
PUNISHER’S REVENGE

SAVAGE TIDE MC #2

SASHA HARLEY

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 Sasha Harley
All rights reserved.
Cover photo by Freepik

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

AUTHOR’S NOTE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


The compound's war room smelled like leather, gun oil, and the kind of tension that came before blood hit the ground. William “Punisher” Hayes spread the county map across the scarred oak table, his calloused fingers tracing patrol routes while his brothers settled into chairs that had witnessed more violence than most crime scenes.

"Tidewater's finished, but their mess is still our problem," he said, his voice carrying the quiet authority that made grown men listen. "County commissioners are still asking questions, and every small-time wannabe thinks Wrecker's victory makes us vulnerable."

Dagger leaned forward, switchblade dancing between his fingers in that unconscious rhythm that meant he was ready to carve someone up. "Let them come. Been too quiet since we put Tidewater in the ground."

"Quiet keeps us alive," Punisher replied, marking three red X's on the map. "These checkpoints need round-the-clock coverage. Demon, you take the north harbor access. Dagger gets the main road junction. I'll handle the marina approach."

Wrecker's boots echoed against concrete as their president descended from his office, Megan's legal files tucked under his arm. The man moved like controlled violence wrapped in calculated intelligence—exactly what had built Savage Tide MC from desperate fishermen into the most feared brotherhood on the Outer Banks.

"Status report," Wrecker commanded, settling into the head chair with the casual authority of a man who'd earned his position through blood and bullets.

"County's still adjusting to the new sheriff," Punisher said, tapping the courthouse district on the map. "Richardson seems straight, but some of his deputies are holdovers from the Dawson era. Word is a few are still bitter about how things went down."

"Since when do we give a fuck what badge-wearing parasites think?" Dagger's blade clicked shut with finality.

"Since they can make our lives complicated enough to interfere with protecting what's ours." Punisher's gray eyes held steady on his brothers. "We handle this smart. Controlled. No unnecessary bodies until we know exactly what we're dealing with."

Wrecker nodded slow approval. "That's why you're my VP. Always thinking three moves ahead." His attention shifted to the younger members. "Demon, what's your read on the harbor?"

The club's deadliest ghost emerged from the shadows where he'd been listening. Jake Castle moved like smoke given human form, his kills tattooed behind his left ear a reminder of exactly how permanent his solutions could be.

"Two new faces asking questions at Murphy's Bar last night," Demon reported in his graveyard whisper. "Not locals. Too clean, too careful. Smelled like federal interest."

The temperature in the room dropped ten degrees. Every man present had enough buried sins to fuel nightmares, but federal attention meant the kind of war that ended with body bags or prison cells.

"Federal or corporate?" Punisher asked, his strategic mind already calculating threat levels.

"Corporate," Demon said with certainty. "Same stink as the Tidewater cleanup crews. Someone's still sniffing around our territory, looking for angles."

Punisher felt the familiar cold calculation settle over his thoughts—the same mental state that had kept his Army Ranger unit alive through three deployments and made him invaluable to offshore drilling operations before corporate greed destroyed that life. Every threat required assessment. Every enemy needed a weakness identified.

"We increase patrols but keep them subtle," he decided. "Throttle coordinates civilian protection routes. Rig monitors all financial channels for unusual activity. Whisper keeps electronic surveillance on anyone asking the wrong questions."

"And if they push too hard?" Dagger's grin showed too many teeth.

"Then we remind them why this territory belongs to Savage Tide MC," Wrecker said with deadly finality. "But Punisher calls the tactical response. His word is law on operational security."

The brotherhood murmured agreement—rough voices acknowledging hierarchy through respect, not fear. These weren't mindless thugs following orders. These were dangerous men who'd chosen to follow Punisher's strategic mind because it kept them alive and their enemies buried.

"Meeting adjourned," Wrecker announced. "Punisher, need you to handle the breakfast run. Mitchell's Diner, usual order. Keep your eyes open."

Standard protocol disguised as routine—morning reconnaissance at the community's heart, where local gossip revealed more than any surveillance system. Punisher stood, leather creaking as he stretched muscles that still remembered Army discipline and offshore labor.

"Copy that, Prez."

The North Carolina morning hit him like a familiar embrace as he fired up his dark gray Street Glide. Dawn patrol had always been his favorite shift—the world quiet enough to think, dangerous enough to matter. His bike's engine rumbled with barely contained power, chrome and steel extension of his own controlled violence.

Mitchell's Diner sat in the harbor district like a lighthouse for working people—the kind of place where commercial fishermen grabbed coffee before dawn runs and late-shift workers found hot meals when the rest of the world slept. Punisher had been eating breakfast there twice a week for eight months, ever since Wrecker assigned him regular community contact duty.

The parking lot held three pickup trucks, all showing the wear of honest work. Good. No complications this morning, just working people starting their day.

Punisher parked where he could watch all approaches, a habit that had kept him breathing through two wars and countless corporate knife-fights. The diner's windows glowed warm yellow against the gray morning, promising coffee strong enough to wake the dead and food that actually filled a working man's stomach.

The bell over the door announced his arrival with cheerful indifference to the violence he carried like a second skin. The early morning crowd was typical—a couple of fishermen grabbing coffee to-go, an elderly regular reading his paper at the counter.

He claimed his usual corner booth—back to the wall, clear sight lines to both entrances, close enough to the kitchen to avoid being cornered.

The diner's owner emerged from behind the counter with coffee already poured, her movements efficient and graceful despite the early hour. Cassie Mitchell looked tired but determined, the kind of woman who'd been fighting battles too long to show weakness in public.

"Usual breakfast, Punisher?" Her voice carried the slight rasp of exhaustion and something else—stress that went deeper than normal small-business struggles.

"That works." He accepted the coffee with callused fingers, noting how her hand trembled almost imperceptibly. "Everything all right?"

Those green eyes flicked toward the window, then away. "Just tired. Been a long week."

Bullshit. Punisher had spent too many years reading people in life-or-death situations to miss the signs. Cassie Mitchell was scared, trying to hide it, and failing badly enough that a trained observer would notice.

She disappeared into the kitchen, leaving him alone with his coffee and growing certainty that his quiet morning was about to become significantly more complicated. Through the window, he watched a beat-up sedan cruise past slowly—too slowly, driver's attention focused on the diner instead of the road.

Third pass in ten minutes. Amateur surveillance, but persistent enough to matter.

Punisher's phone buzzed against his ribs. Text from Demon: "Watching your six. Same sedan been circling since 0630."

So his brothers had noticed too. Good. That meant whatever trouble was brewing around Cassie Mitchell had just become official Savage Tide MC business.

The elderly regular at the counter finished his coffee and left with a friendly wave to Cassie, probably grateful for routine in whatever chaos was disrupting the peaceful morning.

Which left the diner mostly empty except for Cassie and whatever predator was stalking them from that circling sedan.

Punisher settled deeper into his booth, gray eyes tracking every shadow while his coffee cooled untouched. His brothers expected a simple breakfast run and community intelligence gathering.

Instead, he was about to discover that some missions chose the warrior, not the other way around.
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Cassie Mitchell's hands shook as she cracked eggs onto the griddle, the familiar morning routine doing nothing to calm her frayed nerves. Through the kitchen's pass-through window, she could see the biker in the corner booth—Punisher, the one who always paid in cash and never caused trouble. His presence should have made her feel safer, but nothing felt safe anymore.

Not when Travis was out there, watching.

The sedan had made its fourth pass in twenty minutes. She didn't need to look to know it was him behind the wheel of that beat-up Buick, nursing his obsession and his rage like twin cancers eating him alive. Six months since the divorce was finalized, and he still couldn't accept that she'd escaped his control.

The timer buzzed, jerking her back to reality. She flipped the hash browns with more force than necessary, splattering grease across the stainless steel surface. Her grandmother would have scolded her for taking out frustration on perfectly good food, but Grandma Rose had never dealt with an ex-husband who believed he owned her soul.

"Order up," she called softly, plating Punisher's usual—two eggs over easy, wheat toast, crispy hash browns, and a side of bacon that could feed a linebacker. The man ate like he burned calories through sheer intensity, which probably wasn't far from the truth.

She pushed through the swinging door, coffee pot in one hand and his plate in the other, trying to project the same competent professionalism that had kept Mitchell's Diner running through three generations of economic ups and downs. Her customers deserved better than a scared woman jumping at shadows.

"Here you go." She set the plate down carefully, noting how Punisher's attention remained split between his food and the window. Those steel-gray eyes missed nothing, cataloging threats with military precision.

"Thanks." His voice carried that same quiet authority she'd noticed from his first visit eight months ago, when he'd walked in looking like controlled thunder and ordered breakfast with the politeness of a man raised right. "Coffee's perfect, as always."

The compliment shouldn't have warmed her as much as it did. Cassie had spent five years married to a man who criticized everything from her cooking to her breathing, and positive feedback still felt like a rare gift.

"My grandmother's blend," she said, topping off his cup. "She always said good coffee was the foundation of any decent meal."

"Smart woman." Punisher cut into his eggs with surgical precision, but his focus remained on the street. "That sedan's been making rounds since I got here."

Cassie's blood turned to ice water. She'd hoped the circling vehicle had been her imagination, paranoia born from months of harassment and threats. Hearing confirmation from someone else made it terrifyingly real.

"I noticed." The words came out steadier than she felt. No point in lying to a man who clearly saw everything anyway. "It's probably nothing."

"Bullshit." The single word held no anger, just absolute certainty. "You've been wound tight as a spring since I walked in. Someone's got you spooked, and that someone's driving a piece-of-shit Buick with tinted windows."

Heat crept up Cassie's neck. She prided herself on maintaining professional composure, but apparently her fear was written across her face in neon letters. "I can handle my own problems."

"Never said you couldn't." Punisher's tone remained conversational, but something shifted in his posture—a subtle tension that suggested coiled violence held in check. "But when problems park outside my breakfast spot and upset the woman who makes the best coffee on the Outer Banks, they become my problems too."

The possessive edge in those words sent an unexpected shiver through her chest. Not the controlling ownership Travis had wielded like a weapon, but protective instinct from a man who'd claimed this place and everyone in it as territory worth defending.

"I don't want trouble," she said quietly, glancing toward the empty counter where old Mr. Patterson usually sat reading his paper. Even her regulars were staying away, sensing the tension that followed her like smoke.

"Trouble's already found you, sweetheart." The endearment slipped out naturally, carrying none of the condescension she'd grown to hate. "Question is whether you're gonna face it alone or let someone who knows how to handle problems lend a hand."

Cassie studied his face, looking for the trap. Travis had always couched his control in protective language, making his jealousy sound like care until the cage door slammed shut. But Punisher's offer felt different—solid ground instead of quicksand.

"It's complicated," she admitted, wrapping her arms around her middle. "My ex-husband doesn't handle rejection well."

"Ex-cop?" The question came sharp and knowing, like he'd already connected dots she hadn't shared.

Her surprise must have shown on her face because Punisher's expression darkened. "Seen the type before. Badge makes some men think they own the world and everyone in it. What's his name?"

"Travis Montgomery. He was a sheriff's deputy until..." She trailed off, unwilling to voice the ugly details of their marriage's end.

"Until he got fired for being exactly the kind of bastard who'd stalk his ex-wife." Punisher's voice carried the flat certainty of a man stating facts, not making assumptions. "When's the last time he escalated beyond driving circles?"

The clinical way he approached her terror should have felt cold, but instead it offered the first real hope she'd felt in months. Someone was taking her seriously, treating Travis like the genuine threat he'd become instead of dismissing her fears as feminine hysteria.

"Three nights ago. He broke into my apartment, trashed the place." The memory made her stomach clench. "Nothing stolen, just... destroyed. Like he wanted me to know he could get to me whenever he wanted."

Something lethal flickered behind Punisher's eyes, there and gone so fast she might have imagined it. When he spoke again, his voice remained perfectly level. "You file a report?"

"What's the point? Half the sheriff's department still considers Travis family. They'd find excuses, say it was probably kids or a random break-in." Bitter experience had taught her exactly how much protection the law offered women trying to escape controlling men.

"So you're handling it alone."

"I'm trying to rebuild my life." The words came out sharper than intended, defensive pride flaring despite her fear. "This diner is all I have left. My grandmother built it from nothing, and I won't let him destroy it just because he can't accept that I left."

Punisher leaned back slightly, and she caught a glimpse of something that might have been approval in his expression. "Good. Never apologize for fighting for what's yours."

The sedan cruised past again, slower this time, and Cassie's breath caught in her throat. Through the tinted windshield, she could make out Travis's familiar silhouette, the set of his shoulders that meant his temper was building toward explosion.

"He's getting bolder," she whispered, fear and fury warring in her chest. "Yesterday he followed me to the grocery store. The day before, he was parked outside when I opened."

"Pattern escalation." Punisher's tactical assessment should have terrified her, but instead it felt like validation. Someone finally understood that her ex-husband wasn't just a nuisance but a genuine predator working toward something worse. "How long since the divorce was final?"

"Six months." She set the coffee pot down with shaking hands. "He blamed me for ruining his career when I testified about..." She couldn't finish the sentence.

"When you found the courage to tell the truth about what he did to you." Punisher's tone brooked no argument, framing her testimony as heroism instead of betrayal. "Takes backbone to stand up against a man with a badge and twenty years of law enforcement contacts."

The unexpected praise hit her like sunlight breaking through storm clouds. Travis had spent years convincing her that leaving him made her weak, selfish, a quitter who destroyed families. Hearing her decision described as courage felt like breathing clean air for the first time in years.

"I couldn't stay." The admission came out raw and honest. "He was getting worse, and I knew if I didn't leave, he'd eventually kill me. Maybe make it look like an accident."

"Smart woman." Punisher finished his eggs and pushed the plate aside, movements deliberate and controlled. "Question is, what're you gonna do now that he's decided stalking beats accepting reality?"

Before Cassie could answer, her phone buzzed against her hip. The text message made her blood freeze: "Saw you talking to your biker boyfriend. Guess I need to remind you who you belong to."

Punisher must have caught her expression because he was moving before she could speak, sliding out of the booth with predatory grace. "Show me."

She handed him the phone with trembling fingers, watching his jaw tighten as he read Travis's words. When he looked up, his eyes held the kind of cold fury that had probably terrified enemy soldiers in whatever war he'd fought.

"He just made a mistake," Punisher said quietly, handing back her phone. "Threatening you was stupid. Threatening you in front of me was suicidal."

The possessive edge in his voice should have alarmed her, but instead it sent heat spiraling through her chest. For the first time in months, someone was claiming her safety as their personal responsibility—not to control her, but to protect her.

"I don't want you getting hurt because of my problems," she said, meaning every word.

"Sweetheart, your problems just became Savage Tide MC business." Punisher pulled out his own phone, fingers moving across the screen with military efficiency. "And we don't leave our people unprotected."

Our people. The phrase hit her like a physical blow, knocking loose something she'd kept carefully locked away. She wasn't alone anymore. This alpha male with scars on his hands and death in his eyes had just claimed her as territory worth defending.

"What does that mean?" she whispered.

Punisher's smile held no warmth, just deadly promise. "Means your ex-husband is about to learn the difference between badge authority and real power."

Outside, the sedan had stopped circling, parked now in full view of the diner's windows. Travis was done hiding, ready to make his move.

And for the first time since her marriage ended, Cassie Mitchell wasn't afraid.
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The sound of heavy boots on gravel made Cassie's pulse spike until she saw the Savage Tide MC patches through the diner's front window. Three bikers dismounted from rumbling Harleys with the coordinated precision of soldiers responding to a distress call. She recognized the tall one with the switchblade—Dagger, she thought—and the ghost-pale man who moved like smoke. The third was built like a fortress and carried himself with the kind of authority that made lesser men step aside.

Punisher hadn't been exaggerating when he'd said her problems were now club business.

"Stay behind the counter," Punisher instructed, his voice carrying absolute command as he moved toward the door. "Let us handle this."

Every feminist instinct Cassie possessed rebelled against hiding while men fought her battles, but she also wasn't stupid enough to get in the way of whatever was about to happen. Travis had finally overplayed his hand, and the reckoning was walking through her front door in leather and attitude.

The club president—because that's obviously who the fortress-sized man was—surveyed the diner with calculating eyes that missed nothing. When his attention settled on Cassie, she saw not dismissal or condescension, but professional assessment. He was measuring her as a person worth protecting, not a helpless victim requiring rescue.

"Wrecker," Punisher said by way of introduction. "This is Cassie Mitchell. Owner, and the woman I mentioned."

"Ma'am." Wrecker's voice rumbled like distant thunder, respectful but not gentle. "Understand you've got a stalker problem that's escalated
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