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Chapter 1: Emergency Room
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The emergency room doors burst open at 2:47 AM, and Dr. Sheena Reeves didn't need to look up from her sutures to know exactly what kind of patient was incoming. The heavy boots, the smell of leather and motor oil, and the controlled urgency in the voices told her everything she needed to know.

Another Steel Vengeance member. Another "motorcycle accident."

"Trauma Two is open," she called out, finishing the last stitch on her current patient's laceration. The man on the gurney had cuts across his knuckles that looked suspiciously like defensive wounds, but she'd learned not to ask questions. The bikers always paid in cash, never caused trouble in her ER, and their injuries were usually clean—knife wounds that hadn't hit major organs, bullet grazes that needed stitching, fractures that could be set without surgery.

She snapped off her gloves and grabbed a fresh pair, heading toward Trauma Two where the newest arrival was already being transferred to the examination table. This one was conscious, alert, and trying to wave off the paramedics with one arm while the other hung at an unnatural angle.

"Dislocated shoulder," she diagnosed quickly, noting the way he held himself. "How'd this happen?"

"Bike went down," the man replied through gritted teeth. He was younger than most of the Steel Vengeance members she'd treated—maybe mid-twenties, with close-cropped brown hair and intelligent eyes that tracked her every movement. "Hit some gravel on a turn."

Sheena nodded, already reaching for the imaging request forms. She'd heard variations of this story dozens of times over the past six months. The Steel Vengeance members were always polite, always paid their bills, and their "motorcycle accidents" never quite matched the injury patterns she'd expect from actual crashes.

But that wasn't her problem. Her job was to treat the injuries, not investigate how they'd happened.

"I need to get some X-rays to make sure we're dealing with a simple dislocation," she explained, gently probing the joint. "Scale of one to ten, how's the pain?"

"Four," he lied smoothly. She could see the tension in his jaw, the way he was fighting not to flinch when she examined the shoulder.

"Right. Let's call it a seven and get you something for the pain." She made notes on his chart, then looked up to meet his eyes. "I'm Dr. Reeves. What's your name?"

"Miller," he said after a slight pause. "Jake Miller."

Another alias. They all used fake names, and she'd learned not to push. As long as they could pay for treatment and weren't bleeding out on her table, their identity wasn't her concern.

The X-rays confirmed a simple anterior dislocation. Sheena gave him a mild sedative and prepared for the reduction procedure. She'd done this particular manipulation dozens of times, and Jake Miller—or whatever his real name was—gritted his teeth and let her work without complaint.

"There," she said as the joint popped back into place. "You'll need to keep this in a sling for at least a week, and I'm prescribing some anti-inflammatories. No heavy lifting, no motorcycles, no—"

"Dr. Reeves." The voice from the trauma bay entrance made her spine stiffen. Dr. Kenneth Noyes, the hospital's chief administrator, stood in the doorway with his usual disapproving expression. "A word?"

She glanced at Jake Miller, who was already sitting up and testing the range of motion in his shoulder. "Give me five minutes to get you discharged."

"Take your time, Doc," Miller said quietly. "I'm not going anywhere."

Sheena followed Noyes out into the hallway, already knowing what this conversation would be about. He'd been pressuring her for weeks about her "unusual" patient load, the number of trauma cases that came through her shifts without police reports or insurance claims.

"We need to discuss your treatment protocols," Noyes began without preamble. "Specifically, your failure to report suspicious injuries to the proper authorities."

"Doctor-patient confidentiality," Sheena replied calmly. "Unless a patient is a danger to themselves or others, or I suspect child abuse, I don't report anything to anyone. You know that."

"These motorcycle club members—"

"Are paying customers who receive the same standard of care as every other patient." She crossed her arms, meeting his gaze steadily. "Is there a specific complaint about my treatment methods?"

Noyes's expression tightened. "There are certain parties who have expressed interest in your... discretion. They've made it clear that cooperation would be beneficial for everyone involved."

A chill ran down Sheena's spine. "What kind of cooperation?"

"The kind that comes with substantial financial compensation," Noyes said smoothly. "These parties understand the value of a skilled trauma surgeon who can work without unnecessary bureaucratic interference."

"You're talking about treating criminals," she said flatly.

"I'm talking about expanding your practice. Think of it as... private consulting." His smile was cold and calculating. "The kind of consulting that could pay off your medical school loans in a matter of months."

Sheena felt her stomach clench. Her debt from medical school was crushing—six figures of loans that would take decades to pay off on an ER doctor's salary. The money would solve every financial problem she had, would give her the freedom to practice medicine the way she'd always dreamed.

But she'd taken an oath. First, do no harm.

"I treat patients who come to my emergency room," she said carefully. "I don't make house calls, and I don't work off the books."

"Perhaps you should reconsider," Noyes said. "These aren't the kind of people who take no for an answer gracefully."

The threat was subtle but unmistakable. Sheena kept her expression neutral, but her pulse quickened. "Is that a threat, Dr. Noyes?"

"It's friendly advice." He straightened his tie, already turning away. "Think about what's best for your career, Dr. Reeves. And think about what happens to doctors who aren't... cooperative."

He walked away, leaving Sheena standing in the hallway with her heart hammering against her ribs. She'd heard rumors about medical professionals disappearing, about doctors and nurses who'd refused certain kinds of work and ended up dead in apparent accidents.

She'd thought they were just rumors.

The rest of her shift passed in a blur of routine cases—a construction worker with a broken wrist, a college student with alcohol poisoning, an elderly woman with chest pains that turned out to be anxiety. Jake Miller had left after paying his bill in cash, disappearing into the night like all the Steel Vengeance members did.

At 7 AM, Sheena finally clocked out and headed for the parking garage. The underground structure was dimly lit and mostly empty at this hour, her footsteps echoing off the concrete walls as she walked toward her car.

She was digging for her keys when she heard the footsteps behind her.

"Dr. Reeves."

She spun around, her heart leaping into her throat. A man in an expensive suit emerged from behind a pillar, flanked by two others who looked like they'd stepped out of a mob movie. The man in the suit was mid-forties, with silver-streaked hair and cold eyes that reminded her of a snake.

"I'm Tony Romano," he said smoothly. "I believe Dr. Noyes mentioned that certain parties were interested in your services."

Sheena's grip tightened on her keys, the metal digging into her palm. "I'm not interested."

Romano's smile was all teeth and no warmth. "I don't think you understand. This isn't really a request."

One of his companions shifted, and she caught a glimpse of the gun holstered under his jacket. Her mouth went dry, but she forced herself to stand straighter.

"I'm a trauma surgeon, not a criminal," she said. "I work in a hospital, not in back alleys."

"You'll work wherever we tell you to work," Romano replied. "We have several operations that require regular medical attention. Discrete medical attention. You'll be well compensated for your time and your silence."

"And if I refuse?"

Romano's smile widened. "Refusal isn't an option, Doctor. Not if you want to keep practicing medicine. Or keep breathing."

The threat hit her like a physical blow. She'd known this moment might come, had heard the whispers about what happened to medical professionals who crossed the wrong people. But knowing and experiencing were two different things.

"I need time to think," she said, hating how her voice shook.

"You have until tomorrow night to make the right decision," Romano said. "We'll be in touch with details about your first assignment."

He turned to leave, then paused. "Oh, and Dr. Reeves? Don't bother going to the police. We have friends everywhere. Even in the departments that are supposed to protect people like you."

The sound of engines starting echoed through the garage as Romano and his men disappeared into the shadows. Sheena stood frozen for a long moment, her keys still clutched in her trembling hands.

She was fumbling with her car door when she heard the motorcycle.

The sound was different from the others—deeper, more aggressive. The bike that rolled into view was massive, black and chrome gleaming under the fluorescent lights. The rider who climbed off was tall and broad-shouldered, moving with the controlled precision of someone accustomed to violence.

He pulled off his helmet, revealing a face that was all sharp angles and hard planes. Dark hair, darker eyes, and a scar that ran from his left temple to his jaw. She recognized him immediately—not his face, but his presence. This was the kind of man who made other men step aside.

"Dr. Reeves," he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her chest. "I'm Fury. Tony Collins. We need to talk."

"I don't know what—"

"Romano just made you an offer you can't refuse," he said, cutting her off. "Except you're going to refuse anyway, aren't you?"

She stared at him, trying to process what was happening. "How did you know—"

"Because that's who you are." He stepped closer, and she caught the scent of leather and something darker—gunpowder, maybe. "You've been treating Steel Vengeance members for months without asking questions or demanding payment upfront. You could have reported us, could have made our lives difficult, but you didn't. You're not the kind of person who compromises her principles for money."

"What do you want from me?"

"I want to keep you alive," he said simply. "Romano works for Alexander Portnoy, and Portnoy doesn't take no for an answer. Ever."

As if summoned by his words, the sound of multiple engines filled the parking garage. Three black SUVs roared up the ramp, their headlights cutting through the dim space like searchlights.

"Shit," Fury muttered. "They're moving faster than I expected."

The SUVs screeched to a halt, doors slamming open as armed men poured out. Sheena counted at least eight of them, all carrying weapons that looked military-grade.

"Get behind me," Fury ordered, drawing a pistol from inside his jacket with practiced ease.

"I don't understand what's happening," Sheena said, her voice rising with panic.

"What's happening is that you're about to become Portnoy's property," Fury replied grimly. "Unless you trust me to get you out of here."

The men were advancing now, spreading out to surround them. Romano appeared from behind one of the SUVs, no longer bothering with his civilized facade.

"Dr. Reeves," he called out. "Step away from the biker and come with us. We have work for you to do."

"Like hell," Fury said under his breath. He glanced back at her, his dark eyes intense. "Your choice, Doc. Come with me and live, or go with them and become a slave to every piece of shit who can pay for your services."

It wasn't really a choice at all.

"Get me out of here," she whispered.

Fury's smile was sharp and dangerous. "Hold on tight."

The first shots rang out as he grabbed her hand and pulled her toward his motorcycle.
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Chapter 2: Compound Safety
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The Steel Vengeance compound was nothing like Sheena had expected.

The ride through Detroit's industrial district had been a blur of gunfire and screeching tires, with Fury weaving his Harley between Romano's pursuit vehicles while she clung to his leather jacket and tried not to think about the bullets whining past her head. When they'd finally lost the last SUV in a maze of abandoned warehouses, her legs had been shaking so badly she could barely stand.

Now, forty minutes later, she sat in a surprisingly comfortable chair in what Fury called the "clubhouse," nursing a cup of coffee that was actually decent and trying to process everything that had happened.

The compound itself was impressive—a rebuilt industrial complex surrounded by high fences topped with razor wire, with security cameras covering every approach. The main building looked like it had once been a factory floor, but someone had converted it into something that felt more like a fortress crossed with a sports bar. Pool tables, a full kitchen, comfortable seating areas, and enough flat-screen televisions to outfit a small casino.

What struck her most was how normal it felt. The dozen or so men scattered around the space were clearly dangerous—she could see the way they moved, the careful awareness in their eyes—but they were also just hanging out. Playing cards, watching television, having conversations about mundane things like grocery runs and motorcycle maintenance.

"Different than you expected?" Fury asked, settling into the chair across from her. He'd shed his leather jacket, revealing a black t-shirt that did nothing to hide the breadth of his shoulders or the intricate tattoo work covering his arms.

"I don't know what I expected," Sheena admitted. "Maybe something more like the movies."

His laugh was low and rough. "Hollywood gets it wrong. We're not savages, Doc. We're soldiers who found a new mission."

"Which is?"

"Protecting people the system abandons." His expression grew serious. "Like you."

She studied his face, trying to read the man behind the reputation. Fury was younger than she'd first thought—maybe early thirties, with lines around his eyes that spoke of experience rather than age. The scar on his face was old but distinctive, and she found herself wondering what had caused it.

"Tell me about Portnoy," she said.

Fury's jaw tightened. "Alexander Portnoy runs arms dealing out of the old Chrysler plant on the east side. High-end weapons, military-grade equipment, the kind of hardware that ends up in the hands of cartels and terrorist organizations. He's been operating for five years, and he's got connections everywhere—police, federal agencies, city government."

"And he forces doctors to work for him?"

"He forces doctors to keep his people alive," Fury corrected. "Portnoy's crew gets shot up regularly—territorial disputes, deals gone wrong, law enforcement raids. He can't take them to hospitals without questions being asked, so he recruits medical professionals to handle treatment off the books."

Sheena felt sick. "What happens to the doctors who refuse?"

"They disappear." His voice was flat, matter-of-fact. "Car accidents, home invasions, overdoses. Portnoy's cleanup specialist makes sure there's never enough evidence to prove murder, but the message gets through to other medical professionals in the area."

"How many has he recruited?"

"At least six that we know of. A trauma surgeon, two ER doctors, three nurses with surgical experience. He keeps them in rotation so none of them can build up too much evidence about his operations." Fury leaned forward, his dark eyes intense. "You would have been number seven."

The coffee turned bitter in her mouth. "Why me specifically?"

"Because you're good at what you do, and you've already proven you can keep your mouth shut about questionable patients." His gaze traveled over her face, assessing. "Plus, you've got the kind of debt that makes people desperate enough to compromise their principles."

She flinched. "How do you know about my loans?"

"We make it our business to know about people who matter." The comment should have sounded threatening, but something in his tone made it feel protective instead. "Portnoy does his research before he makes recruitment offers. He knows exactly which buttons to push."

"So what happens now? Do I hide here forever?"

"Now we eliminate the threat." Fury's smile was sharp and predatory. "Portnoy has been on our list for months. He's been supplying weapons to crews that target innocent people, including some of the families of our members. Your situation just moved him to the top of our
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