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CHAPTER ONE
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– DION –

“Any progress?” Spence asks.

I drag my gaze from the file in front of me and give my prez a grim look. “This case is like a stick in the damn mud. Except, it’s anything but boring.”

The man shrugs. “It’s why it was placed on my desk by a retired detective when he caught wind of the missing daughter of an MC president.” 

“It’s been four weeks since you handed me this case and there’s still no trace of the woman. Roux is tracking a lead for me. I’ve been hanging around their clubhouse and have discussed shit with Mercer, the president of Ciro Eris MC. Mercer thinks a cartel is behind the kidnapping of his daughter. Some of the club brothers, mostly from the second generation, want in on a deal the cartel has offered them. Ciro Eris MC sells pussy, the cartel as well, but they want to trade said pussy to mix shit up and add some coke dealing in the process. The first generation wants nothing to do with drugs. As I said, only some of the second generation have dollar signs in their eyes.”

“Tension between members. That’s fucked-up,” Roux rumbles from my left.

I snort. “Tension doesn’t begin to describe the shit I’ve seen inside and outside of that clubhouse these past few weeks. Not to mention, Mercer said his daughter warned him three days before she went missing that some of the members couldn’t be trusted. That she knew for a fact that they were planning on going behind his back for the deal with the cartel. Now I have a murder on my hands along with it, a member of Ciro Eris, and everything points at the fucking cartel.”

“What cartel?” Spence questions. “Did you research them?”

“Mireya,” I grunt. “I’ve connected six names to this cartel that’s been throwing blow on the streets as of last year. Main player is Eloy Mireya. He has a son, Brock Mireya, though he only took his father’s last name recently. The fuckers only have a handful of men, but they have been slowly working their way up.”

My prez rubs his jaw with two fingers. “Sounds like this case is getting a little more complicated. We might need to put a few extra brothers on this case with you.”

He’s right...except, “I’d welcome any help as long as it’s in the background. These fuckers are skittish. I’ve been undercover for four weeks now and some members still haven’t said one word to me. On the other hand, if I have someone in on this case it will give me some space to focus on finding the woman. I also need to research who exactly is responsible for the dead body. Adding some backup will give me room to do that, instead of worrying about getting my own head blown off with these untrustworthy fuckers.”

“Start taking Roux with you when you’re going to their clubhouse or meeting up with any members for that matter. Mercer vouched for you, right? Your cover is still in place and not questioned?”

I touch the dog tags I’m wearing under my shirt. They once belonged to Mercer. He gave them to his daughter years ago who never took them off. Mercer found the dog tags out back, in the dirt, the day she went missing. He gave them to me when I promised I wouldn’t give up searching for her, and told me to give them back the day he could place them in his daughter’s hands.

“Yeah, Prez,” I rumble. “Mercer is the only one who knows I’m there to find his daughter. From what he told me, he’s the one who reached out to the retired detective who made sure this case landed on your desk. Every other member thinks I’m staying in town to keep my head low for some shit I’ve done for my chapter. Since I’m a doctor they all liked the idea of having one available at their beck and call. Fucking hell, I’ve been there ten times in the past few weeks to stitch fuckers up, that’s how many times they go head-to-head with each other.”

“Like I said, take Roux with you next time you go near them. Grayer will be on standby and will also work on the case with you. If you need anyone else–”

I cut my prez off. “I’ll be sure to ask both Hawks and Shawn. They are almost done with the murder case they’ve been working on. The dead body I have on my hands isn’t connected to the missing person’s case I’m handling, but because it’s the MC I’m investigating and since the dead body is a member of said MC, the case automatically landed in my lap. Homicide is working it right now with me overseeing it. If I think we need to step in and take over, I’ll let you know.”

He doesn’t have to know the body was tortured in an overly fucked-up way. My prez has enough on his plate as it is, and like I explained; I have everything under control right now.

“Sorry, Dion,” Shawn quips, not sounding sorry at all. “After I’ve closed this case my ass is on the plane to Ryckerdan, remember?” 

Fuck. I’m so focused on this case I completely forgot, even if we had a going away party for this idiot. He’s going to take over the chapter in Ryckerdan, the country Spence’s sister and his brother-in-law are the king and queen of. 

“Out of the country doesn’t mean I can’t call a brother from another chapter,” I fire back.

Every single one sitting at the table smacks his hand on the table to cheer my comment.

Spence grins at me. “Then it’s settled.” He rises from his chair. “I’m gonna go check on my old lady. Keep your ass out of trouble. My folks are coming over this weekend, so if you need help?”

Now I’m the one grinning. “I can call you if my ass isn’t in trouble if you’d like...you know...in case you want to dodge your mother.”

“Excellent. I’ll keep you to that. Fucking hell, she’s determined to visit as much as she can, all because, and I quote, ‘the baby needs to hear Grams’ voice.’ Seriously.” Spence rubs a hand over his face. “I’ve even told her to send some damn voice clips instead, but she said that isn’t the same, and how I probably wouldn’t put the phone near my woman’s belly and delete the messages. She’d be right about that. No need to teach my unborn kid curse words he or she can’t even understand. Dammit, the kid might pop out voicing ‘fuck’ instead of screaming.”

Laughter erupts around us and Spence chuckles as well as he strolls toward the door.

I smack his shoulder. “Your kid might be coming out yelling fuck anyway with you being raised by your mom, and she taught your woman how to curse, remember?”

“Fuck,” Spence grumbles and releases a deep sigh. “That’s true.”

Roux comes to a stop next to me. “I texted you an address. Her father’s guess turned out to be not so much a one in a million shot. His daughter did purchase property without anyone knowing. It’s a cabin in West Creek. Do you need directions?”

“No, I know exactly where those cabins are. Keep digging into the woman’s background, see what else the father might not have known about,” I order.

Roux gives me a thumbs up and wanders out of church with his laptop under his arm.

“Don’t you have a cabin up there as well?” Spence asks in a low voice.

He’s the only one I’ve mentioned this to and the man knows I like my privacy when it comes to this cabin. I simply need my own space every once in a while, and it’s why I go to the cabin I built with the help of my father over a decade ago.

“Yeah. I guess I’ll be heading there now.”

Spence dips his chin. “She might be there hiding out, or the kidnappers could have taken her there if no one knows about it. Hell, she could have ended up there in a bad state and fucking died. If she is still alive and you do run into her, then there’s no need for her to be skittish. I can imagine her hiding out and not contacting her father would be due to the unstable environment the club is in. Either way, you have a valid reason to be there and not raise suspicion.”

I release a deep breath. “At this point I’m hoping she is hiding out ’cause the shit I’ve gone through when it comes to this MC is seriously fucked-up. Did I mention she’s the only woman connected to the club? No other sisters, mothers, or old ladies running around there. Only pussy they bring from the whorehouse they own.”

A look of disgust slides across my president’s face. “To each his own, but it sounds like Mercer made more than a few errors running his club, especially when it comes to his daughter.”

“He knows,” I grimly state, remembering the many discussions I had with the man these past few weeks. “It’s why he asked me yesterday to check if she owned property he didn’t know about. Seems they made a pact when there was an altercation with another MC last year. They both bought property no one knew about so they’d have a safehouse if shit went bad. It slipped his mind with all the shit going on. I had Roux look into it and thank fuck she did buy a cabin ’cause I now hopefully have a new solid lead. It damn well shows shit hasn’t been going well in that MC for a long-ass time. I’m heading out and will take the weekend off to focus on the details of the case while Roux does some more digging. Call if you need me to save you from your mother.”

Spence chuckles. “Expect my call. Hell, I might go out there looking for your cabin.”

I snort. “There’s a reason no one knows where it is.”

“You don’t want anyone in your space, I know. Don’t fucking care. If I need an out, I’m damn well coming your way.”

The corner of my mouth twitches. “Good luck finding me.”

I stalk toward the door when Spence rumbles, “You do know you have a tracker inside your body, right? I can easily find your ass.”

Instead of answering the fucker with my mouth, I raise my hand and flip him off. The bag I packed with my laptop, iPad, and some personal shit, is near the door and I swing it over my shoulder as I head out to my bike.

I shove my bag into one of the saddlebags. The other one is always stocked with a ready-to-go EMT bag, one I’ve personalized with some extra stuff. Being the VP of an MC that solves crime cases for the government isn’t always as clean and flawless as it sounds. 

Injuries are bound to happen, and I’d rather be prepared than wait for an ambulance to show up. I’m not saying I can perform surgery in the field, but with my fully stocked kit I can damn well get as close to saving a life as I can get.

I straddle my bike and grab my phone to fire off a text to Mildred, the old woman who owns a shop near the cabins. This way I’ll have fresh groceries for the weekend and only have to make one stop on my way to my cabin. 

Besides, I always swing by to say hi. She and her husband were good friends with my parents. Mildred is the only one still living out of the four of them, and even if she isn’t family, I always check in on how she’s doing.

The long ride is something I definitely need to clear my head. When I finally arrive at Mildred’s store, I’m itching to dive back into the case I’m working on with a fresh pair of eyes. I park my bike and head inside.

Mildred is helping an older couple standing near the register. I lift my chin and she shoots me a grin. The store is small and knowing Mildred, she’ll be chatting and helping her customers while taking all the time she wants. Which is her right and it only shows how big her heart is.

I’m not in a rush anyway and decide to wander around the store to grab some snacks, even if Mildred already packed my usual grocery order. When I glance at the back of the store I notice a woman leaning forward. She’s glancing at bandages and antibiotic ointment, but it’s her forearm drawing my attention.

My feet are eating the distance between us, and before I so much as realize what I’m doing, I point at her forearm and rumble, “Patching it up clearly doesn’t do shit. I’m fairly sure you need antibiotics by now and some IV fluids. Get this checked out by a medical professional otherwise you’ll end up in the hospital anyway. Are you running a fever?” 

I look up to check her face and am stunned into complete silence when I realize the person I just reprimanded about an untreated wound is none other than the missing woman of the case I’m working on. 

Taite has her eyes narrowed as she takes in my leather cut. There’s a hint of relief flashing over her face when she sees the Broken Deeds MC patch, but it’s gone when she defensively tips up her chin.

She’s about to say something when I hear Mildred’s voice behind us. “Taite, sweetie, don’t let this big oaf scare you with his overbearing medical advice. He’s a bull who goes straight for the red shit whenever he sees an injury.”

Taite’s gaze shifts to Mildred and back to me. I shrug, not really knowing how to reply to Mildred’s statement because she’s right.

Mildred pats my shoulder. “My advice would be to let Dion here take a look at that wound you’ve been trying to fix, sweetie. He has a medical license.”

Taite shakes her head, her lips part but Mildred steamrolls right over her upcoming denial when she adds, “He’s good people. His momma used to drop him off with me when she picked up a shift at the ER while his daddy was out catching criminals. Yes, I’ve wiped his butt, so I can vouch for him, no need to run, honey.”

The corner of my mouth twitches. Gotta love the old woman. She’s perceptive and could tell Taite was about to bolt. 

“True story,” I rumble and jab my thumb over my shoulder. “I have a medical kit along with antibiotics in my saddlebag. You could follow me to my cabin and I’ll treat your wound or I could do it right here if you don’t want to trust me or be alone with a stranger for that matter.”

She eyes my patch once more. “You’re an outlaw while your father’s law enforcement? How does that work?”

“My parents are both dead, died when they both responded to an accident on the interstate. My mother joined the medical crew to help out at the scene when a truck drove straight into the scene. Trucker fell asleep. They never saw it coming. Six people gone because one person fell a-fucking-sleep behind the wheel.” I clear my throat, not knowing why I spilled those details. “Anyway, the issue of outlaw and law enforcement isn’t an issue. I followed in both of their footsteps to make them proud.”

She frowns and I can’t help but grin. I know what I just told her doesn’t make sense.

“I’ll be here all weekend. You can ask Mildred for the directions to my cabin, but I’d advise you to go get some medical attention today instead of waiting any longer.” I turn to Mildred. “Do you have my groceries ready?”

“On the counter. I’ve put them on your tab,” the good woman murmurs.

I lean in and brush a kiss against her wrinkled cheek. “Thanks, doll.”

Mildred pats my shoulder and I stalk in the direction of the counter. I hear the two women murmur but chose to ignore them both. For now I think it’s best to leave the choice up to Taite to take me up on my offer instead of confronting her with the fact that she’s a missing person. 

Clearly, not so much missing but rather hiding. Not to mention, she has a nasty looking wound on her forearm–and even though I didn’t see the exact wound except for the color of puss seeping through the bandage–I suspect it’s a defensive wound.

Meaning some shit went down that sent her running and into hiding, even from her own damn father. That doesn’t sit well with me at all. I’m shoving my groceries into the saddle bag after I’ve pulled my other bag out when I hear footsteps approaching. I turn to see Taite standing near my bike.

Holding out my bag I tell her, “My saddle bags are full so you need to swing this over your shoulder if you’re gonna put your ass on the back of my bike.”

Without a word she takes the bag and straddles the bike. To my own surprise I have to grit my teeth when she slides her arms around my waist and presses her front to my back. Fuck. This is a bad idea. She’s work. The missing person of a case I’m solving for the government. I can’t fuck her.

My cock, on the other hand, is rising to the occasion and practically bouncing in excitement in the confinement of my jeans. Not just because I’ve found the missing woman, but the fact that said woman is a stunner and feels perfect molded against me.

Once we arrive at my cabin, I unlock the door and let her get inside while I return to get the groceries and my medical bag from my saddle bags. I lock the door behind me and place the medical bag on the couch on my way to the kitchen. It’s an open kitchen. I don’t want to spook Taite and decide to put away the groceries first.

“Have you eaten yet or are you feeling a bit under the weather?” I jerk my chin in the direction of her injury.

Her shoulders sag and she grumbles, “Not much.”

That doesn't really answer either question. She’s not looking at me, though. Her gaze is taking in my cabin and mostly the shit I have plastered against the walls. There’s a reason why I keep this space all to myself; I don’t like people butting into my private shit. The walls are littered with family memories. In this case she’s taking in details I gave her in Mildred’s store which definitely puts her at ease. 

“You were in the Army,” she states. “Do you become a doctor in the military faster?”

“Nope, same amount of time.” I continue to put the groceries away.

“Are you still a doctor? I mean...with the whole being a biker thing. I can imagine it’s frowned upon...bikers have a shitty reputation. Not that I’m judging you or anything...it’s just...let’s just say I know more than a few who are–” She falls silent until I hear a heavy sigh that sounds like it’s ripped from deep down from her damn toes.

I turn to face her and lean back against the counter. Crossing my arms in front of my chest, I casually place one ankle over the other as I quickly wonder how the fuck I’m going to answer that question.

I’m undercover and the true activities of Broken Deeds MC are classified and only shared with either old ladies or in some cases where there’s a need-to-know basis to work with people.

This woman in front of me is skittish, knowing the shit her father shared and the fact that she warned him about the cartel and everything else? It leads me to the one and only option...and that’s to follow my gut and hope I’m right in trusting her.

“I’m still a doctor and the vice president of Broken Deeds MC. I don’t work at a clinic or a hospital, but my medical license comes in handy because we work cases for the government.” My eyes slide to her forearm. “I don’t need to remind you some criminals, or bikers for that matter, are dangerous, and dealing with them can be tricky and risky.”

Her eyes widen and when they hit the door I know she’s aware of what I just hinted at–that I know who she is–and that she’s gonna make a run for it.
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CHAPTER TWO
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– TAITE –

He works cases for the government. Criminals. Bikers. Dangerous. Holy shit. The way his eyes went to my wound with a knowing look. The urge to flee hits me hard, yet if I do...there’s nowhere else for me to go. He might not know which cabin I own, but then again, he might because he works for the government. 

My fingers curl into tight fists and instant pain flares through my forearm as a reminder of the many wounds that were inflicted. Some healed but the one on my forearm is deep and clearly, I couldn’t get all the dirt out and it got infected.

Why does this man know so much? It feels as if he can see right through me and pick the shit I went through from my brain. I want to run out the door, knowing very well it’s a bad decision. It’s dangerous to flee, but it’s riskier to stay. And how the hell does this man remain cool and relaxed, leaning against the kitchen counter?

My heart is slamming against my rib cage and I decide to throw up a ball and see how it bounces before I decide to run or stay. “Do you know who I am?” 

There’s a slight inclination of his head. “Taite Kenzie. You’ve been missing for a little over four weeks. Your case was handed to Broken Deeds MC and I’ve been put on the case. Your father is very worried about you.”
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