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The first gunshot victim hit University Medical Center's trauma bay at 11:47 PM, blood soaking through his black t-shirt like spilled wine on expensive carpet. Dr. Emma Davis snapped on latex gloves, her green eyes already cataloging the damage before the paramedic finished his report.

"GSW to the upper torso, entry wound clean, exit wound—"

"I can see it," Emma cut him off, her hands already working to assess the patient. Twenty-nine years old, heavily tattooed arms, the kind of muscle that came from real work, not gym vanity. His eyes tracked her with surprising clarity for someone who'd taken a bullet. "Sir, can you tell me your name?"

"Just... patch me up, Doc." His voice carried gravel and smoke. "Brothers are coming."

Brothers. Emma filed that away with the rest of the details painting a picture she'd seen before. The leather jacket cut away by paramedics. The club insignia on his belt buckle—Sin City MC. She'd treated their people before, always discrete, always professional. They paid in cash and asked no questions about her methods.

"Trauma Two!" she called to the charge nurse. "And prep OR Three."

The automatic doors exploded open again. Another gurney, another Sin City MC member with a hole punched through his shoulder. Then a third, his leg shredded by what looked like buckshot.

Emma's pulse kicked up a notch. Three victims from the same organization, arriving within minutes of each other. This wasn't random Saturday night violence. This was coordinated.

"What the hell happened out there?" she muttered, working to stabilize the chest wound while her team prepped the others.

"Bellagio," the first victim managed. "Security checkpoint. Ambush."

The Bellagio. Emma knew Sin City MC handled security contracts with several major casinos. Someone had hit them hard, precisely, professionally. Military-style execution written all over the wound patterns—clean entries, strategic placement designed to disable rather than kill outright.

"Doctor Davis?" The charge nurse appeared at her elbow. "We've got family in the waiting room. Lot of leather and attitude."

Emma's hands never stopped moving, but her stomach clenched. MC family meant the rest of the club. Which meant this night was about to get a lot more complicated.

"Tell them we're doing everything we can. Standard updates only." She glanced at her patient, whose eyes had closed. "And call OR. We're going up now."

The elevator ride to the surgical floor gave her ninety seconds of quiet to process. Three coordinated hits. Professional execution. Someone was sending Sin City MC a message, and they'd chosen her ER as their delivery system.

Two hours later, Emma emerged from OR Three with blood under her fingernails and exhaustion pulling at her shoulders. The chest wound had been tricky—bullet fragments near the heart requiring delicate extraction. But he'd live. They all would.

The surgical waiting room had transformed into something that looked like a biker rally. Black leather, dangerous eyes, and enough testosterone to choke a horse. Emma had seen MC gatherings before, but never this many in one place. Never this tense.

A man detached himself from the group as she approached. Tall, broad shoulders, dark hair touched with premature silver at the temples. Piercing blue eyes that missed nothing. She recognized him—Jake Coleman, their president. Jackpot, they called him.

"Doc." His voice carried authority that made hospital administrators nervous. "How are my boys?"

"All stable. The chest wound was complicated, but he'll recover fully. The others are in post-op. You can see them in about an hour."

Jackpot's nod carried relief and something harder. "Appreciate what you do for us, Doc. Always discrete. Always professional."

"It's my job," Emma replied, meaning it. She'd taken an oath to heal, regardless of who needed healing.

"This your job too?" Another voice, warmer but with steel underneath. Emma turned to see a man she hadn't met before. Athletic build, sandy brown hair, hazel eyes that seemed to take in everything at once. The leather cut over his t-shirt marked him as one of them, but something about his presence felt different. Less intimidating, more... compelling.

"Carson Bradley," he offered, extending a hand. "Road Captain. Most people call me Joker."

Emma shook his hand, surprised by the controlled strength and unexpected gentleness. "Dr. Emma Davis."

"I know who you are." His smile transformed his face, revealing the charm that probably got him out of more trouble than it caused. "Question is, do you know what you just walked into?"

Before Emma could respond, Jackpot's phone buzzed. His face went granite as he read the message.

"They hit the Aria too. And Caesar's Palace." His voice carried deadly calm. "Simultaneous strikes on all our security contracts."

The waiting room energy shifted, violence crackling in the air like static electricity before a storm. Emma found herself taking an involuntary step backward, bumping into Joker's solid warmth.

"Easy, Doc," he murmured, his hand settling on her elbow with surprising gentleness. "You're safe here."

"Who's 'they'?" Emma heard herself ask.

Jackpot's blue eyes fixed on her with predatory focus. "That's what we're going to find out."

The automatic doors burst open again, paramedics wheeling in another casualty. This one wasn't wearing Sin City MC colors. Arizona license on the wallet the triage nurse handed over. Lords Of Doom MC patch on his cut.

Emma's blood turned to ice water. She'd just walked into the middle of a war.

"Looks like we got our answer," Joker said quietly, his hand still steadying her. "Doc, you might want to prep for a long night."

As Emma moved toward the new arrival, her professional instincts overriding everything else, she caught Joker's eyes following her with an intensity that made her pulse skip.

Whatever was happening between these clubs, she was about to become a lot more involved than just patching up the casualties.

The night was just getting started.
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The Sin City MC clubhouse at three in the morning looked like a war council from some ancient tribe. Brothers sprawled in mismatched chairs around the scarred wooden table, exhaustion and fury radiating off them in equal measure. The smell of motor oil, leather, and stale beer couldn't mask the metallic tang of violence that clung to the air.

Joker dropped into his usual spot at Jackpot's right hand, his mind still replaying the way Dr. Emma Davis had moved through that trauma bay. Precise, fearless, completely in control while chaos erupted around her. The memory of her pulse jumping under his fingertips when he'd steadied her sent heat crawling up his spine.

"Talk to me," Jackpot commanded, his blue eyes scanning each face around the table. The club president's voice carried the kind of authority that made grown men straighten their shoulders and pay attention.

Roller, the massive Sergeant at Arms, spoke first. "Bellagio hit was coordinated. Three shooters, positioned at different exits. Professional work—they knew our rotation schedule, our positioning, everything."

"Same at the Aria," Lucky added, his pale eyes haunted by something darker than exhaustion. "Bastards were waiting when Martino and Thomson showed up for shift change. Clean shots, designed to wound and disable."

Blackjack leaned forward, his analytical mind already working the angles. "Caesar's Palace was identical. They hit all three contracts simultaneously at 11:30 PM. Military precision, professional execution."

Joker's hands clenched into fists on the table. "Lords Of Doom MC. Arizona plates on the casualty they brought into the ER after our boys."

The temperature in the room dropped ten degrees. Every brother around that table had dealt with territorial disputes before, but this felt different. Bigger. More dangerous.

"Hector Trask," Jackpot said quietly, the name carrying the weight of a death sentence. "Razor. Heard he was making moves, expanding north from Phoenix."

"Cocky bastard thinks he can waltz into Vegas and take what's ours," Roller growled, his scarred hands flexing with barely contained violence.

Deuce looked up from the laptop he'd been typing on throughout the meeting. "Intel confirms Lords Of Doom have been recruiting heavy for the past six months. Word on the street is they want Sin City MC's casino contracts and our distribution routes."

"Over my dead body," Lucky muttered, echoing the sentiment around the table.

Jackpot's phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen, his expression going granite. "Madison's safe at the apartment. Riley and Mia are with her." He looked around the table. "This escalates, they'll target our women. Everyone understand that?"

Nods all around. The unspoken rule of MC warfare—you could come for a man's territory, his business, even his life. But you touched his woman, you signed your own death warrant.

Joker's mind flashed back to Emma's green eyes widening when she'd realized she was caught in the middle of something bigger than random violence. The protective instinct that had slammed through him when she'd stepped backward into his warmth surprised him with its intensity.

"The doctor," he said quietly, drawing every eye in the room. "Dr. Davis. She treated our boys tonight, kept them breathing. Lords Of Doom will know that. She's exposed."

"She's been discrete for years," Blackjack pointed out. "Neutral territory."

"Was neutral," Joker corrected, his voice carrying an edge that made several brothers look at him with new interest. "Tonight changed that. She saw Lords Of Doom colors, treated their casualty too. Both sides know she's got information now."

Jackpot studied his Road Captain with the kind of attention that missed nothing. "You got something to say about the doc, brother?"

Heat crawled up Joker's neck, but he met his president's stare without flinching. "She's smart, skilled, and she's got backbone. Didn't flinch when the waiting room filled with angry bikers. Didn't back down when things got tense."

"And?" Lucky prompted, a knowing smirk playing at the corners of his mouth.

"And she's going to need protection whether she knows it or not." Joker's voice carried conviction that surprised even him. "Lords Of Doom will see her as leverage. Either to get information or to send us a message."

The silence stretched for a long moment before Jackpot nodded slowly. "Makes sense. Professional courtesy to keep our medical contact safe."

Flush, the treasurer, cleared his throat. "Speaking of professional, we need to talk numbers. Tonight's hits cost us three major contracts. Security companies are going to start asking questions, insurance companies are going to get nervous."

"How bad?" Jackpot asked.

"Bad enough. We lose those casino contracts, we're looking at a forty percent drop in legitimate income. Underground racing and the customs shop won't cover the shortfall."

Joker's jaw clenched. Lords Of Doom weren't just trying to muscle into their territory—they were systematically dismantling everything Sin City MC had built over the past six years. Every brother around this table had bled to build their reputation, their contracts, their place in Vegas.

"So we hit them back," Roller said simply. "Hard and fast."

"With what intel?" Deuce countered. "We don't know their numbers, their base of operations, their supply lines. They've been planning this for months. We're playing catch-up."

Jackpot's fingers drummed against the table, the sound like bullets loading into a chamber. "Joker, you still got contacts in Phoenix from your Air Force days?"

"Few." Joker's mind was already working the angles. "Could make some calls, see what the street says about Lords Of Doom operations."

"Do it. Take the run down there, gather intel. See what we're really dealing with."

The meeting broke up twenty minutes later with assignments handed out and a general sense that war was coming whether they wanted it or not. Brothers filed out in twos and threes, heading home to their women or to the crash spaces upstairs.

Joker lingered, ostensibly checking the duty roster but really thinking about green eyes and steady hands saving lives under pressure.

"She got to you," Jackpot observed quietly, settling back into his chair.

"Who?"

"Don't play dumb, brother. The doc. Saw the way you looked at her, the way you positioned yourself when things got tense."

Joker met his president's stare. "She's good people. Smart, professional. Doesn't deserve to get caught in this shit storm."

"And?"

"And nothing. Just think we owe her protection after what she's done for us."

Jackpot's smile held enough knowing to make Joker want to punch something. "Protection. Right. When you heading to Phoenix?"

"Tomorrow night. Want to hit the road after dark, less attention."

"Take your time. Do it right." Jackpot stood, clapping a hand on Joker's shoulder. "And brother? Whatever's happening with the doc, be careful. Wars make men stupid about the things they want to protect."

Joker watched his president disappear up the stairs to the apartment he shared with Madison, leaving him alone with the lingering scent of violence and the memory of Emma Davis's pulse jumping under his fingertips.

War was coming to Vegas. And somehow, a green-eyed trauma surgeon had just become the most important thing he had to protect.
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Emma's apartment looked exactly the same as it had twelve hours ago, but everything felt different. The morning sun streaming through her kitchen windows seemed too bright, too normal for someone who'd spent the night elbow-deep in a motorcycle club war. She wrapped her hands around her coffee mug, trying to chase away the chill that had nothing to do with the November desert air.

The local news droned from her television, sanitizing the night's violence into acceptable sound bites. "Multiple incidents at several Strip casinos resulted in injuries to security personnel. Police are investigating possible connections between the attacks..."

Emma muted the TV with more force than necessary. Police investigating. Right. Like they'd dig deep enough to uncover the real story when it involved motorcycle clubs and territory disputes. She'd seen enough cases come through her ER to know how these things worked—everybody looked the other way until bodies started piling up.

Her doorbell chimed, the sound making her jump hard enough to slosh coffee over the rim of her mug. Emma glanced at the clock on her microwave. Eight-fifteen AM. Too early for deliveries, too late for emergencies.

She approached her front door cautiously, years of living alone in Vegas having taught her to be careful about unexpected visitors. The peephole revealed a familiar figure that made her pulse skip in a way that had nothing to do with fear.

Carson Bradley stood on her doorstep, sandy brown hair catching the morning light, holding two cups from a coffee shop she recognized. He'd traded the leather cut for a simple gray t-shirt that stretched across broad shoulders, but the dangerous confidence remained the same.

Emma opened the door, hyperaware of her rumpled scrubs and the exhaustion she could feel written across her face. "It's early for house calls."

"Figured you might need better coffee than whatever hospital sludge you've been drinking." His smile transformed his features, revealing the charm that had probably gotten him out of trouble since childhood. "Joker, remember? From last night."

As if she could forget. "I remember. What I don't understand is how you know where I live."

"Public record." He held out one of the cups, steam rising from the lid. "DMV registration, medical licensing board, voter rolls. Information's easy to find when you know where to look."

Emma accepted the coffee, her fingers brushing his in the exchange. The contact sent heat shooting up her arm despite the morning chill. "That's mildly terrifying."

"Probably should be." His hazel eyes held a seriousness that cut through the easy charm. "Mind if I come in? Got some things we need to discuss."

Every instinct screamed that letting him into her apartment would be crossing a line she couldn't uncross. But the memory of his steady presence in the hospital waiting room, the way he'd positioned himself between her and the violence crackling through the air, made her step back from the door.

"Five minutes," she said, leading him toward her kitchen.

Joker followed
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