
BLONDIE’S SHOT

RECKONING RIDERS MC #2

JYNX WOLFE

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 Jynx Wolfe
All rights reserved.
Cover art 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

EPILOGUE

AUTHOR’S NOTE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


ALISON

The kid convulsed on the gurney, her nineteen-year-old body rejecting the poison flooding her system. Alison slammed the paddles against her chest and hit the charge button.

"Clear!"

Her back arched off the table. The monitor flatlined for three terrifying seconds before picking up a weak rhythm. Fourth overdose this month. Fourth kid who should have survived a standard fentanyl hit but didn't.

"Dr. Smith, we need you in trauma two." Nurse Betty's voice cut through the chaos.

Alison kept her hands on the girl's wrist, feeling for a pulse that barely existed. "Get me another amp of naloxone. And run a full tox screen."

"But doctor—"

"Now." Her voice carried the authority of someone who'd spent six years fighting death in this ER. The authority of someone who refused to lose another patient to whatever sick game was being played in her city.

The girl's eyes fluttered open. Brown eyes, just like Alison's sister's had been. The same age her sister would have been if she'd lived past sixteen.

"What's your name, sweetheart?"

"M-Megan." Her voice came out as a whisper.

"You're going to be okay, Megan. But I need you to tell me where you got the pills."

Fear flickered across her face. "I can't. They'll kill me."

"Who will kill you?" Alison kept her voice gentle while her mind raced. This was the first survivor who'd been coherent enough to speak.

"The man with the white coat. He said the pills were safe. Said they were for people like me. People trying to get clean."

Alison's blood turned to ice. A doctor. Someone with medical training was targeting recovering addicts with contaminated drugs. The other three victims had all been in recovery programs.

"Megan, what did this man look like?"

"Older. Gray hair. Had a clinic somewhere downtown. Said he understood addiction." Tears rolled down her cheeks. "I've been clean for six months. I just... I had a bad day."

Alison squeezed her hand. "You're still clean. This wasn't your fault."

The monitors started beeping frantically. Her blood pressure was dropping despite the naloxone. Whatever was in those pills, it wasn't just fentanyl. Someone had mixed it with something else. Something designed to kill.

"Get me epinephrine. And call the lab. I want to know what else is in her system."

Betty hesitated. "Dr. Smith, the lab says they can't run extended panels without authorization from—"

"I don't give a damn what the lab says." Alison grabbed the epinephrine and injected it directly into Megan's IV line. "A nineteen-year-old girl is dying because someone is intentionally poisoning recovering addicts in our city."

The girl's heart rate stabilized. Her breathing evened out. She was going to live, but barely.

"Get me everything we have on the other three overdoses from this month. I want their tox screens, their medical histories, everything."

"Dr. Smith, I really think you should talk to Dr. Patterson about this. He's the department head, and he specifically said—"

"He specifically said what?" Alison turned to face Betty, and she took a step back from whatever she saw in her eyes.

"He said not to ask questions about the overdoses. Said it was a police matter."

Police matter. The same police who'd done nothing when her sister died. The same police who'd written off three dead addicts as "natural consequences" of their lifestyle.

"The police aren't investigating. They're covering up." Alison pulled off her gloves and headed for the door. "I'm going to find out who's poisoning kids in recovery. And I'm going to stop them."

"Dr. Smith, wait. Where are you going?"

She paused at the door. "To ask the kind of questions that get people killed."

The parking garage was dark and empty at two in the morning. Alison's footsteps echoed off the concrete walls as she walked toward her car. The weight of Megan's words pressed down on her. A doctor. Someone with medical training was targeting the most vulnerable people in their community.

Her keys were in her hand when she heard the footsteps behind her. Two sets. Heavy boots on concrete.

"Dr. Smith."

She turned. Two men in dark clothes stood between her and the exit. The bigger one had a scar running from his ear to his jaw. The smaller one kept his hands in his jacket pockets.

"You've been asking a lot of questions tonight," Scar said.

"It's my job to ask questions when patients are dying."

"Your job is to treat overdoses and keep your mouth shut." He took a step closer. "Some questions are dangerous for pretty doctors."

Alison's heart hammered against her ribs, but she kept her voice steady. "Are you threatening me?"

"I'm explaining reality. Four overdoses this month. All from the same bad batch. Tragic, but not unusual. You file your reports, you move on, you forget about gray-haired doctors and downtown clinics."

The smaller man spoke for the first time. "Forgetting is healthy. Remembering gets people hurt."

They knew. They knew about the contaminated drugs, about the doctor targeting recovering addicts. They were here to silence her before she could expose whatever was happening.

"I'm not going to forget." Alison lifted her chin. "I'm going to find out who's poisoning kids in recovery. And I'm going to destroy them."

Scar laughed. "You're going to destroy them? You're a doctor, not a soldier."

"I'm a doctor who's tired of watching kids die while people like you cover it up."

The smaller man pulled his hand from his jacket. Brass knuckles gleamed in the fluorescent light. "Dr. Smith, you're about to have a very serious accident."

The sound of motorcycle engines filled the garage. Three bikes roared up the ramp, headlights cutting through the darkness. The riders wore black leather and moved with deadly precision.

The biggest biker dismounted and walked toward them. Tall, broad-shouldered, with blond hair and cold blue eyes. He moved like a predator, every step controlled and dangerous.

"Problem here?" His voice was quiet, but it carried the kind of authority that made smart people step back.

Scar tried to play it casual. "Just having a conversation with the doctor. Nothing that concerns you."

"Everything in my city concerns me." The biker's eyes flicked to Alison, then back to Scar. "Especially when two pieces of shit are threatening a woman in a parking garage."

"Look, we don't want any trouble—"

"You already have trouble." The biker smiled, and it was the most terrifying thing Alison had ever seen. "The question is how much trouble you want to walk away with."

The smaller man raised his brass knuckles. "There's three of us and one of you."

"There's three of you and three of us. And we're not asking nicely."

The other two bikers had moved to flank Scar and his partner. The garage suddenly felt very small and very quiet.

"This isn't over," Scar said, backing toward the exit.

"Yes, it is." The blond biker's voice followed them. "If I see you near the doctor again, I'll kill you. That's not a threat. That's a promise."

They disappeared into the darkness. The sound of their footsteps faded, leaving just Alison and three bikers in the empty garage.

The blond one turned to her. Up close, he was even more intimidating. Six-foot-three, maybe two hundred pounds of muscle and controlled violence. But his eyes weren't cruel. They were sad.

"You okay, doc?"

She nodded, not trusting her voice.

"Those men knew about the contaminated drugs. They knew about the doctor targeting recovering addicts. They're part of whatever's happening."

He studied her for a long moment. "What's your name?"

"Alison Smith. I'm an ER doctor here."

"I'm Blondie." He pulled a business card from his jacket pocket. "Reckoning Custom Cycles. You call if you need help."

"Why would you help me?"

"Because someone's poisoning kids in recovery. And that pisses me off."

He climbed back on his bike. The engine roared to life, echoing off the concrete walls.

"Be careful, doc. Asking the right questions will get you killed. But asking them might be the only way to save those kids."

The three bikes disappeared into the night, leaving Alison alone with a business card and the knowledge that she'd just stepped into something much bigger and more dangerous than contaminated drugs.

She looked at the card. Reckoning Custom Cycles. Below it, a phone number and an address.

Megan's words echoed in her mind. A doctor with gray hair and a downtown clinic. Someone targeting recovering addicts with poisoned pills designed to kill.

She got in her car and drove home, the business card burning in her pocket. Tomorrow she would find out who was poisoning kids in recovery. And she would stop them.

Even if it killed her.
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BLONDIE

The dealer's face hit the brick wall behind the recovery clinic with a wet crunch. Blood streamed from his broken nose as Blondie pressed his forearm against his throat.

"Special pills," he said. "Tell me about the special pills."

"I don't know what you're talking about, man." His voice came out strangled.

Blondie increased the pressure. "Wrong answer."

Danny "Tweaker" Bulick had been selling drugs within fifty yards of the Sunrise Recovery Center for three weeks. Tonight he'd been handing out free samples to people leaving group therapy sessions. Free samples that looked exactly like the pills killing recovering addicts across Reno.

"Okay, okay." He tried to squirm away from the wall. "They're not my pills. I just distribute them."

"Who gives them to you?"

"Some doctor. Says they're for people coming out of rehab. Says they help with cravings."

Blondie's sister Casey had come out of rehab twice. Both times she'd relapsed within a month. The second time killed her. An overdose from pills that were supposed to be safe.

"What doctor?"

"I never met him. Guy in a white coat drops them off at my apartment. Pays me five hundred a week to hand them out here."

Blondie pulled out his phone and showed him a photo. "This the guy?"

Dr. Robert Crenna stared back from the screen. Gray hair, kind face, the sort of doctor who appeared in pharmaceutical commercials. He'd been tracking him for two weeks since Smoke gave him the assignment.

"Yeah, that's him. Look, I thought I was helping people. He said the pills would keep them from relapsing."

"They keep them from relapsing by killing them."

Tweaker's eyes went wide. "What? No, man. They're supposed to be safe. He said—"

"He lied." Blondie let go of his throat and stepped back. "How many people did you give pills to tonight?"

"Maybe six or seven. They were all coming out of group therapy. I told them the pills would help with cravings."

Six or seven people who were trying to get clean. Six or seven people who would be in the ER within hours, fighting for their lives like the girl he'd watched Dr. Smith save tonight.

"Where does Crenna get the pills?"

"I don't know. He just shows up every Tuesday with a fresh supply."

Blondie grabbed Tweaker by the front of his jacket and slammed him against the wall again. "When?"

"Tuesday mornings. Around ten. Drops off maybe fifty pills."

"What's he driving?"

"Black Mercedes. License plate says DOC something."

Vanity plate. Arrogant bastard advertising his profession while he poisoned vulnerable people. The kind of rich, protected criminal the system would never touch.

"You're done selling here," Blondie said. "You even look at this recovery center again, I'll kill you."

"But the money—"

"Find another job." He released him and watched him stumble toward the street. "And Tweaker? If any of those people you gave pills to tonight die, I'm coming for you."

He disappeared into the darkness, leaving Blondie alone
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