot. She switched camera views to pull up the car. She zoomed in and could tell the plate was white with red letters and the letters FLT on the side. It was a rental car. She jotted down what she could make of the license plate.

She rewound the tape to look at the guys again. Harper wasn’t familiar with colors other than the club’s colors. She recalled that she could print out a still image from the video. Getting the clearest picture of the two men, Harper printed it out. She returned to her office, folded the photo, and slid it into her purse.

Harper’s friend Trudy had a boyfriend who worked for the police department. Maybe he could find out what rental car company owned the car. First, she needed to go home. There was no way she could do it here. If they found out, she’d be in trouble. Motorcycle clubs were extremely loyal. The Merciless Few Colorado Chapter may not have been a one percenter, but they would show her no mercy before they turned her over to the police.

Harper put the ledger back and shut down her computer. She had thought about taking the log with her, but it wouldn’t do her any good. Besides, if it were gone, Stone would discover the problem faster. She grabbed her jacket and purse and headed to find Stone.

Stone was talking to the police. Harper walked up and waited to be noticed. It didn’t take long for Stone to turn to her.

“Do you need anything, Harper?”

“I’m not feeling well. Would it be alright for me to go home?” Harper asked.

“It must have been difficult finding Riker’s body. Of course, go home. Take a few days off if you need to. I’ll take care of the office,” Stone replied.

“Thank you,” Harper said, then turned to her car.

[image: image-placeholder]Harper dropped her purse and jacket on the couch as she walked through the living room and into the kitchen. She opened the cupboard, pulled out a glass, then padded to the fridge and filled it with water. If she were a drinker, she would have poured herself something strong, as they do in the detective novels she loved to read. She never developed a taste for alcohol.

She padded to the living room and sat on the sofa near the end table. She placed the glass on a coaster before dialing Trudy.

“Allied Banking, this is Trudy speaking. How may I help you?” Trudy said as she answered the phone.

“Hey Trudy, it’s Harper. Do you have a minute?” Harper asked.

“Sure,” Trudy said, lowering her voice. “The manager is in with a client, and no one is in the lobby. You don’t usually call me at work. What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know how to say this, so I’ll just get it all out,” Harper began. “Sometime last night, Riker was murdered in the club’s parking lot. I found the body this morning.”

“Oh. My. God. Harper! Are you okay?”

“Yeah, dead bodies don’t bother me. Remember, I grew up around funerals,” Harper replied. “I’m calling because I have a partial license plate of the car the killers drove off in. It was a rental car. I was hoping your boyfriend could look up the rental car company.”

“What? You should have given it to the police at the scene,” Trudy scolded.

“I can’t,” Harper huffed out a breath. “I didn’t want to tell you, but I think Riker was skimming the books. I also think he broke into the safety deposit box in the safe. It had ten thousand dollars from the club dues.”

“Oh, God, Harper! You should have told Stone,” Trudy replied.

“Well, I can’t because Riker created a fake set of books and made it seem like I stole it all,” Harper cried.

“Girl, you’re killing me here,” Trudy sighed. “Hang on, let me give Stan a call.”

It seemed like she had been on hold forever when Trudy finally got back to her.

“You owe me big time for this. I had to promise him a blow job for his work,” Trudy complained.

“Who are you trying to kid? You love giving head, and you know it,” Harper sassed back.

“True. Okay, so the car was rented from Kayak Rentals in Denver,” Trudy replied.

“Thanks, Trudy! I’ll pay you back as soon as I can,” Harper said.

“You bet your ass. By the way, he found out that Riker rented the car. I don’t know how you’re going to track down the killers now,” Trudy said.

“Well damn. I have no clue, either. Talk to you later, Trudy.”

“Bye. Thanks for calling Allied Bank,” Trudy said.

Harper chuckled as she hung up. The manager must have been nearby for her to say that.

She didn’t know what to do, but one thing for sure was that she would have to leave her home. Harper packed her laptop, some clothes, toiletries, and a few things she couldn’t bear to be without, then loaded two suitcases into her car.

An hour later, Harper was checking into the Valley-High Motel. No one would think to look for her there. It was a shabby-looking motel, but it was safe. It had free Wi-Fi and cable and was within walking distance of several restaurants. 

Harper locked the deadbolt to her hotel room. Not knowing how long she would remain here, she didn’t unpack her clothes. She had paid for two nights. 






OEBPS/images/15a4c7c4-d193-4831-bd17-f3978bf9b66a.jpeg
640 ™
o ‘ 1y =
| an @'// ‘ 1 .

"
/[ B
/| AL

2
)
l“‘
) A






OEBPS/images/db0c4511-d358-4d03-a009-8cd1bde0e39e.jpeg
WMERCILESS FEW

COLORADO

K.R.HALL





OEBPS/images/b6b71508-ecee-4c0e-8d67-30c2d7aae3eb.jpeg







