
WANTED BY THE RUTHLESS BIKERS

An MC Reverse Harem Biker Romance

By

ISMAEL PLATT
COPYRIGHT PAGE

Copyright © 2026 by [ISMAEL PLATT]

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means including photocopying, recording or other electronic or mechanical methods without the prior written permission of the author except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law

This is a work of fiction Names characters businesses places events locales and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead or actual events is purely coincidental.
TABLE OF CONTENT

PROLOGUE..................................

THE LAST RIDE ON COPPER RIDGE...........

CHAPTER ONE...............................

WHAT THE SMOKE WANTED.................

CHAPTER TWO...............................

FOUR KINDS OF DANGEROUS................

CHAPTER THREE............................

THE BROTHER I DIDN'T KNOW...............

CHAPTER FOUR..............................

A GRAVEYARD OF CARS......................

CHAPTER FIVE...............................

BLOOD ON THE SWITCHBACKS...............

CHAPTER SIX................................

MY NAME IN HIS HANDWRITING.............

CHAPTER SEVEN............................

THE MILL AT THE END OF THE WORLD.......

CHAPTER EIGHT.............................

A BADGE IS JUST ANOTHER WEAPON.........

CHAPTER NINE..............................

WHAT HE SAID BEFORE HE DIED.............

CHAPTER TEN...............................

THE BROTHER WHO SOLD US................

CHAPTER ELEVEN...........................

NOBODY IS COMING, SO I WILL..............

CHAPTER TWELVE...........................

THE KEY HE PAINTED FOR ME...............

CHAPTER THIRTEEN.........................

EVERY WALL IS A DOOR......................

CHAPTER FOURTEEN........................

THE RIVER KEEPS NO SECRETS..............

CHAPTER FIFTEEN..........................

WANTED IS NOT THE SAME AS OWNED......

EPILOGUE...................................

A ROAD WITH FOUR HEADLIGHTS............

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​PROLOGUE

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​THE LAST RIDE ON COPPER RIDGE

[image: ]


Mason Mercer had painted a lot of motorcycles in his life, but he had never painted one for his sister while she wasn't speaking to him.

The tank sat on the bench under the shop light, clamped in the cradle he'd welded out of scrap when he was nineteen. The base coat had gone on two nights ago. Tonight was the detail work, and he'd done it with a brush the width of an eyelash, leaning in so close his breath fogged the clear. It wasn't pretty. It was never going to be pretty. Sloane would look at it and say what she always said when he tried to be clever, that he had the hands of a fabricator and the eye of a man who'd learned art from a cereal box.

She'd also read it. That was the point.

He wiped the brush on a rag and checked the clock above the parts wall. Eleven forty. The garage smelled of thinner and cold coffee, and the radio was playing the same station it had played since their father ran the place, which meant a man with a voice like a gravel road was selling truck tires between country songs. Mason turned it off. The silence made the building feel bigger.

Mercer Performance Garage. The letters on the roll door were peeling. He kept meaning to repaint them. He kept meaning to do a lot of things.

His phone lay face up beside the tank. He'd called her twice that week and hung up both times before it could ring through. Seven months. That was how long it had been since she'd stood in this exact bay with her keys in her fist and told him not to call until he was ready to tell her the truth. He'd been ready for about ten days now. He just hadn't been able to figure out how to say any of it in a way that didn't end with her driving to Redwater and putting herself in front of the wrong people.

So he'd found another way to tell her.

He picked up the phone anyway. Thumbed to her name. Looked at the small photo beside it, Sloane at twenty-two with a wrench over her shoulder and grease on her chin, laughing at something he'd said. His thumb hovered.

"Not yet," he said to nobody, and set the phone down.

Outside, a truck went by on Foundry Road and didn't slow. He listened to it fade toward the river. Then he crossed to the office, unlocked the bottom drawer of the desk that had been their father's, and took out the envelope.

Inside was a hard drive the size of a deck of cards. Two years of his life. Manifests that didn't match, shell companies with addresses that were empty lots, names of girls who'd checked into a housing program in Chattanooga and never checked out anywhere, and the deputy chief of the Redwater Police Department eating lunch with Silas Vance on the second Tuesday of every month. Bank records pulled through business accounts he'd had no right to touch. One of those accounts had his sister's company name on it.

He'd told himself she'd understand.

He was less sure of that now.

The plan was simple, which was the only reason he trusted it. Beckett would meet him at the old weigh station on Copper Ridge at one. Beckett had a contact in Knoxville, a woman who'd worked federal cases before she'd quit in disgust, and she'd agreed to look at what he had if it came through a club member she'd vetted rather than a fabricator with a grudge. Nobody else knew the location. Not Ronan. Not Ransom. He'd kept it to two men on purpose, because in the last month he'd started to feel eyes on him at the clubhouse, and the feeling had gotten worse instead of better.

He slid the drive into the inside pocket of his jacket and zipped it. Then he stood in the middle of the shop and looked at the bike.

It was the bobber he'd been building for Sloane since her thirtieth birthday. He'd gotten the frame done and the engine in and then the two of them had stopped talking, and the bike had sat under a tarp for months like something he was ashamed of. The tank was the only finished piece. He'd hung it back on the frame a week ago so the paint could cure in place.

"If you're reading this," he said to the tank, "I'm sorry. And you're right. You were always right."

He killed the lights and went out through the side door and locked it behind him.

The Dyna started on the first kick. It always did. He'd rebuilt it three times, and every time it came back to him a little louder. He pulled on his gloves, buckled his helmet, and rolled down Foundry toward the river with the fog already coming up off the water in long low sheets that swallowed the streetlights one by one.

Redwater at midnight looked like a town that had been told something bad and hadn't decided yet whether to believe it. Dark storefronts. The Broken Crown lit up at the far end of Main with a handful of bikes out front. He didn't slow. He took the turn at the bridge and opened the throttle and let the road climb.

Copper Ridge was twelve miles of switchbacks cut into the side of the mountain by men who'd needed to get timber down to the river and hadn't cared much about who'd have to drive it afterward. In the daylight it was one of the best rides in the state. At night, with the fog pooling in the hollows between the curves, it was a road that asked you to pay attention and punished you if you didn't.

He rode it the way he'd ridden it since he was sixteen. Weight low, eyes far ahead, throttle steady through the apex and out. The cold cut through his jeans and he was glad of it. It kept him sharp.

Halfway up, he checked his mirror out of habit and saw nothing but black.

At the seventh switchback, he checked again, and there were headlights.

That wasn't strange on its own. People lived up here. Hunters came up here. He watched the lights through two more curves and noted that they were high and wide, a truck, and that they hadn't gained on him and hadn't dropped back.

He slowed a little. The lights slowed too.

"Okay," he said inside his helmet.

He opened it up. The Dyna surged and the next three curves went by in a blur of guardrail and wet rock, and when he looked again the lights were still there, right where they'd been, matching him turn for turn like they'd been given the map in advance.

The thought arrived cold and complete. Nobody knew this route. Nobody except Beckett, and Beckett was ahead of him, not behind.

Unless someone had been told where he'd be.

He was still working through what that meant when the second set of lights came on directly in front of him.

They'd been sitting dark in the pull-off just past the eighth curve, a black pickup angled across two thirds of the road with its engine off. The high beams hit him at forty feet. He had time to see the shape of the truck, the shape of a man standing in the bed of it with something long in his hands, and then he had no time at all.

He went left. It was the only place to go. The front tire hit the gravel shoulder and the bike went light under him in the way that meant it was already gone, and he let go of it the way you were supposed to, arms in, chin down, and the road came up and hit him across the shoulders and the world went sideways in a long grinding roar of metal on asphalt.

Then the guardrail, and then nothing under him but air.

He didn't remember landing. He remembered being on his back in wet leaves with the sky the wrong color and his helmet cracked open on one side so that the cold came straight in against his skull. He remembered that his left leg was somewhere it shouldn't be. He couldn't feel it, which he understood was worse than if he could.

Above him, on the road, two truck doors opened and closed.

Boots on gravel. A flashlight beam swept the guardrail and then came down over the edge and found him. Somebody laughed, short and satisfied.

"He's down there."

"I can see that."

Two men came down the embankment sideways, using the trees. The one in front was big, in a dark jacket with no patches on it, which told him what he needed to know. Ash Saints didn't wear their colors when they did this kind of work. The second man stayed a step back with the flashlight. Mason couldn't see his face. He could see the shape of a handgun held low and easy against the man's thigh.

He tried to sit up. His body declined.

"Don't," said the big one. He crouched beside Mason and patted down the jacket with the brisk lack of interest of someone searching a coat at a lost and found. His hand stopped at the inside pocket. He unzipped it and took out the drive and held it up in the flashlight beam.

"That it?"

"That's it," said the man with the light.

Mason laughed. It hurt in places he hadn't known he had, and it came out wet, but he laughed, because the drive in that man's hand had been wiped clean two hours ago and reformatted with a single text file on it that said the same thing in eleven different fonts. He'd made a copy. He'd made a copy of the copy. And the key that opened either of them was sitting on a workbench on Foundry Road in a pattern of lines and dots that would look like bad paint to anyone who hadn't grown up reading it.

Sloane would know. She was the only one who would.

"Something funny?" the big man asked.

"You," Mason said. "Whoever told you I'd be here. Ask him what else he's lying about."

The man with the flashlight went still.

That was all the confirmation Mason needed, and it was the worst thing he'd learned in two years of learning terrible things. Somebody had handed his route to Silas Vance. Somebody he'd sat next to at the clubhouse table. Somebody who'd bought him a beer.

The big man stood. He looked at the other one.

"Crane said make it look right."

"Then make it look right."

The boot came in against his ribs and something inside him gave. He heard it more than felt it. The second kick found his head where the helmet had split, and the sky flared white and went out.

He came back to the sound of the truck pulling away.

He didn't know how long it had been. The fog had thickened. His breathing sounded strange to him, a bubbling at the edge of each breath that he recognized from a first aid course he'd taken years ago and had never expected to need for himself. His mouth tasted like pennies.

Below him, down the slope where the road doubled back on itself, a single headlight came around the curve and stopped.

He knew the sound of that engine. He'd rebuilt that engine too.

He tried to call out. What came was a cough, and the cough brought blood, and he lay there with his eyes open in the dark and thought about a tank on a bench and a girl with grease on her chin and the thing he needed to say to the man coming up the hill, before he ran out of the breath to say it.
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They buried Mason on a Tuesday, in the rain, in the plot beside their mother that their father had bought on credit and never finished paying for.

Sloane stood at the edge of the grave in a black dress she'd bought at a Nashville outlet at nine the night before and boots that were wrong for it, and she counted the people who'd come. Nineteen. Two cousins from Cleveland. Mr. Abernathy, who'd owned the hardware store since before she was born. Talia, at the back, arms folded, not looking at her. A handful of men in leather cuts standing apart under the oaks like they'd been told the funeral was for someone else and were waiting to see if they'd been lied to.

One of them watched her the whole time. Dark blond hair, pale eyes, a face that gave nothing away. When the pastor said Mason's name for the last time, the man looked at the casket, and something in his jaw shifted, and then he looked back at her.

She didn't know him. She didn't want to.

Afterward the cousins asked about the garage and whether she'd be selling, and she said yes before they'd finished the question. Talia left without a word. The men in leather were gone by the time she got to her truck.

The Mercer house was already under contract. A family from Dalton wanted it and she'd wanted it gone, and the two things had met in the middle in the time it took a lawyer to print a form. The garage was different. The garage had liens, a lease on the lift equipment, a title that still listed her father as co-owner because nobody had ever gotten around to fixing it. It was going to take days to make it sellable. So that night, with the rain finally quitting and the whole town shut down at nine like it always had been, Sloane drove to Foundry Road, unlocked the side door with the key Mason had never taken off the ring she'd left behind, and went in to take her brother's life apart.

The lights came up one bank at a time. The shop looked the way it had always looked, which was the worst part. Same parts wall, same bench, same coffee maker with the cracked carafe that their father had refused to replace and Mason had refused to replace after him. The radio was off. Mason never left it off.

She stood in the middle of the bay and let it be quiet.

Then she got to work, because the alternative was standing there until she fell down.

She started in the office. Filing cabinet, desk, the safe behind the calendar that had never been locked because the combination was their mother's birthday and everyone in the family knew it. Invoices. Tax notices. A drawer of receipts held together with rubber bands so old they'd fused. Mason had kept the books the way their father had, which was to say he'd kept them in a shape that only made sense to the man doing it.

The bottom drawer of the desk was locked.

That stopped her. Nothing in this building had ever been locked. She tried the desk keys, then the ring, then a flathead from the bench, and the drawer came open with a screech that made her teeth ache.

Empty. Cleaned out, not just empty. The bottom of the drawer had been wiped.

She sat back on her heels and looked at it for a long time.

Out in the bay, under a tarp near the far wall, was the shape of a motorcycle. She'd noticed it when she came in and made herself not look. Now she got up and crossed to it and pulled the tarp off and let it fall.

A bobber, hardtail frame, the kind of stripped-down build Mason had loved and she'd always argued was uncomfortable to actually ride. Engine in. Front end in. No seat yet. No wiring. The tank was the only finished piece of it, and somebody had painted it by hand in a matte black with a pattern of thin silver lines and dots that ran from the filler cap down toward the frame like a diagram of something.

It was ugly. It was also not finished, and Mason had never in his life mounted a tank before the wiring was done.

She put her hand on it. The paint had cured hard.

"What were you doing," she said.
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