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Tank's finger hovered over the detonator, savoring the moment before justice exploded across Detroit's industrial district.

The Parisi Construction warehouse squatted like a cancer against the skyline, filled with the defective materials that had killed his crew six months ago. Rebar that snapped under load. Concrete that crumbled like sand. Steel beams that bent when they should have held.

All of it marked for destruction.

He pressed the button.

The warehouse erupted in controlled chaos, each blast precisely timed to maximize structural collapse while minimizing collateral damage. Orange flames licked the night sky as Tank watched three years of Army Corps engineering training reduce criminal enterprise to rubble.

His phone buzzed. Iron's voice cut through the roar of destruction.

"Tank, we got a problem. Engineer needs protection. Now."

Tank's jaw tightened. Engineers were civilians. Civilians under club protection meant personal responsibility. The kind that kept him awake nights, checking locks and scanning shadows.

"What kind of engineer?" Tank asked, though his gut already knew.

"Structural. Been investigating building collapses. Same ones you've been tracking."

The connection hit Tank like a sledgehammer to the chest. His crew had died when the Morrison Street Bridge collapsed during construction. Defective materials. Criminal sabotage. The kind of engineering failure that didn't happen by accident.

"Where is she?"

"Her office. Downtown. Move fast—Parisi crew's already mobilizing."

Tank was running before Iron finished talking, his boots pounding concrete as he sprinted toward his Harley. The warehouse fire painted hellish shadows across the industrial landscape, but Tank's focus had already shifted.

An engineer investigating the same collapses that killed his brothers. The same criminal materials that had turned honest construction into a death trap.

Personal just became intimate.

His bike roared to life, drowning out the distant sirens. Tank gunned the engine and shot through Detroit's empty streets, weaving between late-night traffic with lethal precision. The downtown skyline loomed ahead, glass towers that mocked the workers who'd died building lesser structures with criminal shortcuts.

Dr. Amanda Ford. The name Iron had given him carried weight. Respect. The kind of professional credentials that meant she'd identified the same patterns Tank had been hunting.

The same patterns that made her a target.

Tank's phone rang again as he took a corner hard enough to scrape his boot on asphalt.

"Ghost here. Just intercepted Parisi communications. They're sending three teams to Ford's office building. ETA four minutes."

"I'm two minutes out."

"Tank—they're not planning to negotiate."

The line went dead. Tank twisted the throttle, his Harley screaming through the financial district like vengeance on wheels. Office buildings blurred past, their darkened windows hiding the kind of legitimate business Tank protected.

Engineering. Construction. The honest work that built cities instead of destroying them.

Ford's building sat on the corner of Michigan and Third, a modest professional complex that housed small firms and independent consultants. Tank spotted the black SUVs before he reached the parking garage.

Three vehicles. Professional positioning. Military precision applied to criminal enterprise.

Just like the bastards who'd sabotaged his bridge.

Tank didn't slow down. He aimed his bike directly at the lead SUV's front bumper and jumped clear at the last second, letting eight hundred pounds of motorcycle turn Antonio Parisi's advance team into scattered confusion.

Tank rolled, came up running, and had his .45 in hand before the first gunman cleared leather.

Two shots. Center mass. Professional elimination.

The second gunman had better reflexes but worse positioning. Tank put him down with a headshot that painted the SUV's windshield red.

The third man got smart and ran.

Tank let him go. Running meant reporting. Reporting meant Parisi would know Tank was hunting.

Good. Let the bastard sweat.

Tank took the building's emergency stairs three at a time, his tactical vest absorbing the impact as he bounded toward the eighth floor. Ford Engineering Solutions. The nameplate gleamed under fluorescent lighting, marking the office of a woman who'd dedicated her career to keeping buildings from killing people.

The kind of woman who deserved protection.

Tank tried the door. Locked. He considered knocking, then heard voices from inside. One female, professional. One male, threatening.

Tank kicked the door off its hinges.

Dr. Amanda Ford stood behind her desk, auburn hair pulled back in a practical ponytail, her green eyes blazing with defiance as she faced down a Parisi enforcer twice her size. Her work clothes—dark slacks and a white blouse—marked her as civilian, but her stance said fighter.

The enforcer spun toward Tank, reaching for his weapon.

Tank shot him twice before he cleared his holster.

"Dr. Ford," Tank said, holstering his .45 as the body hit the floor. "I'm Tank. Steel Vengeance MC. Your protection detail."

She stared at him for three heartbeats, taking in his leather cut, his tactical gear, the smoking barrel he'd just used to save her life. Her gaze lingered on his colors—the Steel Vengeance patch that marked him as brotherhood.

"You're late," she said finally.

Tank felt something twist in his chest. Not fear—he'd buried that with his construction crew. Not surprise—he'd learned to expect civilians to be unpredictable.

Interest. The dangerous kind that made protection personal.

Dr. Amanda Ford wasn't cowering. She wasn't grateful. She was pissed off that her rescue had taken so long.

Tank had spent six months hunting the criminals who'd killed his crew. Six months planning their destruction. Six months focused on vengeance with the single-minded intensity that had made him Steel Vengeance's demolitions expert.

Looking at Amanda Ford's defiant green eyes, Tank realized his mission had just gotten complicated.

"We need to move," he said, scanning her office for additional threats. "Parisi's sending more teams."

"I'm not going anywhere with you." She gestured toward the dead enforcer. "I called the police. They'll handle this."

"Lady, the police don't handle the Parisi crew. We do."

"We?"

"Steel Vengeance. The club that keeps scum like this from turning honest engineering into murder."

Something flickered across her expression. Recognition. Understanding. Maybe respect.

"You're talking about the Morrison Street collapse," she said.

Tank went still. "Yeah."

"I wrote the engineering analysis. Criminal sabotage. Defective materials inserted at multiple load points." Her voice carried the crisp authority of professional expertise. "Someone murdered your construction crew."

"Someone I'm going to find and eliminate."

"And you think I can help you do that."

"I think you're next on their list for trying."

Amanda Ford studied him for another long moment, her gaze cataloging his tactical gear, his controlled stance, the casual competence with which he'd eliminated a threat twice her size.

"Are you asking or telling?"

"Depends. You want to live long enough to see these bastards pay for what they did?"

"Yes."

"Then you're coming with me."

She nodded once, sharp and decisive. "Give me thirty seconds to grab my files."

Tank watched her move around the office with efficient precision, gathering documents and hard drives that contained the engineering evidence he'd been hunting for months. Her hands were steady despite the corpse at her feet. Her focus remained sharp despite the violence that had shattered her evening.

Dr. Amanda Ford was definitely not standard civilian material.

"Ready," she announced, slinging a laptop bag over her shoulder.

Tank led her toward the emergency exit, automatically positioning himself between Amanda and any potential threats. The stairwell echoed with their footsteps as they descended, Tank's combat boots and Amanda's practical heels creating a rhythm that spoke of partnership.

Temporary partnership. Professional collaboration.

Nothing more.

"So what exactly is Steel Vengeance's interest in construction safety?" Amanda asked as they reached the ground floor.

Tank paused at the exit door, listening for threats beyond. "Personal interest. The Morrison Street Bridge was my project. Those were my workers who died."

Understanding dawned in her eyes. "You were the site engineer."

"Yeah."

"Then you know the sabotage was targeted. Specific. Deliberate."

"I know someone murdered my crew and made it look like an accident."

"Someone who understood load-bearing calculations well enough to cause catastrophic failure at precisely the right moment."

Tank's hand tightened on the door handle. Amanda Ford wasn't just investigating the collapse—she'd analyzed it with the kind of engineering precision that made her more dangerous to the Parisi crew than any cop.

She was a witness who understood exactly what she'd witnessed.

"Dr. Ford," Tank said, meeting her gaze directly. "You just became the most important person in my life."

"Because I can help you find them?"

"Because I'm not letting anyone else die for trying."

The words hung between them, weighted with promise and threat. Amanda Ford represented justice for his murdered crew. She also represented responsibility that went beyond club protection.

She represented a chance to finish what the bridge collapse had started.

Tank pushed open the exit door, scanning the alley for threats. His Harley sat where he'd left it, undamaged despite the gunfight in the parking garage.

"Ever ridden before?" he asked Amanda.

"No."

"Hold tight and trust me."

"That's asking a lot from someone I just met."

Tank handed her his spare helmet—the one he'd carried since joining Steel Vengeance but never used. "Lady, trust is all that keeps you breathing past tonight."

Amanda Ford looked at the helmet, then at Tank, then at the darkened alley where armed men might emerge at any moment.

She put on the helmet.

"Don't make me regret this," she said, climbing onto the bike behind him.

Tank felt her arms wrap around his waist, her body pressed against his back with the intimacy forced by motorcycle physics. She smelled like engineering—clean, precise, with an underlying hint of determination that made his protective instincts flare.

"Hold on, Doc," Tank said, starting the engine. "This ride's about to get dangerous."
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Amanda's hard hat bounced against the construction trailer as gunfire erupted across the Riverside Development site.

She'd been examining foundation samples when the first shots rang out, her engineering analysis interrupted by the distinctive crack of high-powered rifles. Now she crouched behind a concrete mixer, her laptop clutched against her chest, as bullets sparked off steel beams around her.

Three men in tactical gear advanced through the construction equipment, their movements coordinated and professional. Parisi crew. She recognized the logo on their gear from the intelligence briefings Tank had shared during their week of Steel Vengeance protection.

"Dr. Ford!" The lead gunman's voice carried across the site. "Walk out now and this ends clean!"

Amanda stayed hidden. Clean meant a bullet to the head instead of prolonged torture. She'd learned that much about Antonio Parisi's business methods.

The roar of a motorcycle engine cut through the morning air.

Tank appeared at the site entrance like mechanized vengeance, his Harley airborne as he jumped the security barrier. He landed hard, skidded sideways, and came up shooting before his bike had stopped moving.

The first Parisi soldier went down with two rounds center mass.

Tank rolled behind a bulldozer as return fire chewed chunks from the machine's armor plating. His tactical vest absorbed the impact as he moved with lethal precision through the construction equipment, using the terrain like the Army engineer he'd once been.

"Amanda!" Tank's voice boomed across the site. "Stay down!"

She pressed herself lower behind the concrete mixer, watching Tank systematically eliminate threats with the same controlled intensity he'd shown at her office three nights ago. His movements were calculated, professional, deadly.

And protective. Every shot he fired created space between her and the men trying to kill her.

The second gunman tried to flank Tank's position, moving through the skeletal framework of the building's first floor. Tank anticipated the maneuver, appearing from behind a support beam with his .45 already targeted.

Two shots. The flanker dropped.

The remaining soldier made the smart choice and ran.

Tank let him go, his focus shifting immediately to Amanda's location. He approached her hiding spot with his weapon lowered but ready, his pale eyes scanning for additional threats.

"You hit?" he asked, extending a hand to help her up.

"No." Amanda accepted his assistance, noting the controlled strength in his grip. "Just rattled."

"Good. We need to move before they send reinforcements."

Amanda looked around the construction site—her construction site, where she'd been conducting foundation analysis for the past week. "This was supposed to be secure. Private property. How did they find me?"

Tank's expression darkened. "Someone's feeding them information. Someone who knows your investigation schedule."

The implication hit her like a cold wind. "You think there's a leak in my firm?"

"I think the Parisi crew has resources we haven't identified." Tank holstered his weapon and moved toward her laptop bag. "What were you analyzing here?"

"Foundation samples. Concrete composition. Steel grade verification." Amanda gestured toward the test equipment scattered around the trailer. "Standard structural analysis."

"Find anything interesting?"

"Substandard materials. Again." She pulled up the preliminary data on her laptop screen. "Same chemical signature as the Morrison Street Bridge samples. Same supplier. Same criminal shortcuts."

Tank went very still. "Show me."

Amanda opened her engineering files, pointing to the material analysis charts that had taken her three days to compile. "Look at the concrete compression ratings. They're forty percent below specification. The rebar tensile strength is worse."

"Jesus." Tank studied the data with the focused intensity of someone who understood exactly what it meant. "How many buildings?"

"Four confirmed. Three under construction. One already occupied." Amanda met his gaze directly. "Tank, if these buildings fail under load, hundreds of people could die."

Something dangerous flared in Tank's pale eyes. "Then we stop them before that happens."

"We?"

"You think I'm letting you investigate this alone after three assassination attempts?" Tank closed her laptop with decisive finality. "Dr. Ford, you just became my permanent assignment."

"I have a job. A life. I can't hide in your clubhouse forever."

"You can't investigate construction sites if you're dead, either."

Amanda wanted to argue, but the bodies scattered around the construction site made Tank's point more effectively than words. She'd spent her career ensuring buildings were safe. Now she needed protection to continue that work.

"What are you proposing?" she asked.

"Club protection. Full-time security. You investigate, I eliminate threats."

"And if I refuse?"

Tank's smile held no humor. "Lady, you've seen too much to walk away now. The Parisi crew won't stop hunting you because you decide to quit."

He was right. Amanda had dedicated her career to preventing construction disasters. She'd witnessed criminal sabotage that could kill hundreds if left unchecked. Stopping now meant abandoning everything she'd worked to protect.

"Fine," she said. "But I have conditions."

"Name them."

"I need access to my equipment. My files. My laboratory." Amanda gestured toward the construction site. "And I need to finish these analyses. People's lives depend on identifying all the compromised buildings."

"Agreed. Anything else?"

"I work with my team. My assistant, my lab coordinator. They're not expendable."

Something shifted in Tank's expression—surprise, maybe respect. "You're negotiating for your people."

"I'm responsible for them. Just like you're responsible for your club."

Tank studied her for a long moment, his gaze cataloging her professional determination and protective instincts. "Your people get protection too. Anyone connected to this investigation gets Steel Vengeance security."

Relief flooded through Amanda. "Thank you."

"Don't thank me yet. Club protection comes with rules."

"What kind of rules?"

"You go where I go. You stay where I can see you. You don't investigate anything without backup." Tank's voice carried the authority of absolute command. "My word is law when it comes to your safety."

Amanda bristled at the possessive tone, then caught herself. Tank wasn't claiming ownership—he was accepting responsibility. The same kind of responsibility she felt for her engineering team.

"And if I disagree with your assessment?"
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