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Dedication

To friendship.

It comes in many ways and its depth is valued by many, though tested by some. Stay true to yourself and honor a bond that’s equal and soul deep. 
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– JERSEY –

“Let me get this straight.” Archer crosses his inked arms in front of his chest and narrows his eyes. “You’re telling me Baton could be alive?”

I wince slightly and point at my laptop. “Check the data. When Baton was badly injured and Benedict was flying them back after the mission, Baton asked him to turn off the trackers they had inside of them. You can see the time and location the signal died, right above the sea where Baton let himself fall out of the helicopter. But when you deactivate these trackers, they have a twelve-hour window where they store data. A precaution in case someone gets kidnapped and the kidnappers turn it off. Well, in this case it shows us where Baton’s body went. And I’m telling you, he might have jumped out of that helicopter Benedict was flying, but I don’t think he dove into the sea to die. Not right away for that matter.”

Archer falls back into his chair and mutters, “Dead men don’t go from a clinic to a hotel room.” 

“Right.” I release a deep sigh and silence fills the room.

Baton and Benedict are twins. Sons of North and Reva and are both members of Broken Deeds MC. Our MC handles cases the government can’t close. They are allowed to use any means necessary and all of this entails high-risk missions, cold cases, investigations, all parts can be a matter of life and death.

In this case one of the twins was badly injured and both thought he wasn’t going to make it. Baton being Baton–and the insane statement he used to say ever since he was a kid–wanted to live forever. I grew up with all the other kids of the first generation since I am one too. And I know Baton, he has always been an “all in, all out,” person. And to make it possible not to die, he asked Benedict to turn off their tracker so he could hurl himself into the sea and make Benedict take his name and place in life.

Insanely stupid and selfish if you ask me. And no one knew about the loss of Baton and the switch Benedict made; no one except for Benedict himself who pretended to be Baton. And no one thought anything of it as he showed everyone a video where “Benedict” blabbered about needing to go away for a while and live his life apart from Broken Deeds MC for the time being. 

No one heard from him again so it was just Baton. Well, Benedict. Yeah, confusing for sure and I can’t start to comprehend how it must have been for Benedict to live his life as his brother, facing his family and everyone else of the MC on a daily basis.

That is until Baton, or who we thought was Baton, got hurt and was taken by the cartel. His old lady asked me if I could turn both trackers back on. No one has ever turned a tracker back on but I tried and it worked. It’s then I noticed the irregular data of one of the trackers but I couldn’t check into it because we had to find Benedict. We were able to find and save him, but now we have to deal with the information I discovered.

“And no one knows about this?” Archer rubs a hand over his mouth and I can see the pain sliding over his face.

It’s a lot to take in. More for Archer because he’s the president of this MC. Not only is he responsible for all his brothers but this also involves a family matter; Baton and Benedict being the children of North, a biker of the first generation. 

All of us have grown up together. I might be a woman, but I grew up in this MC. My father is still a full member and works on active cases and I sometimes help out whenever I can. I’m good with computers. I hate it but it’s been useful.

My mother runs her own business which designs, produces, and sells stuffed animals. I’m doing that too, well...not the stuffed animals part, my creations are a bit different. I create twisted dolls and enjoy creating and designing a lot more than computer stuff. Only my parents know about my special designs and support me. I do have to say, over the years it has brought me a pretty steady income.

My ex-boyfriend called me a nutjob when I finally told him about what I did for a living. I could say he was the nutjob but I really don’t want to be thinking of him or the time we spent together. Besides, he’s no longer among the living because the cheating bastard ran across the road to get to the bitch he cheated on me with and got hit by a truck. Talk about irony. I was still cursing his cheating ass while coming down the porch.

“Well?” Archer snaps.

Well, what? Oh, right. “No, no one knows about it. I kept it to myself and dove into the data when I had the time. I mean, we all had Benedict and the cartel to focus on and worry about and Baton’s death, missing body, whatever. Well, it has been months since it happened. We only recently found out about the switch and the loss of Baton when Benedict finally shared his burden. And I would like to be the one who is going to look into it. First thing I’ll do is travel to the clinic. I’ll hack into their system to see if there is any data stored. Then I’ll ask around, then check out the hotel where the tracker left the final location, and–”

“Whoa there. I was thinking it would make more sense to put Austin on it and–”

“Austin? No. Just...no. I understand he has the experience and resources but this needs to be done by one of us.” Not to mention Austin is an insensitive asshole, I mentally add. 

“Shut those rambling lips, Jersey. What I was going to say when you cut me off was that I’m going to put Austin on it and have you work with him because I do agree, this needs to be supervised by one of us. I can’t leave to track down leads right now and to be honest? This is too delicate to let one of my brothers handle it. I’m only going to tell my wife and she’s also your backup. Bee will be there if you have questions or need another brain for computer stuff. Anything else, you report directly to me.”

Shock and surprise fill me. I honestly didn’t think he would give me a chance.

“Don’t look so surprised, Jersey,” Archer says and he grabs his phone, it seems he’s texting someone. “You might not be wearing a leather cut, or have the old lady status, but you are a part of Broken Deeds MC. You’ve proven your talents many times over when we asked for your help. With you moving back here, and if you’re interested, I’d like to use your expertise on a regular basis.”

“I’m interested,” I squeak.  

Archer shoots me a grin. “Good. Give it all you got and we’ll go from there. Go, pack a bag and don’t tell anyone. I just texted Austin to do the same and meet me at the diner across town. I’m going to drop you off so you can fill him in.”

Drop me... “He’s not going to like it if I’m the one telling him what to do.”

The annoying man simply shrugs and his eyes slide to the phone when it lights up with a text message. “I’m the president of this MC. He might be from a different one but I hire him on a regular basis and he’s never complained about anyone who debriefed him about an assignment. Besides, I have his reply right here agreeing with the assignment. The both of you report to me but have to work together. And if he so much as touches one hair on your head or hurts you, you contact me at once, understood?”

He’s already hurt me by stating I’m a useless person, my mind offers. I remember all too vividly how he dismissed me when I found crucial information in the cartel case. 

“Your work is done. We can handle it from here and I’m sure we could have handled it without your help. Others have the same qualities as you and some might even–” That’s where I cut off his ramblings. I heard enough. Hell, it’s what has been screaming through my head because it was the exact same thing my cheating boyfriend said right before he died.

You’re nothing special. Mediocre at best. I should have never stuck my dick inside you because you and your twisted mind are too dirty to so much as fingerfuck with a stick.

I shut my rambling mind off and focus on Archer. “You got it.”

He gives me a tight nod. “Be ready in ten minutes. I’ll be waiting out front. And tell your nosy father I put you on a case. If he gives you shit, send him to me, I’ll handle it.”

I close my laptop and dash out. Heading through the back of the clubhouse I walk the short distance to my parents’ house. I’ve been staying with them ever since the whole incident with my ex. I was living out of state and I just put my condo up for sale because with all the bad memories of my ex and having him dying in the street I wanted a clean break and to move back to my hometown. 

Walking inside I notice both my mother and father are in the kitchen.

“Hey,” I quip and walk backwards toward the stairs. “I’m heading out for a few days. Archer asked me to work a case, computer stuff. If you have any questions just ask him. I have to pack a bag. I’m leaving in ten minutes.”

“He did?” my father rumbles.

I freeze in my tracks. He’s always been overprotective and wants to know my every move. He didn’t like it when I moved out of state but understood and respected my choices. Except, with everything that happened with my ex dying in front of me...the overprotective element has returned full force. 

I expect for him to shoot a firing squad of questions at me but he just simply says, “Well, move your ass and get to it.”

Suspicion rears its ugly head and now I’m the one asking, “Why are you smiling?”

My mother pats his chest and gives me a warm look. “He’s happy you’re working. Accepting work here. If you accept a job from Archer, maybe you’ll stay and not go back to your condo or buy something else in that state but move home instead.”

My forehead furrows. “I’m not going back. I told you guys, I’m staying here. As soon as the condo is sold I’ll head back to get the last of my stuff and then I’ll start house hunting around here.”

Dad points at his watch. “Better not keep Prez waiting.”

“Shit,” I grumble and head up the stairs to pack a bag.

I left my place in a hurry due to everything that happened with my ex. It’s the reason most of my personal things are still there; not wanting the clinging memories of my life. It was more of a rebellious state of mind to move miles away from my family; feeling the need to make it on my own. All I’ve known growing up was the MC and the safe bubble that came with it.

Moving to another state gave me a clean cut and a chance to develop myself without the support and hovering alpha males trying to protect me from all sides. I’ve always been one to think failure and trying grants you valuable life lessons, and they mold you into the person you are today.

It’s like designing a new doll from scratch and seeing what works or what absolutely doesn’t. You find out soon enough during the process or find out the results once it’s finished. Either way I’ve learned a lot and with the failure in my relationship with my ex. The cheating, the degrading and mental smackdown in the end is something I didn’t see coming. One thing’s for sure; I’m done with life lessons for now.

Hence the determination to sell my condo and move back permanently. My business is thriving and I can balance the new designs and getting them in production with enough time to also take cases like Archer offered. It’s a balance I welcome and allows me to combine work and family.

I glance around my old bedroom and think of what else to put in my backpack besides two pair of jeans, two pairs of leggings, a few shirts, underwear and bras, my brush, and a toothbrush. My laptop is in there along with my notebook so I guess that’s everything. Hell, it’s practically everything I have here since I left everything behind when I left in a hurry.

Heading downstairs with two minutes to spare, I say goodbye to my parents and head back to the clubhouse where I find Archer out front in the parking lot beside his truck. When he sees me, he jumps into the front and starts the engine.

We’re on our way to the diner when he says, “I can only drop you off because I just received an update about Benedict. He pulled through the night with a severe concussion. I also need to have a conversation about the Baton situation with Ellory. I’m going to let her know I’ve put you and Austin on the case since she’s the one who put us on Baton’s trail when she suggested to turn the tracker back on to find Benedict.”

“Sound logical,” I reply. “It’s the closest thing to telling Benedict since I imagine he has to take it slow for the next week or so with his second severe concussion in what? Two weeks?”

“Right.” Is all the reply he gives as he keeps his eyes on the road in front of him.

He parks in front of the diner and only gives me the words, “Call or text if you need anything or if there are any developments.”

“Will do,” I tell him and hop out of the truck. 

I swing my backpack over my shoulder and close the door. Archer doesn’t wait but drives off. I’m about to head into the diner to grab myself a chocolate milkshake but I hear a faint rumble and easily recognize the sound of a Harley approaching. 

The bike itself is impressive, but the neanderthal handling it is a man who has been the star of many erotic dreams. Yes, I admit, growing up I had a major crush on him. Maybe it was the whole unreachable element with Austin being from another MC, or the fact he’s unlike any other person I’ve met.

He for sure isn’t an easy man to be around. Growing up as a kid he wasn’t either. Our MCs are connected through his family–Archer’s mom, Lynn, is the old lady of the former president Deeds and her brother is the president of Areion Fury MC. Oh, and Archer married the daughter of the vice president of Areion Fury MC as well.

Needless to say, in the past it has led to some complications. Though, due to all connections, the two MCs have also forged a solid foundation. Hence the frequent barbeques, meetings, gatherings, events, and such growing up. The second generation of both MCs know one another, and where Broken Deeds MC had a shift in leadership, Areion Fury is still led by the first generation.

The irritation on Austin’s face reminds me of the fact my crush on this man died a few days ago and was what it was; a childhood crush. He’s just like any other man reminding me how they stomp on your self-esteem for no reason whatsoever. 

Austin might excel in stomping on self-esteem since the man seems to lack any emotion and social skills and only thrives on facts and technicalities. He’s rude and doesn’t think twice to throw said facts and opinions at anyone standing in front of him. I mean, I appreciate honesty but with him it’s always the raw data while others carefully pick their words to bring the message the easy, and most humane way.

Whatever, he’s an asshole. And the way he’s stomping my way with murder in his eyes reminds me about the last time he blurted out how others could manage without my help. Great. He’s going to be a ray of sunshine when he hears Archer hired him to help me on a case.

“What are you doing here alone? What’s in the backpack? Are you leaving?” he growls in a demanding tone.

Any other woman would be intimidated by the burly biker closing in. But I’ve grown up around neanderthals and this massive, bald, scruffy-jawed, overly inked muscled biker doesn’t scare me. In fact, he pisses me off.

I close the distance between us with two strides and jab a finger against his naked chest. “None of your damn business, asshole. And who the hell only wears a leather cut and no shirt while riding a bike?”

His forehead furrows and those dark brown eyes fill with confusion. Probably wondering why I would throw out a question about his naked torso. But really, it’s hard to concentrate seeing him with only a leather...what the hell?

“Sophia? Who is she and why do you have her name inked on your freaking forehead?” I gasp. “Did you claim an old lady in the last few days?”

Right above his left eyebrow is her name written with swirls. No one would ink a name on their skin unless it’s a child or a lover or your mom, whatever. And Areion Fury doesn’t have the same rule with inking a property patch when a biker takes an old lady.

“Loyalty, unconditional love, and understanding,” the man supplies, adding to the mystery and not giving any details.

If my crush on this man was still flaming inside me, he would have stomped it into a smothering state where nothing would survive. I’m fairly sure since his statement clearly said Sophia is it for him. 

Work, my brain screams at me to switch topics and focus on something else. I’m thankful not to lose my mind in this moment, it would be quite pathetic, really.

“Archer hired you for a case I’m working on. Let’s go inside the diner, I want a milkshake and you need some details before we hit the road.” I don’t wait for a reply but spin around and speed walk toward the diner.

I grab my phone and shoot a text to Beatrice. She grew up in Areion Fury MC as the daughter of the vice president and still visits her parents regularly. If anyone would know who the heck Sophia is, it’ll be her. Not that it matters, I’m just soothing my curiosity since I’m stuck with this asshole.

And at this point I don’t even care if he follows me into the diner or not. I knew it was a mistake to agree to work together. But at the same time, I refuse to let him stomp all over me. Working together means give and take, meaning this asshole needs to give a little because I’m not handing him shit and won’t allow for any man to take something from me ever again.
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CHAPTER TWO
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– AUSTIN –

I mentally groan when I see Jersey’s curvy ass sway away from me. And it’s always walking a-fucking-way. Hell, every other woman runs away from me just as fast as they scurry toward me, but there’s one difference.

I couldn’t care less about those women. Jersey, though? It’s complicated. Mainly because of who I am and how my brain works. Not to mention she’s Broken Deeds MC and the fact she recently went through shit no woman should have to experience. A deep sigh rips from my throat and I stomp my way into the diner.

Jersey heads for a booth in the corner and I stride toward her and slip in across from her. A waitress instantly appears and sweetly asks me what I would like to order. I’m hungry since I missed breakfast and I have no clue how long we will be here or where we’re going. And I do have a lead to squeeze in a little over an hour, concerning a case I’m working on.

I direct my attention to Jersey. “I’m hungry. Are we eating before we hit the road?”

She completely ignores me and gives the waitress a sweet smile. “I would like a chocolate milkshake and a burger, double pickles, please.”

The waitress nods but not once does she give Jersey her eyes and it pisses me off. “Giving a customer your gaze makes them feel welcome. Only giving male customers
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