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A big thank you to models Alfie Gordillo and Laura Weber, along with photographer Stacy Powell for the beautiful photo for this cover. 

Thank you to Clarise Tan, who did a wonderful job designing it. 

Thank you, Sapphire Knight, for inviting me to Motorcycles, Mobsters, and Mayhem Author Event years ago and for hosting such an amazing event. This will be my third year and they just keep getting better.

Alfie has graced all three books for my biker character, Leviathan 

in 

Catchin Levi, Royal Bastards MC: Nashville, TN 

Finding Treasure, Road Monsters MC 

Monster, Road Monsters MC 

Finding Treasure and Monster are both Royal Bastards MC: Nashville, TN crossovers, where the Road Monsters MC was first mentioned.

Finding Treasure can be read as a standalone novel but is better after Catchin Levi. 
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I rarely write a dedication anymore. I’ve been publishing fiction for ten years now (April 2023) and my dedications were always to my family, my wonderful husband and three boys or support groups in the author world. But one time it was to my dog Ms. Penni Lane. Adopting her twelve years ago helped pull me out of a depression. That’s also when I started writing again and thinking about publishing my work. Our sweet Penni recently passed away from old age, leaving everyone in my family missing her dearly. 

Penni Lane - https://www.tiktok.com/@morganjanemitchell/video/7205223744904678702

My boys and I named her Penni Lane while bringing her home from the Humane Society. I had wanted her from the moment I saw her picture on the website. We had finally purchased a home so we could finally adopt a dog. A Greyhound/ Shepherd mix, she had the biggest ears you’ve ever seen. Pointing straight up, they dwarfed her young, nine-month-old face. She had been named Bolt then. When we visited her, she didn’t bark at all. We knew she couldn’t stay Bolt. The name was too harsh. Since she was a girl, we picked out her pink harness and leash then. With her riding between them in the back seat, my young boys debated Copper or Penny because of her striking copper brindle coat. But the song Penny Lane by the Beatles came on the radio, and it was meant to be.

Ms. Penni, as we called her, was the best dog for twelve years. She lived with me and my husband, our three sons who were growing into men, four cats, three parrots, another pup, a wild husky, and loads of chickens and ducks and never bothered any of them, even though she played a fierce guard dog, going out to bark and patrol the yard nightly to scare off mostly deer until her final day. Her loss is felt daily as she was such a big part of our lives.
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Catchin Levi, Royal Bastards MC: Nashville, TN 

Finding Treasure, Road Monsters MC 

Monster, Road Monsters MC 
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The red neon sign flashed as I parked my Harley outside the Velvet Rooster. The sketchy dive bar was lit up with matching red lights illuminating the entrance. Looked like the goddamn entrance to hell. 

Stomping inside, I was on a mission to find Maren, a woman biker who betrayed me and my club. Or rather my ex-club. To be more exact, I was on a mission to find my ex-woman who betrayed my ex-club. Needless to say, I never felt more alone. 

I preferred loneliness to my current burden. 

Revenge.

The sound of heavy metal music greeted me, pounding in my ears. The air hung thick with the smell of smoke, weed, and worse. I inhaled deeply, welcoming the contact high. The hazily lit room shadowed the leather-clad bikers, their many tattoos and scars giving away their wild pasts. I felt right at home amongst them. Though I felt a twinge of homesickness as I scanned the room for an old timer who might have information for me. These weren’t my bikers. 

I knew Merc, short for Mercenary, would help me one way or another. He always had. I would have come looking for him months ago when my mission was fresh, but I had been lying low. 

Just being seen here was dangerous.

Making my way through the mob, I could feel the beady eyes of the other outlaws on me. Some gave me a gesture of acknowledgement, while others glowered in my direction. By now, everyone had to have heard about my sins. Some would see me as nothing but a dollar sign. I had a price on my head. But I had to stay focused. Merc had something that I needed, and I wasn’t leaving without it.

I finally spotted him behind the bar, nursing a whiskey. The elderly biker with a thick beard full of gray whiskers glanced up as I approached. The recognition in his cloudy eyes became evident. I had visited him plenty of times while on the road. For good reason. The aged outlaw seemed to know everything about all the motorcycle clubs. After all, I wasn’t the only biker who relied on him for help.

“You might want to watch your back,” he said, as a way of a greeting, his voice hoarse.

I tensed at his warning but remained centered on my task. 

“Everyone should watch out for me,” I said, scanning the room. 

At six-five, as big as I was otherwise, I was plenty menacing. Even though I had been banned from competing, I still had the body of an Olympic athlete, a swimmer. My arsenal of tentacle tattoos didn’t hurt. Men knew me and my reputation at a glance. If they didn’t want trouble, they would mind their business. 

But bikers loved trouble.

Not only were the Asphalt Gods MC after me, but my own brothers in the Royal Bastards MC were, too. My President had grown tired of waiting for me to return with the woman who nearly ruined him.

“Notice you’re not without your colors,” Merc said, his crumpled cheek twitching.

There was that, too. Like I said, Merc knew everything. I wasn’t supposed to be wearing my cut. Once a feared Enforcer for the Royal Bastards MC in Nashville, Tennessee, I had been thrown out of my club. Hurled out until I finished my mission. The lives of my children depended on it if I really deemed my brothers heartless. At this point, I didn’t know where my faith lied. Wearing my motorcycle vest in defiance protected me for the time being. 

Because as it was, I was far from home.

“Leviathan,” Merc said, offering me a seat.

“Hey, old timer,” I said, taking the stool across from him. 

“What brings the ol’ monster to my neck of the woods?” he asked, scanning the room.

“I need something only you have,” I replied, keeping my voice low. I needed information. “I’ve been told you might have it, at least.”

Merc grunted and took a sip of his whiskey. Old, wrinkled hands quaking, he took his time pouring me one, neat, like I liked it. The man remembered everything. 

“Depends on what you’re looking for,” he finally said, sliding me the drink.

Wrapping my fingers around the glass, I came out with it. “I’m looking for a woman called Spooky.”

Merc raised a gray eyebrow. “Spooky, huh? That’s not a name I’ve heard often. Why do you need her?”

Amazed Merc had even heard of her, I questioned it. In the grand scheme of the biker world, Maren, aka Spooky, was a nobody. That alone had made her impossible to track down. I’d searched all over Tennessee and Arkansas for the biker bitch. Even made my way out to Oklahoma and farther. I couldn’t catch wind of her. As much as this old timer knew, he spewed just as much bullshit. 

“She’s a prospect who has run off,” I enlightened him. 

That much was true, though she wasn’t a prospect with my former club. She’d been one of our dancers, a contortionist at Royal Road, the Nashville chapter’s entertainment venue. Come to find out, Maren had actually been a spy for our rival club. A prospect with the Asphalt Gods MC in Arkansas, she’d been sent to take us down. Nearly succeeded, thanks to me.

“Nah, she’s a President of the Gods,” he said, shocking me.

“President?” I’d known Merc was full of shit. I made a noise, revealing my doubt.

“I shit you not. Girl got her own chapter now. Don’t have to go by Spooky no more.”

Tilting my glass, I downed my whiskey. Though the Asphalt Gods MC patched women, made a rare few Presidents, I didn’t believe Merc for a fucking second. Practically letting the glass fall, I wiped my mouth and got up to leave. 

“Not the girl I’m looking for. This one just earned her patch,” I said over my shoulder.

The bitch had fooled me. She had me fall for her, fall in fucking love with her and then sent her club into to ambush mine just to earn the damn thing. I even found out about her plan beforehand and still fell for her lies. That was what good pussy could do to a man. No wonder the Royal Bastards MC wouldn’t patch women. Women were nothing but ruthless snakes.

Merc called after me, “This one too. Just earned her patch, but she did so well, Scar gave her a chapter of her own.”

That about stopped me in my tracks. “Bullshit,” I barked. Though Scar was the President of the Asphalt Gods MC’s Mother Chapter out in Tucson, Arizona. It wasn’t privileged intel.

“Wait. She wasn’t the one who let the Gods into Royal Road, was she?” Merc’s words ended me.

Biting my lip, I sealed my eyes, remembering it –her betraying me. I couldn’t speak.

“You’re the loser who fell for her?” Merc laughed so hard that he clutched his beer belly.

Turning, I pointed my finger, warning him, “You better watch it old man.” I didn’t want to kick this elderly biker’s ass. I very well might kill him. Defeated, I sat back down on my stool hard.

Merc halted his laugh. His serious tone further humiliated me. “So, that’s how she earned Scar’s favor. She took you Nashville bastards down a peg or two. Took y’all down at Royal Road’s famous Halloween bash.”

“She put my whole club in danger that night, my daughter too. Folks died,” I said, knowing I had also had a hand in their demise by believing in Maren. Believing she wouldn’t deceive me. 

“It sent aftershocks through the whole underbelly.” Merc spoke of the underground society we existed in, of outlaws and low lives. 

“It was months ago.” Almost three months to be exact. 

“Folks are still talking about it. Not every day a gang gets into a Royal Bastards’ clubhouse.”

I scoffed. That sure as hell wasn’t true, but it wasn’t every day that a leader couldn’t keep it under wraps.

“Bout took out heads of many a chapter attending that night, too, I hear,” he added. 

And there was the rub. My president couldn’t deny how bad it had been. Royal Bastards from all over had been there that night. It didn’t matter if we turned around and about massacred half the Arkansas chapter of the Gods. Their raid had put too many notable members in danger. Not to mention my President’s new wife and unborn children. 

Hanging my head, I said, “Yeah, but they survived because of my warnings, too. I alerted my brothers. We defeated them.” I had a part in that somehow taking out the Gods’ President, Killer. Even though he knocked me in the process.

“Not everyone survived?” he asked.

“You remember old Buzzard, I’m sure. He met his end that night.” The aging member wasn’t the only one I’d heard. Even though I hadn’t been told much of anything. 

When I came to after the ambush, my President had me hanging in between two chains like a prisoner out in our barn. Where we took our enemies. Where a brother, when he was out bad, went to die. Kingpin was worse for wear having been shot in the foot and beaten by the look of his blood cover battered face. Of course, he threatened my life. I had begged for mine like a bitch. Instead of killing me, Prez demanded I go find the spy I had trusted. My brothers saw me off, each threatening me with their guns drawn. 

The only way I knew about Buzzard’s death was because eventually I contacted my wife Chloe, asking after my daughter, Haven, who Kingpin claimed survived the raid. She had. If my memory serves me right, I had heard Maren was going to kill her. But nothing about the night was clear other than the fact Maren betrayed me.

Talking to Chloe, I learned my kids were under house arrest until I brought the spy back for the club to punish. My wife wasn’t sure she would be there when I returned, and that was fine by me. We’d been on the outs for years. Chloe said she would most likely leave the kids with the club. Spread her wings, she called it. Bitch was set on leaving. Two of our kids weren’t even mine. Kingpin didn’t care anything about that. He knew how I cared for little Ivy and Angel. 

Haven, the daughter I had actually fathered, my sixteen-year-old, had been about to go off to boarding school. Something I’d looked forward to as Buzzard’s grandkid, Aden, who was nineteen and wanted to prospect had eyes for her. But her being held hostage by the club put her departure on hold. By all accounts, my daughter was also pissed that I got her boyfriend’s granddad killed. I wasn’t allowed to speak to her. Needless to say, Chloe let me have it. I haven’t talked to her since.

Merc bowed his balding head. “It’s a real shame. But it was Buzzard’s time. He went out fighting, I hear. What do you want with this girl, Spooky?” 

“I just need to talk to her about something,” I said, trying to keep my true intentions hidden.

The old man smiled, knowing I craved revenge. Not only did I crave it, but I would also stop at nothing to have it. That was why I was known as the monster I was. 

“Don’t lie to me Levi,” he said.

“Okay, you remember what the Asphalt Gods did to my sister, Leia? We plan to string her up like that, crucify her. Send a fucking message. Loud and clear.” 

Through this whole mess, I hadn’t forgotten about why I wanted revenge on the Gods in the first place. Murdering Killer hadn’t been enough. I didn’t even remember it. For years I wanted nothing but to punish one of their women like they did my sister. It would be Maren’s fate. My thirst for revenge grew stronger with every day I searched for her.

“An eye for an eye? Or rather, a woman for a woman? I get it.” Merc poured me another drink, considering my request. “I might know where she is, but it’ll cost you. I need you to do a job for me first.”

And there it was, another reason I had not taken the easy way out to find my mark. I tensed at his request, knowing that Merc’s jobs were never easy. They certainly weren’t legal. More often than not, they caused me more trouble than they were worth. 

“What kind of job?” I asked through my teeth.

Merc leaned forward, his old eyes suddenly intense. “There’s a shipment of guns that needs to be moved. You’ll make sure they get to their final destination. No trouble. My men don’t want no trouble on their journey, you see. It’s just a run. It’ll be easy for ya.”

Basically, if I wanted to find Maren, I’d have to do whatever Merc demanded. 

“Alright, I’ll do it. Where do I need to go?” I asked, but I was lying. 

The old man opened his thin lips. His breath reeked of whisky. 

I leaned in close to hear his answer, but whispered, “You remember the job I did for you last year? If anyone finds out that you ordered that hit, you’ll be joining your buddy, Buzzard. It’ll be your time, old man.” We were so close that I laid my Glock on the bar between us. My finger itched on the trigger. “I say it’s as good a time as any. So, how about you give me what you know on Spooky or whatever the bitch is calling herself now?” 

Merc’s eyes narrowed as he listened, but then he bobbed his head. “I know what you’re talking about,” he said. 

Backing off, I sat down and slipped my gun back into my cut. “I don’t care,” I said. “I’ll do whatever it takes.” We were acting, so the rest of the bar didn’t know I was threatening him.

Merc gave me a sly smile. “I thought you might,” he said. “Follow me.”
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We made our way to a back room, his office, away from the nosy eyes of the other patrons. Merc yanked a thin folder from a tall filing cabinet and tossed it to me. 

“This should help you get started,” he said.

Flipping through the pages, a photo paper clipped to a page caught my eye. My heart raced at the sight of her. Gone was her platinum hair. Still blonde, her long hair seemed natural. It suited her. Her big blue eyes were all the same, lovely but haunted. The sexy smirk on her face was her in a nutshell, emphasis on the word nut. This beautiful vixen had proved bat shit crazy. Woman even confessed she spent some time in the psych ward years ago. The fact hadn’t truly fazed me before, but I had spent too much time thinking on it since. Fuck, I had run everything over in my head so many times as I have aimlessly searched for her. 

Before me was all Merc’s info on Maren. The woman I had fallen in love with was within reach. Memories of her flooded me. Good ones, as our bodies twisted in pleasure. When I called her mine, my Treasure. I remembered feeling like I had been looking all my life for her. Too bad she was fool’s gold. Our bond had all been part of her ruse. Then I spied the word, Treasure. 
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