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Grace Sullivan stared at the three photographs spread across her desk, her coffee growing cold as the morning sun streamed through the guidance counselor's office windows. Three kids. Three supposedly accidental deaths. Three families destroyed.

Terence Williams, seventeen, honor roll student until last semester. Found burned alive in his Honda Civic after what police called a "street racing accident."

Ashley Dorren, sixteen, future valedictorian who'd been worried about college tuition. Died when her modified Camaro's brakes failed during an illegal race, sending her straight into a concrete barrier at ninety miles per hour.

Tyler Pitt, eighteen, football scholarship to UGA until his grades tanked mysteriously. His Mustang had exploded on impact during what witnesses described as a "drag race gone wrong."

"Street racing," Grace muttered, her fingers tracing the edge of Terence's school photo. "My ass."

These weren't reckless teenagers dying from stupidity. Grace had been a communications specialist in Afghanistan before she'd traded her Army uniform for a guidance counselor's badge. She knew what patterns looked like, and she recognized targeted elimination when she saw it.

All three students had been struggling financially. All three had maintained perfect attendance until joining some mysterious "car club" six months ago. All three had died in identical scenarios—high-speed crashes with catastrophic vehicle failures that left no survivors to tell the story.

Grace pushed back from her desk and grabbed her keys. The police had written these deaths off as teenage stupidity, but she hadn't spent four years in a war zone to come home and watch kids get murdered on her watch.

The abandoned Hartwell Automotive warehouse sat on the outskirts of town like a metal cancer, its broken windows reflecting the late afternoon sun. Grace parked her Honda CR-V behind a cluster of rusted shipping containers and checked her cell. No signal—of course. The place looked deserted, but tire tracks in the dirt suggested otherwise.

She'd heard whispers from students about the "club meetings" held here. Kids talking in hushed tones about easy money and fast cars, their eyes darting away when she tried to ask questions. The same kids who'd stopped coming to her office for college planning, who'd started showing up to school with expensive sneakers and new electronics their families couldn't afford.

Grace approached the main entrance, her sneakers silent on the cracked asphalt. The loading dock door was cracked open, conversation carrying from inside. Male conversation, older than high school age.

"—next batch of marks are already hooked," a man was saying. "Jenny Patterson's family's about to lose their farm. Kid's hungry enough to try anything for quick cash."

"What about insurance payouts from the last three?" Another speaker, rougher.

"Clean as always. Families get their money, we get our cut from the betting pools, and the cops write it off as street racing. Beautiful system."

Grace's blood turned to ice. They were talking about Terence, Ashley, and Tyler like business transactions. Like inventory that had been liquidated.

She pulled out her device to record, but her hands were shaking with rage. These bastards were murdering children for insurance scams and gambling profits.

"Jake's got eyes on five more prospects," the first speaker continued. "All from broken homes, all needy. We run them through the standard program—get them hooked on the adrenaline and easy money, then set up the final race with the rigged rides."

Grace crept closer to the doorway, angling her recording device to capture video. Through the crack, she could see three men standing around a table covered with photographs and documents. Student ID photos. Insurance forms. Race schedules.

This wasn't just murder—it was systematic predation.

"Patterson girl's race is scheduled for Friday night," the rough speaker said. "Danny's got her car rigged with the brake line mod. She'll think she's racing for ten grand prize money. Won't know the brakes are gonna fail until she's doing ninety toward the barrier."

"Same setup as the Pitt kid?"

"Exactly. Clean, fast, no survivors to contradict the accident story."

Grace's finger hit record just as her foot knocked against a loose piece of metal. The scraping sound echoed through the warehouse like a gunshot.

The conversation inside went silent.

"What the hell was that?"

Grace ran.

Heavy footsteps pounded behind her as she sprinted toward her car, her heart hammering against her ribs. She could hear at least two sets of boots gaining ground, cursing and shouting.

"It's that bitch counselor from the high school!"

"Get her! She heard too much!"

Grace dove behind the shipping containers as something whistled past her head—a wrench that clanged against metal. She fumbled with her car keys, her palms slipping with sweat.

"Stupid bitch shouldn't have come snooping around where she don't belong," someone called out, closer now. "Now we gotta clean up this mess."

Grace's CR-V started on the second try. She floored it, gravel spraying as she tore out of the warehouse parking lot. In her rearview mirror, she saw two men emerge from between the containers, one of them holding what looked like a pistol.

A crack spider-webbed across her rear window as she fishtailed onto the main road.

They were shooting at her. Actually shooting.

Grace gripped the steering wheel as she pushed the Honda harder than it was meant to go. Her recording device, miraculously still capturing audio, had caught enough evidence to prove these weren't accidents. But who could she trust with this information? The local cops who'd already written off three murders as teenage stupidity?

She thought about Jenny Patterson, a sweet sophomore who'd been coming to her office weekly, worried sick about her family's financial troubles. A girl who was apparently next on some psychopath's kill list.

Grace had failed to save Terence, Ashley, and Tyler. She'd been too slow to recognize the pattern, too naive to believe anyone would systematically murder children for money.

But Jenny Patterson was still alive.

And Grace Sullivan had not survived two tours in Afghanistan just to let some small-town killers murder her students.

She pulled into a gas station twenty miles from the warehouse, her fingers still trembling as she reviewed the recording on her device. The audio was clear enough—men discussing insurance scams, rigged vehicles, and planned murders.

Now she just needed someone with the skills and resources to do something about it.

Someone who understood that sometimes the system failed, and justice had to come from outside the law.

Grace thought about the rumors she'd heard around town. Stories about the motorcycle club that had moved into the old courthouse complex, the one locals whispered about with equal parts fear and respect. Men who handled problems the police couldn't or wouldn't touch.

She looked at her device again, at the evidence of a conspiracy to murder children, and made her decision.

The Rebel Dawgs MC might be criminals, but right now, they were the only option she had to save Jenny Patterson's life.

And Grace Sullivan would make a deal with the devil himself before she let another one of her kids die.
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Tommy "Diesel" Foley rolled his Harley Dyna through the gates of the Rebel Dawgs compound, six months of road dust coating his leathers and three new MC alliance agreements tucked in his saddlebags. The old courthouse looked the same—fortress walls, rebel flags snapping in the Georgia wind, and the familiar rumble of brotherhood bikes in the garage bays.

Home. Finally.

He'd barely cut the engine when Cotton Barnes jogged out of the main building, his treasurer patch catching the late afternoon sun. The expression on Cotton's face killed any thoughts Diesel had about a hot shower and twelve hours of sleep.

"Church. Now," Cotton said without preamble. "Emergency session."

Diesel swung off his bike, his scarred hands automatically checking the weapon compartments he'd built into the Dyna's frame during his extended ride through Alabama and South Carolina. Six months of building Southeast MC alliances had kept him sharp, but the tension radiating from Cotton suggested he'd need those skills closer to home.

"What's the situation?" Diesel asked, following Cotton toward the courthouse entrance.

"Dead kids. Three of them. Someone's hunting teenagers in our territory."

The words hit Diesel like a punch to the gut. He'd joined the Rebel Dawgs to protect people the system had abandoned, and kids topped that list. His unit had died in Afghanistan because he couldn't fix their vehicle fast enough to save them from an IED blast. He wouldn't fail to protect innocent lives again.

The church meeting room buzzed with controlled fury as Diesel entered. Every patch-wearing member sat around the scarred wooden table, their faces carved from granite. Rebel Crawford occupied the president's chair at the head, his authority absolute and his anger carefully leashed.

"Diesel's back," Rebel announced to the room. "Now we can get to business."

Titan Willis, the vice president, spread crime scene photos across the table like a dealer shuffling death. Three burned vehicles. Three dead teenagers. Three families destroyed.

"Terence Williams, Ashley Dorren, Tyler Pitt," Titan said, his voice carrying the weight of failed protection. "All died in what local law enforcement is calling street racing accidents. All happened in the past six months while you were building alliances down south."

Diesel studied the photographs, his mechanical expertise automatically analyzing the wreckage patterns. Something was wrong with the crash scenarios. Vehicle fires didn't burn that evenly unless accelerants were involved, and the impact damage showed signs of catastrophic brake failure rather than driver error.

"These aren't accidents," Diesel said, his finger tracing the burn patterns on Terence Williams' Honda. "Someone rigged these rides. Look at the brake line damage on the Dorren girl's Camaro—that's deliberate sabotage, not racing stupidity."

Mason Dixon, the sergeant at arms, leaned forward. "That's what we figured. Question is who's targeting kids in our territory and why."

"Insurance fraud," Grits Johnson said from his position as road captain. "Family policies on all three victims paid out clean. Someone's making money off dead teenagers."

The brotherhood exchanged looks that promised violence. The Rebel Dawgs had formed to protect rural Georgia communities from corporate exploitation and corrupt systems. Murdering children for insurance money violated every code they lived by.

"There's more," Rebel said, sliding another file across the table. "Moonshine's intelligence network picked up chatter about organized racing crews recruiting high school kids. Promise them easy money, get them hooked on adrenaline, then eliminate them in rigged death races."

Diesel's hands clenched into fists, the burn scars on his forearms stretching tight. He'd seen enough death in Afghanistan to recognize systematic elimination when the evidence was laid out this clearly. Someone was running a sophisticated operation that used teenagers as expendable assets.

"Who's running the operation?" Diesel asked.

"That's what we need to find out," Rebel replied. "Local cops are useless—they've written off all three deaths as teenage stupidity. We need someone with mechanical expertise to investigate how these vehicles are being sabotaged."

Every pair of eyes in the room turned toward Diesel. His reputation for mechanical warfare had been earned through blood in Afghanistan and refined through years of building custom weapon systems for the brotherhood. If someone was using rigged vehicles to murder kids, Diesel was the man to stop them.

"I'll take the mission," Diesel said without hesitation. "Give me everything you've got on the victims and the racing crews."

Titan slid a thick folder across the table. "Intelligence package includes victim profiles, crash site analysis, and rumored locations for underground racing events. Moonshine's contacts suggest there's an abandoned warehouse outside town where these crews hold recruitment meetings."

"Hartwell Automotive," Grits added. "Place has been empty for two years, but locals have reported unusual activity. Cars coming and going at night, sounds of racing engines, kids who don't come home."

Diesel opened the folder and studied the victim profiles. Three teenagers from struggling families, all desperate enough to risk illegal racing for quick money. The psychological manipulation was as sophisticated as the mechanical sabotage—targeting vulnerable kids who had everything to gain and nothing left to lose.

"Timeline?" Diesel asked.

"Intel suggests they're planning another race soon," Rebel said. "Moonshine's sources indicate a girl named Jenny Patterson is being recruited. Family's about to lose their farm, kid's desperate for cash to help them."

Another innocent life hanging in the balance. Diesel's jaw tightened as he absorbed the mission parameters. Stop the racing crews, save Jenny Patterson, and eliminate the threat to other teenagers in Rebel Dawgs territory.

"Rules of engagement?" Diesel asked, though he already knew the answer.

"These bastards are murdering children for profit," Rebel said, his voice carrying the cold promise of lethal justice. "No survivors among the leadership. Make it permanent."

The brotherhood murmured agreement around the table. The Rebel Dawgs had been formed by men who understood that sometimes the system failed completely, and justice had to come from outside the law. Whoever was running this operation had crossed a line that demanded ultimate punishment.

"Equipment authorization?" Diesel asked.

"Whatever you need," Titan replied. "Full access to the armory and explosive supplies. This threat gets eliminated permanently."

Diesel nodded, already planning his approach. Reconnaissance first to identify the operation's structure and leadership. Then systematic elimination of the threat, starting with the mechanical sabotage experts and working up to whoever was giving orders.

"Any other intelligence on crew composition or capabilities?" Diesel asked.

"Unknown," Moonshine Turner admitted from his position as intelligence officer. "Local law enforcement has been deliberately ignoring this situation, so we're working with limited information. Could be anywhere from three to ten active members, possibly with connections to organized racing circuits outside our territory."

"Weapons profile?"

"Assume armed and dangerous," Mason replied. "These aren't street punks—they're organized enough to run insurance fraud and mechanical sabotage operations. Treat them as hostile combatants."

Diesel studied the crime scene photos again, memorizing the details of how each vehicle had been rigged for catastrophic failure. Brake lines severed to fail under pressure. Fuel systems modified to create explosive fires. Steering components weakened to cause loss of control at high speeds.

Professional work. Whoever was doing this had serious mechanical skills and access to specialized equipment.

"Transportation?" Diesel asked.

"Take your Dyna," Rebel said. "You'll need the mobility and weapon systems for solo reconnaissance. If you need backup, signal the brotherhood."

Diesel closed the intelligence folder and stood, the weight of three dead teenagers and one potential victim settling on his shoulders like combat gear. He'd failed to save his unit in Afghanistan because he hadn't been fast
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