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Chapter 1: Code Blue
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Dr. Violet Myers pressed the gauze against the woman's split lip, her hands steady despite the fury building in her chest. The patient—Maria Santos, twenty-three, mother of two—flinched at the gentle touch.

"He didn't mean it," Maria whispered, the same lie Violet had heard six times this month. "Tony gets stressed with work, you know? The kids were being loud and—"

"Maria." Violet's voice cut through the excuses. "Your orbital bone is fractured. This wasn't an accident."

The ER doors burst open. Three men in expensive suits pushed through the chaos of Devil's Pass General Hospital like they owned the place. The lead man—Victor Tyson, local businessman with hands in every dirty deal from here to Phoenix—smiled at the reception desk with the kind of charm that made smart women stupid.

Violet's stomach dropped. Tyson never showed up at the hospital unless someone needed to disappear.

"Where is she?" Tyson's voice carried across the ER. "My associate Tony Santos is worried sick about his wife. Poor thing had a fall."

The nurse at reception—Linda, who'd been taking Tyson's money for three months—pointed toward Violet's treatment bay. "Room seven."

Violet moved fast, pulling the curtain shut around Maria's bed. "Listen to me. You can't go with them. I've documented everything. We can get you to a safe house—"

"Dr. Myers?" Sandy Carlyle's voice made Violet's skin crawl. The hospital administrator appeared at the curtain opening, her smile sharp as a scalpel. "Mr. Tyson is here to collect his employee's wife. I'm sure you understand the situation."

"I understand that Maria Santos needs surgery for her injuries." Violet stepped between the bed and Carlyle. "She's not going anywhere."

Tyson pushed past the administrator, his two enforcers flanking him. Miguel Santora cracked his knuckles, the sound echoing off the medical equipment. "Doc, we appreciate your concern, but Maria's coming with us. Tony's real sorry about the accident."

Maria's eyes filled with terror. She grabbed Violet's hand, her grip desperate. "Please don't let them—"

"Get away from my patient." Violet's voice carried the authority of five years in emergency medicine. "This woman has serious injuries that require immediate treatment."

Santora stepped forward, his hand moving to his jacket. "This ain't your business, lady."

"Actually, it is." Violet hit the emergency button on the wall. "Security to room seven. Immediately."

Tyson's laugh was ice cold. "Security works for the hospital. The hospital works for me. Simple math, Doc."

The security guards who responded moved like they were following orders—Tyson's orders. They positioned themselves behind Violet, cutting off her escape routes. One of them, a thick-necked ex-cop named Burke, shook his head sadly.

"Dr. Myers, you're interfering with a family matter. Mr. Tyson is just helping reunite a husband and wife."

Maria tried to sit up, her voice breaking. "Violet, please—"

Santora grabbed Maria's arm, yanking her from the bed. She cried out as her injured ribs shifted, but he didn't slow down. "Come on, sweetheart. Tony's waiting in the car."

"You can't do this." Violet moved to block them, but Burke caught her shoulder.

"Don't make this harder than it needs to be, Doc."

Violet watched helplessly as they dragged Maria through the ER. Other patients and staff looked away, suddenly fascinated by their charts and computer screens. The message was clear—this was how things worked at Devil's Pass General.

Tyson paused at the curtain, straightening his tie. "Dr. Myers, you seem like a smart woman. Smart women understand that some problems solve themselves. Maria's accident won't happen again."

The threat hung in the air like antiseptic fumes. Violet knew what he meant. Maria Santos wouldn't have another "accident" because she wouldn't live long enough for one.

"Four women this month," Violet said, her voice steady despite the rage burning in her throat. "Four women who came to me for help. All dead within a week of leaving here."

"Domestic violence is a tragedy." Tyson's sympathy was as fake as his smile. "But accidents happen. Especially to women who don't know when to keep their mouths shut."

He turned to leave, then stopped. "Oh, and Doc? Your shift ends at midnight. I'd recommend driving straight home. Devil's Pass can be dangerous for women traveling alone."

The ER returned to its normal chaos after they left, but Violet couldn't shake the image of Maria's terrified eyes. She walked to her computer terminal and pulled up the domestic violence files—what was left of them. Someone had been systematically deleting reports, altering medical records, and making the abuse disappear from official documentation.

She opened Maria's file and began typing. Orbital fracture, consistent with blunt force trauma. Three broken ribs. Defensive wounds on both forearms. Pattern consistent with domestic violence.

Her fingers hesitated over the keyboard. Once she filed this report, she'd be next on Tyson's list. But if she didn't fight for these women, who would?

The computer screen flickered. Error message: Access Denied.

Violet tried again. Same result.

"Having trouble with the system?" Carlyle appeared behind her like a bad rash. "The servers have been acting up all week. Sometimes files just... disappear."

"You deleted Maria's records."

"I have no idea what you're talking about." Carlyle's smile was pure poison. "But I did want to discuss your recent pattern of... aggressive treatment recommendations. The board has some concerns about your judgment."

Violet saved the file to her personal drive and closed the program. "My judgment is fine. It's my hospital that's compromised."

"This is my hospital, Dr. Myers. I decide what gets documented and what gets forgotten. I strongly suggest you remember that."

Violet finished her shift in a haze of anger and helplessness. Every patient reminded her of the women she couldn't save—the ones who'd trusted her to protect them and died because the system was rigged against them.

At eleven-fifty, she grabbed her keys from the staff locker room. The parking garage was nearly empty, shadows pooling between the concrete pillars like spilled ink. Her footsteps echoed as she walked toward her Honda Civic, the sound bouncing off the walls in an eerie rhythm.

She was ten feet from her car when she noticed the smell—gasoline and something else. Something chemical and wrong.

The explosion threw her twenty feet across the garage floor, the heat singeing her hair as debris rained down around her. Her car was a twisted wreck of metal and flames, the smell of burning plastic and rubber filling the air.

Violet lay on the concrete, her ears ringing and her vision blurred. Blood ran down her forehead from where a piece of shrapnel had grazed her scalp. She tried to sit up, but her ribs screamed in protest.

Through the smoke and flames, she saw a figure approaching—tall, broad-shouldered, moving with the deadly grace of a predator. Motorcycle boots echoed against concrete as he stepped into the light.

The man was dangerous in a way that made her breath catch. Dark hair, sharp features, and eyes that promised violence to anyone who threatened what was his. Tattoos covered his muscled forearms, including the distinctive patch of the Chaos Riders MC.

"Jesus Christ." His voice was rough whiskey and cigarettes. "You hurt?"

He knelt beside her, his hands surprisingly gentle as they checked for injuries. His touch sent heat through her body that had nothing to do with the burning car thirty feet away.

"I'm fine," she managed, though her voice shook. "Just... my car..."

"Your car's fucked, sweetheart. Question is whether you are too." His eyes met hers, and she saw intelligence there along with the danger. "Can you move?"

She nodded, letting him help her to her feet. His arm around her waist was solid and warm, and she caught herself leaning into his strength.

"We need to get out of here." He glanced at the burning wreckage, his expression grim. "Whoever did this might come back to make sure they finished the job."

"I can't leave. I have to call the police, file a report—"

"The police?" His laugh was bitter. "Lady, the cops in this town work for the same people who just tried to kill you."

The truth of his words hit her like another explosion. Tyson owned the hospital, the security, even the police. She was completely alone against a system designed to eliminate women like her.

"Then what do I do?" The question came out smaller than she intended.

The biker studied her face in the flickering light of the flames. Something shifted in his expression—possessive and protective in equal measure.

"You come with me."
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Chapter 2: Explosive Return
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Craig "Wrench" Larson kicked down the door of Murphy's Bar with enough force to crack the frame. Three years on the road hadn't dulled his instincts—the screaming from inside told him everything he needed to know about what kind of establishment this was.

A woman cowered against the far wall while two men in expensive suits cornered her like wolves. The bigger one—Miguel Santora, judging by the scar across his throat—held a knife to her ribs.

"Please," the woman begged. "I already told Tony I'm leaving. I filed the papers—"

"Tony don't give a shit about your papers," Santora snarled. "You belong to him. That means you come home when he says come home."

Wrench moved through the bar like death on wheels. Bottles exploded as his fist connected with the first enforcer's jaw, sending the man crashing into the liquor display. Glass shards glittered in the neon light as the enforcer hit the floor and didn't get up.

Santora spun around, the knife switching targets to Wrench. "This ain't your business, biker."

"Wrong." Wrench's voice carried the cold precision of controlled violence. "Everything that happens on Chaos Riders territory is my business."

The woman—Linda Garrett, according to the restraining order clutched in her shaking hand—pressed herself against the wall. Her left eye was swollen shut, and finger-shaped bruises decorated her throat like a necklace.

"Chaos Riders?" Santora laughed, but sweat beaded on his forehead. "You assholes lost your edge. Word is you're working with the feds now."

Wrench pulled a small device from his jacket pocket—innocent-looking plastic and wire that most people wouldn't recognize. Santora's eyes widened as understanding dawned.

"Thermite charge," Wrench explained conversationally. "Burns at four thousand degrees. Hot enough to melt steel. Or bone."

He placed the device on the bar between them. Santora's knife hand trembled.

"Here's how this works. You walk out that door and never come back to my territory. Or I turn you into a grease stain on this shitty floor."

"You can't protect every woman in Devil's Pass," Santora said, but he was already backing toward the exit. "Tyson's got reach you can't imagine."

"Try me."

Santora bolted for the door. Wrench let him run—for now. But he memorized the man's face, the way he moved, every detail that would matter when the time came to end him permanently.

Linda Garrett slumped against the wall, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Thank you. I don't know what would have happened if—"

"You got somewhere safe to go?" Wrench helped her to her feet, his touch gentle despite the violence still singing in his veins.

"My sister in Tucson. But Tony will find me. He always finds me."

Wrench pulled a business card from his wallet—Chaos Riders Security Consulting, with Jake's number. "Call this number. Tell them Wrench sent you. They'll make sure Tony doesn't bother you again."

"I can't pay for protection—"

"You don't pay. We handle our own problems." He guided her toward the back exit. "Get to your sister's. Don't stop, don't look back."

Linda disappeared into the night, leaving Wrench alone with the unconscious enforcer and the smell of spilled whiskey. He retrieved his thermite charge and slipped it back into his jacket. Three years of riding cross-country, trying to outrun the demons in his head, and he was right back where he started—protecting women from the kind of men who saw them as property.

His phone buzzed. Text from Jake: Welcome home. Compound. Now.

Wrench looked around Murphy's Bar one last time. Blood on the floor, broken glass glittering under neon lights, and the lingering stench of fear. Nothing had changed while he was gone. If anything, things had gotten worse.

He fired up his Harley and headed for the compound, the desert wind cutting through his leather jacket like a blade. The familiar weight of his demolition kit against his back was comforting—plastic explosives, detonators, timers, everything he needed to turn problems into ash and memory.

The Chaos Riders compound looked different than when he'd left. More security cameras, reinforced gates, and new construction that looked suspiciously like family housing. Jake had mentioned in his last text that several of the brothers had claimed old ladies and started families. The idea sat strangely in Wrench's chest—he'd never been the settling type.

Jake "Viper" Blackwood waited in the main clubhouse, a bottle of whiskey and two glasses on the table between them. The club president looked older, more settled, but the danger in his eyes hadn't dimmed.

"Three years," Jake said, pouring two fingers of bourbon. "Long time to be riding alone."

"Needed to clear my head." Wrench accepted the glass but didn't drink. "Heard you've been busy. Feds, old ladies, legitimate businesses. What happened to the good old days when we just shot people who pissed us off?"

"Evolution, brother. We adapted or died." Jake's smile was sharp as a razor. "Speaking of which, how much do you know about Victor Tyson?"

"Local crime boss with delusions of grandeur. Runs protection rackets, loan sharking, probably moves some product on the side. Why?"

"Because thirty minutes ago, someone tried to blow up a doctor in the hospital parking garage. Same doctor who's been filing domestic violence reports that keep disappearing from the system."

Wrench's hand tightened on his glass. "The woman I pulled from the wreckage."

"Dr. Violet Myers. ER physician, crusader for battered women, and currently the biggest threat to Tyson's operation in Devil's Pass." Jake leaned forward. "He's been eliminating witnesses, bribing hospital staff, and using corrupt cops to return abuse victims to their attackers. Four women dead this month alone."

The whiskey burned down Wrench's throat, but it was nothing compared to the fire building in his chest. "And the good doctor got too close to the truth."

"Close enough to earn a car bomb. Which puts her under our protection whether she likes it or not."

Wrench stood, his decision already made













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





