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Disclaimer

 

This book is a work of fiction. 

Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental or historical. 

There is no such place known as Caledos or Silveradose as far as I am aware.

The characters and situations are productions of the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously.

Police and court procedures, decisions, and findings are purely fictional.

 


Characters

 

Bodhi ‘Snake’ Farrer

Age: 36

Former Detective-Sergeant, Caledos 

Owns Optic Software Company

 

Dania ‘Butterfly’ Scott

Age: 31

Information Analysis with Police Intelligence

 

Gabriel ‘Cowboy’ Cooper

Age: 37

Owns Forest Grove Ranch

 

Kaeli ‘Lipstick’ Bowers

Age: 29

Court Stenographer

 

Maverick 'Mav'  Campbell aka ‘Loverboy’

Age: 36

Former Undercover Major Crime Squad- Detective Sergeant

CEO of Optic Software

 

Mateo 'Mechanic' Brzezinski

Age: 35

Former Undercover Drug Squad-Detective Sergeant

Owns Loose Cog Garage

 

Compound

12 Miles from Caledos in Silveradose.

 

Located in a dense forested part of Forest Grove Ranch owned by Gabriel.

 

Surrounded by 12’ electric wire fencing. Coded gate.

 

Security cameras positioned to cover entire compound including gates.

 


Chapter One
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“The hole we crawl through.”

There’s a hole where justice should be. That’s why we exist.

Along the bar wall, the monitors glow like sentinels, each screen a slice of our world: gates, garage, perimeter, the tree line that holds its breath around us. Twelve miles outside Caledos, buried in the pines of Silveradose on the northwest corner of Forest Grove Ranch, our compound doesn’t show on any map. It’s designed to disappear—angles that don’t reflect, glass that drinks light, roads that look like old logging cuts until you’re already committed.

The Sons of Chaos aren’t an outlaw club. No patches. No colors. No clubhouse trophies or parade routes. We were cops, soldiers, analysts, medics, and public servants until the system we served broke its own oaths—and asked us to pretend we didn’t notice. Now we serve something simpler and far more dangerous: justice, when the law refuses to deliver it.

I built this place four months ago, after my parents were murdered and now we’re ready to exact my revenge.

Three men broke into their house, tore open my father’s safe, and fled in his sedan. Neighbors heard the engine redline up County 12; five minutes later the car was wrapped around a pine, roof buckled like a crushed can, the three intruders dead in the seats they’d used to escape. Back at the house, my mother lay in the hallway with a broken neck; my father was in his study, ribs crushed, the safe door hanging open. What the report didn’t mention—but the scene did—was that the place had been worked cold and clean, and the men who ran hadn’t planned to keep anything that tied back to whoever sent them. The report said accident.

The coroner called it unfortunate.

I called it what it was—a hit.

And the one thing that never turned up told me everything I needed to know. My father’s case files on Hart—pulled from his safe—weren’t in the wreck. Not on any of the three men. Not in their apartments, their garages, their girlfriends’ closets, or in the pawn circuit where everything eventually surfaces. Killers died; evidence vanished. That’s how I know there was a fourth hand—someone on Hart’s payroll who sent the crew, shadowed them on exit, collected the files, and cleaned the edges. The department called it internecine and closed the book. I didn’t.

Halberd Logistics & Holdings—the corporate cancer that owns Caledos’s docks, warehouses, and everything that moves through them—is the property of Mayor Randall Hart. Product flows along Halberd’s chain. Permits, bonds, and ribbon cuttings are just the noise meant to drown that truth. Hart wears a politician’s polish while the city rots under the shine. His pet enforcer, Brandell Cove, hides behind his ‘security’ company—Cove Protective Services—to make sure nothing leaves those docks unpaid for and no witness lives long enough to describe the invoice.

When they buried my parents’ case and refused to let me follow the files into Hart’s shadow, I turned in my badge. You don’t salute a flag someone else has already set on fire.

That same night—two in the morning, fluorescent kitchen light, coffee gone to mud—my best friend and former Major Crimes partner, Maverick ‘Mav’ Campbell (handle: Loverboy, for reasons best left unexplained), sat across from me with a legal pad and a grim smile. We sketched Optic Software: a real company with real contracts, a payroll, a tax footprint—something clean enough to stare down an audit and boring enough to hide the machine we were building behind it. I bankrolled it with some of my inheritance and Mav took the job nobody else wanted—face of the business, HR, procurement, smiling for people who needed to see a smile while the rest of us did work that doesn’t fit on invoices.

My brother, Christopher, took his share of the inheritance and did what I begged him to do—move on. He bought a small house in Caledos, opened Muscles—the no-frills gym we used to talk about when we were kids—and built something that doesn’t need a burner phone to survive. He’s four years younger and thinks Optic is all I do. He trains teenagers who’d otherwise end up selling their bones to Hart’s docks. He stays clean, or I’ve failed twice.

Two months after the department closed my parents’ file, those who had been my closest friends for years, and I took a night ride—six of us, engines low, back road empty, the kind of ride where you hear your own head ticking like a bad clock. At the overlook above the river, I told them I was done trusting the legal system. If justice wouldn’t come, I’d make it. Alone, if I had to.

They refused to let me do it alone.

Mav said if I was jumping, he was already in the air. Mechanic—Mateo Brzezinski—said he knew the engines, the routes, the junkyards where trails go to die. Butterfly—Dania Scott—an intelligence analyst with hands too steady to belong to a desk, promised the feeds and chatter the department would bury before daylight. Lipstick—Kaeli Bowers—the sharpest court stenographer I’ve ever known, said she’d make sure nothing important disappeared between the lines. Cowboy—Gabriel ‘Gabe’ Cooper—didn’t utter a word then; he went home, pulled a topo map, slid it across my table at sunrise, tapped a wedge of timber at the far edge of his two-thousand-acre ranch, and said, “Build it. Keep my land clean.” I signed a lease for a dollar and a promise. Then we started to breathe on our own.

Now, the place smells like coffee and solvent and the dry clean ozone you only notice when servers have been humming for hours. A storm sits somewhere west of here. I pour two fingers of whiskey and lean on the scarred, repurposed wood of the bar while the room fills—right on cue.

Mav arrives first, same stride he had in squad halls, beard thicker, tie permanently retired. He looks like a detective who chose truth over promotions. He tosses a thin case folder on the counter, the kind the courthouse prints when it wants to look like it did its job. “Court went sideways,” he informs. “Halberd’s mule—Tomas Viera—walked on bail.”

My jaw tightens. “Who argued it?”

“The new Public Defender…Ava McNamara.” His tone dips, half a warning, half admiration. “Got here three months ago with a reputation—straight arrow. Doesn’t realize the devil’s paying the judge.”

The name sticks in my mind. I’ve seen her—courtroom footage, transcripts. Believes in due process like it still means something. I wonder how long she’ll last in Caledos before she learns the truth.

Mechanic eases in from the corridor next, hands streaked with oil, the clean diesel ghost that follows him like a signature. He used to be a Detective Sergeant on the undercover drug squad—one of the best. His handler sold his identity to Halberd in a botched sting. He went to ground, bought Loose Cog Garage at the edge of Silveradose, and started keeping our engines quiet. “If Viera’s out,” he advises, sliding onto a stool, “Cove moves a load tonight. I’ll bet my favorite wrench on it.”

“Don’t,” I tell him. “I like that wrench.”

He grins. “You like that I keep your bikes breathing.”

Cowboy swaggers in next—broad through the chest, easy in his boots, a rancher who reads weather like scripture. He’s the reason our fence line exists and the one who walks it when sleep won’t come. “Storm knocked a limb onto the north sensor,” he states. “Cleared it. Cameras stable. Road shows clean to County 12.”

Butterfly slips in with a laptop under her arm; a police intelligence analyst who feeds us what she can siphon from department servers, she looks too delicate to be dangerous, but she’s the reason we stay a step ahead. I ask her about the public defender, and she flicks through screens. “Ava McNamara’s clean,” Butterfly advises. “No record, no ties to Hart, Cove, or Halberd. But her client list? Half of them trace back to Halberd’s docks.”

Last to join is Lipstick—the court stenographer who’s sharper than most detectives I ever worked with. She sets her steno case down like it’s a weapon and caps a pen with surgical calm. “Viera’s hearing was theater. When the prosecutor said ‘Halberd,’ Grant flinched like someone kicked his power cord. Your public defender didn’t fold. She pushed for scope—asked the questions you ask when you still believe language matters. She knew something was off.”

Mav doesn’t bother sitting. “Did she come to you afterward?”

Lipstick nods. “Asked when the transcript would be available. I told her I expected an order to seal it. She said she didn’t trust what she saw. So I gave her a number and instructions.”

I set my glass down. “You handed a stranger your number?”

“I handed her the number,” she corrects. Precision is her native tongue.

Right—the Weather relay. Mav built it under Optic’s paperwork: a dead-end business line that answers like roadside assistance and listens for a single phrase—ask about the storm in Silveradose. Say it, and the call routes through our mesh, strips identifiers, drops a packet on a cold board in here. No names. No return path. No trail unless we choose to leave one.

“If she calls,” Lipstick adds, “the system flags it. We decide if she’s worth the oxygen.”

Mechanic drags a thumb along the bar. “That’s a risk.”

“Caledos is a risk,” Lipstick warns. “She looked like someone who knows that already.”

I nod once. “If she’s half as sharp as you think, she’ll call. If she isn’t, Hart will eat her alive and we’ll have one more ghost in this room.”

The hum of servers fills the silence that follows—the compound’s heartbeat low and steady under all the noise we’re about to make.

“This is the part I hate,” I tell them. “Viera walks. Hart and Cove toast the judge. The court polishes its halo with someone else’s blood. So we keep eyes on Viera. Track who picks up the phone, who pays his tab, who stands too close for a casual man’s comfort. Hart’s getting comfortable again.”

“Comfort breeds mistakes,” Mav speaks with confidence, raising my glass back to me.

“Which is why we’re still here.”

I look at the screens—thermal overlays, traffic maps, a corner tile that shows the road in from County 12. Outside, wind runs the pines like fingers through hair. Inside, the ghosts do what they always do in this room when the next fight is close—they get loud, then quiet, like they’re making space.

My father’s laugh used to live in rooms like this. My mother’s voice used to turn big ideas into sentences the world could understand. Both silenced because a man in a good suit decided Caledos belonged to him.

There’s a hole where justice should sit. We were the first ones stubborn enough to crawl in and hold the light. We’ll stay there until someone learns how to build a bridge over it—or until the city finally admits it dug the pit in the first place.

Tonight, the hole just widened. And that means we’re exactly where we’re supposed to be.

 


Chapter Two
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“The Devil’s client.”

Ava McNamara

Courtroom Four smells like sweat, old paper, and burnt coffee—Caledos justice, distilled. The air never moves in here. The same arguments get recycled, the same faces drift in and out, and every decision feels prearranged.

Tomas Viera sits beside me at the defense table, smirking like he’s watching a game he already won. His cuffs jingle softly as he adjusts his wrists. I’ve had arrogant clients before, but Viera’s brand is different—it’s knowing arrogance, the kind that doesn’t care if it’s seen.

“Lose the smirk,” I murmur. 

He shrugs. “Judge likes confidence.”

“They like evidence,” I counter, though even I’m not sure that’s true anymore.

Judge Grant flips through his notes, uninterested. “Counsel, let’s make this quick.”

The prosecutor straightens his tie and clears his throat. “Your Honor, the State opposes bail. The defendant was apprehended after midnight near Halberd’s freight terminal with unregistered cargo—allegedly acting as a driver for Cove Protective Services, a contractor that moves freight for Halberd.”

Grant’s gavel hits once, sharp. “Stick to the case at hand, counselor. We’re not revisiting old files.”

That catches my attention. Old files?

The prosecutor’s face tightens, but he presses on. “Your Honor, Halberd Logistics—”

“Enough,” Grant cuts in. “That investigation is sealed. Confine yourself to this incident.”

A flicker of something—unease, maybe—passes through the courtroom. The clerk looks down fast. Even the bailiff shifts his stance.

When it’s my turn, I stand. “Your Honor, my client cooperated fully. He was following transport orders from his employer, Cove Protective Services, a licensed contractor for Halberd Logistics & Holdings. There is no evidence he was aware of any illegal contents.”

Grant’s gaze rises, cold and precise. “You’re a recent addition to the Caledos roster, aren’t you, Ms. McNamara?”

“Yes, Your Honor.”

“Then a word of advice—don’t let curiosity outrun experience. Bail is set at fifty thousand. Defendant will remain within Caledos County and surrender his passport.”

The gavel falls again. Just like that. What the hell just happened?

Viera smirks, chain clinking as the bailiff uncuffs him. “Told you I’d walk.”

I gather my files. “Enjoy your walk, Tomas. I have a feeling it won’t last long.”

***

The courtroom empties in waves—lawyers, clerks, the bailiff shutting doors. The only ones left are me, Viera’s scent of cologne and arrogance, and Kaeli Bowers, the court stenographer, at her small desk beneath the judge’s bench.

She powers down her steno machine, locks the cover, and slides it into a rolling case with efficient precision. Her lipstick hasn’t smudged, and her composure hasn’t cracked. She looks like she’s typed a thousand lies and stopped being surprised by any of them.

I pause near the stenographer’s desk. “Do you record everything they say?”

Her fingers tighten briefly on the case handle. “Everything they want recorded.”

“Is that normal?”

“In Caledos?” She snaps the latch. “It’s policy.”

I lower my voice. “Judge Grant mentioned a sealed investigation involving Halberd. Do you know what he meant?”

Her eyes flick up to mine. “Don’t.”

The word is soft, almost kind. “Whatever you think you heard—you didn’t.”

Kaeli hesitates, glances at the bench as clerks shuffle papers, then tears a corner from her pad and slides it over the desk. “If things start to close in,” she murmurs quietly, “call this number. No names. No explanation. Ask about the storm in Silveradose.”

I frown. “What is it?”

“A way to be heard.”

She wheels her case toward the side exit, her heels clicking once against the tile.

Then she’s gone.

***

Outside, the heat hits like a slap. Reporters swarm the courthouse steps—microphones flashing, cameras snapping, the noise deafening. 

Viera basks in it, flanked by two men in dark suits who don’t bother pretending they’re law enforcement. They clear a path to a black sedan waiting at the curb. Viera doesn’t even glance my way as he climbs in.

I keep walking, head down, the crowd blurring around me. That wasn’t a hearing—it was choreography. Grant’s warning. The sealed investigation. Every official in that courtroom avoiding eye contact.

This city doesn’t run on justice—it runs on obedience.

By the time I reach the parking lot, the noise is gone. Only the heat and my heartbeat remain.

I open my hand. The slip of paper sits there, creased from where I’ve clenched it too tight. Ten digits. No label, no name—just a number and Kaeli’s instruction to ask about the storm in Silveradose if I needed them.

I slide it into my bag. It feels heavier than any paper should. Part of me wants to tear it up. The other part—the one that’s been watching cases rot for too long—won’t let it go.

***

I moved to Caledos three months ago to start over. To believe again.

Dallas had broken that belief—shattered it, really. My last case there was supposed to be my redemption—a junior accountant accused of embezzlement from a construction firm with government contracts. When I followed the money, I found something bigger—kickbacks, shell companies, campaign donations funneled through fake invoices.

A week before the trial—the whistleblower, my key witness, disappeared. Two days later, my supervisor told me to forget it. Said the client’s rights weren’t worth my career.

I didn’t listen and kept digging. By the end of the month, I was out—quietly blacklisted in Dallas, case reassigned, reputation tarnished. So I packed what was left of my life into my car and drove south until the road ended in Caledos. 

A new start, a new courtroom, a new lie to tell myself—That justice still meant something.

***

Across the plaza, one of Cove’s muscle stands beside the sedan, lighting a
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