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Trinity Shaw kicked the dented metal desk drawer closed with enough force to rattle the coffee-stained files scattered across the surface. The piece of shit drawer had been sticking for three months, just like everything else in this roach-infested bail bonds office that smelled of stale cigarettes and broken dreams.

"Another runner?" Marcus Kellerman looked up from his computer screen, his bloodshot eyes reflecting the blue glow of overdue accounts. The man owned Kellerman Bail Bonds, but he couldn't own a decent office chair that didn't squeak like a dying mouse every time he moved.

"Tommy Martinez. Goes by 'Weasel' on the street." Trinity flipped open the manila folder, her trained eyes scanning the information she'd already memorized. "Jumped bail three days ago. Missed his court date for aggravated assault."

Marcus grunted, the sound rumbling through his beer gut. "Martinez... yeah, I remember that little shit. What's his bond amount?"

"Fifty grand. Which means you're out five thousand if I don't bring him back." Trinity's voice carried the sharp edge that came from years of chasing scumbags through the worst neighborhoods in San Diego County. At twenty-four, she'd already tracked down more fugitives than most seasoned hunters twice her age.

"You'll find him." Marcus's confidence would've been flattering if Trinity didn't know it came from pure greed rather than respect for her skills. "You always do."

Trinity pulled her blonde hair back into a tight braid, the practical style that kept it out of her face during foot pursuits and bar fights. She'd learned early that looking like the girl next door could be an advantage—right up until she put a Taser in some asshole's ribs.

"This one's different." She tapped the folder against her palm. "Word on the street is Weasel's got something valuable. Intelligence that people are willing to kill for."

"What kind of intel?"

Trinity hesitated. The rumors filtering through her network of informants and street contacts painted a picture that made her stomach clench with unease. Tommy "Weasel" Martinez wasn't just another bail jumper. He was a snitch with recordings that could destroy lives.

"Police corruption. Specifically, dirty cops selling classified data to criminals." The words tasted bitter on her tongue. Her father had died wearing a badge, believing in justice and honor. The thought of crooked officers betraying that legacy made her want to put her fist through something.

Marcus straightened in his squeaky chair, suddenly interested. "How do you know this?"

"Because Weasel was bragging about it before he jumped. Apparently, he's got recorded conversations with Detective Bradley O'Connor from San Diego PD. O'Connor's been peddling sensitive details about ongoing investigations to criminal organizations."

"Jesus Christ." Marcus wiped sweat from his forehead despite the air conditioning that barely worked. "What kind of investigations?"

Trinity's jaw tightened. This was where it got complicated, where her professional obligations crashed headfirst into something much more treacherous. "Motorcycle clubs. Specifically, Shadow Legion MC."

The name hung in the air like smoke from a gunfight. Everyone in San Diego County knew about Shadow Legion—eight ex-military brothers who operated by their own code of justice. Some called them vigilantes. Others called them heroes. The smart ones called them lethal and kept their distance.

"Shit." Marcus's face went pale. "Trinity, if those bikers find out there's a snitch with recordings about their operations—"

"They'll eliminate him." Trinity finished the sentence because it was simple truth. Shadow Legion protected their own with brutal efficiency. A dirty detective selling their secrets to enemies would sign his own death warrant. And anyone connected to that betrayal would be marked for termination.

Including one twenty-four-year-old bounty hunter whose job was to drag Weasel back to face charges.

Trinity stared at the file folder, her mind racing through the implications. Bringing Weasel in meant delivering him to a system where crooked cops like O'Connor could silence him permanently. But her contract with Kellerman Bail Bonds was ironclad—she had seventy-two hours to produce Tommy Martinez or forfeit her fee and reputation.

"There's more." Trinity's voice dropped to a whisper. "Weasel recorded O'Connor discussing club operations. Compound security, patrol schedules, personal details about the members and their families. Everything someone would need to wage war against Shadow Legion."

Marcus stood up so fast his chair slammed into the wall behind him. "You need to walk away from this one, Trinity. Find another skip. Let someone else deal with Martinez."

"I can't." The words came out harder than she intended. "I need this fee, Marcus. My sister's tuition is due next month, and Mom's medical bills aren't paying themselves."

It was the same conversation she'd had with herself for the past three days. Family obligations versus personal survival. Professional reputation versus staying alive. Trinity Shaw didn't have the luxury of walking away from a fifty-thousand-dollar bond recovery, no matter how treacherous it might be.

"Besides," she continued, pulling her Glock 19 from its holster to check the magazine, "Weasel's just a small-time thug with a big mouth. I've handled worse."

The lie slipped out smoothly, but Trinity's hands betrayed her with the slightest tremor as she holstered the weapon. She hadn't handled anything like this before. Dirty officers, motorcycle clubs, and recorded evidence that could start a war—this was the kind of situation that got bounty hunters killed.

But twenty-four-year-old Trinity Shaw had been fighting for respect in a male-dominated profession since she was eighteen. Every skip she brought in, every fugitive she tracked down, every violent asshole she dragged back to face justice—it all built toward the reputation that put food on her family's table.

She couldn't back down now. Not when her mother needed cancer treatments and her sister deserved a college education that would give her better options than chasing criminals through back alleys.

Trinity grabbed her tactical vest from the coat hook, the weight of it familiar and comforting across her shoulders. Kevlar and determination had kept her alive this long. They'd have to be enough for Tommy "Weasel" Martinez.

"Where are you starting?" Marcus asked, resignation heavy in his voice.

"His usual hangout. Dive bar called Murphy's in Logan Heights." Trinity checked her phone for messages from her network of informants. Nothing new, but that didn't mean anything. Intel flowed through the streets like water finding cracks in concrete—you had to know where to look.

"Trinity." Marcus's voice stopped her at the door. "Be careful. If half of what you're saying is true, you're walking into something bigger than a bail recovery."

She turned back to face him, letting him see the steel in her blue eyes that had intimidated fugitives twice her size. "I know exactly what I'm walking into, Marcus. The question is whether everyone else is ready for me."

Trinity Shaw pushed through the glass door and stepped into the San Diego heat, her mind already shifting into hunter mode. She had seventy-two hours to find Tommy Martinez, navigate a web of police betrayal, and avoid getting killed by either crooked cops or pissed-off bikers.

Just another day in the life of a bounty hunter who refused to back down from anything.

The Kawasaki Ninja 300 roared to life beneath her, the engine's growl matching the determination burning in her chest. Trinity Shaw was going hunting, and God help anyone who tried to stop her from bringing home her prey.
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The heavy oak door of Church closed behind Reaper with the finality of a coffin lid. No phones, no recording devices, no outside world—just eight brothers and the truth that kept them alive in a world that wanted them dead.

Luke "Reaper" McKeegan took his seat at the oval table, his spine straight with the military bearing that twenty-eight years hadn't been able to break. Around him, seven men who'd earned their places through blood and brotherhood settled into chairs that had witnessed more confessions than any priest's booth.

"We've got a problem." Phantom's voice cut through the air like a blade finding bone. The club president's scarred hands rested flat on the table, his gray eyes scanning each face with the tactical precision that had kept them breathing through two years of escalating threats.

"When don't we?" Crash muttered, his explosive temper already simmering beneath the surface. The former EOD specialist lived his life like a bomb waiting for the right trigger—controlled destruction with a purpose.

"This is different." Phantom's tone carried the weight of command decisions that had saved lives and taken others. "Someone's been feeding our movements to law enforcement. Three of our allies got arrested last week on charges that require inside knowledge of our operations."

Reaper's jaw tightened. He'd suspected as much when Rico Valdez, their medical contact, had been picked up on weapons charges that shouldn't have stuck. The doctor patched up club members and rescued victims without asking questions—the kind of man who deserved protection, not betrayal.

"What kind of inside knowledge?" Matrix leaned forward, his intelligence analyst mind already dissecting the problem into components he could track and eliminate. Nick Stone saw patterns where others saw chaos, a skill that had made him invaluable in military intelligence and deadly in civilian warfare.

"Patrol schedules, meeting locations, personal details about our families." Phantom's voice dropped to the register that preceded violence. "Whoever's selling our intel knows enough to get us all killed."

Venom's scarred knuckles went white against the dark wood. The former Ranger had controlled violence down to an art form, but threats against the brotherhood triggered responses that bypassed rational thought. "We find the leak, we plug it permanently."

"Already working on it." Scout spoke from the shadows near the door, his surveillance expertise making him nearly invisible even in a room full of trained killers. "I've got feelers out through my network, but whoever's doing this is being careful about their tracks."

Reaper shifted in his chair, the familiar weight of his .45 a comfort against his ribs. As the youngest member of Shadow Legion, he'd spent two years proving himself worthy of the patches he wore. Every mission, every fight, every decision had been measured against the legacy of brothers who'd earned their place through fire and blood.

"I want this." The words came out harder than he'd intended, carrying the edge of a Force Recon Marine who'd learned to hunt enemies in the dark places of the world. "Give me the leak investigation."

Phantom's gray eyes fixed on him with the intensity of a scope finding its target. "Why you?"

"Because I'm tired of being the baby brother who gets protected instead of doing the protecting." Reaper's voice carried the frustration of two years spent watching older, more experienced men handle the brotherhood's most critical missions. "I tracked insurgents through mountains and urban combat zones. A snitch hiding in San Diego shouldn't be a challenge."

Wraith nodded from across the table, his sniper's precision extending to reading people as accurately as he read wind and distance. "Kid's got the skills. His reconnaissance training is exactly what we need for this kind of hunt."

"It's not about skills." Needle's quiet voice carried the authority of the brother who'd patched them up after their worst fights. "It's about patience. Hunting snitches requires discipline, not just deadly instincts."

Reaper bristled at the implied criticism, his Marine pride flaring like gasoline meeting a match. "You think I can't handle patience?"

"I think you're eager to prove yourself, and eager gets people killed." Jagger's cold assessment hit like a slap of arctic air. The former Green Beret had eliminated more high-value targets than anyone at the table, his reputation built on methodical lethality that never rushed toward the wrong conclusion.

"So does letting snitches sell our secrets to enemies." Reaper's response carried the snap of military discipline challenging established hierarchy. He respected every man in this room, but respect didn't mean accepting protection when he could contribute solutions.

Phantom raised one scarred hand, and the tension in the room dialed back from explosive to merely lethal. "The investigation is yours, Reaper. But you don't work alone. If this leak is connected to law enforcement corruption, you'll need backup that won't hesitate to take down dirty cops."

Relief flooded through Reaper's chest like adrenaline after a successful mission. Finally, a chance to prove himself worthy of the brotherhood's trust. "Who's my backup?"

"Depends on what you find." Crash grinned, the expression carrying the promise of controlled demolition applied to human targets. "But anyone stupid enough to betray Shadow Legion is going to learn why they call us lethal."

Venom leaned back in his chair, his scarred features settling into the mask of predatory calm that preceded his most violent work. "What's our timeline on this investigation?"

"Fast as possible without missing details." Phantom's command voice brooked no argument. "Every day this leak stays active, our enemies get stronger and our families get more vulnerable."

The reminder hit every man at the table like a physical blow. Harper, Luna, Scarlett, Raven, Phoenix, Willow, Nova, and Ember—the women who'd claimed their hearts and earned the protection of the entire brotherhood. Any threat to the club's operational security was a threat to the lives that mattered more than their own.

"I'll start with our known allies and work backwards through their arrests." Reaper's mind was already shifting into tactical planning mode, the methodical approach that had kept him alive through two tours in Afghanistan. "Someone had access to our communications or movements. That narrows the suspect pool significantly."

Matrix pulled a tablet from his tactical vest, the device loaded with encrypted files that could put half of San Diego's criminal underworld behind bars. "I've got surveillance footage from three of the arrest locations. Might be able to identify patterns or faces that don't belong."

"Good." Phantom's approval carried the weight of a commander recognizing solid tactical thinking. "What else do you need?"

Reaper considered the question, his Force Recon training providing a mental checklist of resources required for successful reconnaissance operations. "Access to Scout's street network for intelligence gathering. Crash's demolitions expertise if we need to send a message. And authorization to use whatever force is necessary to protect the investigation."

"You've got it." The president's voice carried absolute authority. "But remember—we're not just hunting a snitch. We're hunting someone who's willing to betray military brothers for money. That kind of traitor won't hesitate to kill witnesses or burn evidence."

Needle's medical expertise had shown him the aftermath of betrayal more times than any of them cared to remember. "Watch your back, Luke. Snitches get desperate when they're cornered, and desperate people make lethal mistakes."

The use of his real name instead of his road name carried the weight of genuine concern from a brother who'd sewn up more wounds than any field medic should have to handle. Reaper felt the familiar warmth of brotherhood acceptance, the knowledge that seven deadly men would risk everything to keep him breathing.

"I'll be careful." The promise came easily because it was true. Reckless courage might have earned him his Force Recon tabs, but methodical violence would earn him his brothers' respect. "But whoever's selling our secrets to enemies is going to learn why they call me Reaper."

Phantom nodded once, the gesture carrying finality like a judge's gavel. "Meeting adjourned. Reaper, stay behind for operational details."

The other brothers filed out of Church with the disciplined silence of men who understood that loose lips created body bags. Within minutes, only Phantom and Reaper remained in the sacred space where brotherhood decisions determined life and death.

"This investigation is your chance to prove yourself." Phantom's gray eyes held the weight of command decisions that had kept eight brothers alive for two years. "Don't let eagerness override tactical thinking."

"Understood, President." Reaper's response carried the formal respect due to the man who'd founded Shadow Legion and earned the loyalty of seven deadly killers.

"Call me Josh when it's just us." The casual correction surprised Reaper, carrying an acceptance he'd been working toward since his first day as a prospect. "You've earned the right to use my name, Luke. Now earn the right to handle this investigation without getting yourself killed."

Phantom stood and moved toward the door, pausing with his hand on the brass handle. "And Luke? When you find this snitch, make sure they understand what
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