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The bastards had crossed the line.

Storm Weatherby gunned his Harley through the industrial district, chrome pipes roaring defiance into the pre-dawn darkness. His cut—leather vest bearing the Rogue Horizon patch—whipped against his back as he cornered hard, heading toward the club's main compound. Three AM emergency call from Steel meant serious shit was going down, and Storm's blood was already running hot.

He'd been tracking the escalation for weeks. Rival operations testing boundaries, pushing into RH territory like jackals circling wounded prey. Tonight, they'd apparently decided to make their move.

Storm pulled into the compound's gravel lot, his bike's engine echoing off the corrugated steel walls of the custom fabrication shop. The place looked like a fortress in the security lights—which was exactly the point. Steel had built Rogue Horizon into something that commanded respect through strength, not negotiation.

Inside the main clubhouse, the core brotherhood had already assembled. Steel Mackey stood behind the scarred oak table that served as command central, his president's patch catching the harsh fluorescent light. The man's face was carved granite, jaw tight with controlled fury.

"About fucking time," Brick McClane muttered from his position at Steel's right hand. The VP's helicopter pilot training showed in the way he scanned every entrance, calculating dangers even in their own space.

Storm took his usual spot against the far wall, arms crossed. "What's the situation?"

"Iron Wolves territory got hit two hours ago," Steel said without preamble. "Three of their prospects dead, their main warehouse torched. Professional job."

The room went dead quiet. Iron Wolves were RH's closest allies in the veteran protection network. An attack on them was an attack on the brotherhood.

"Who?" Storm's voice came out flat, lethal calm. The tone that made smart men step back and stupid ones reach for weapons.

"Still working on confirmation, but preliminary intel says it was Crane's crew." Steel's knuckles went white against the table edge. "Jebediah Crane's been pushing boundaries for months. Looks like he finally decided to make a statement."

Storm felt his jaw clench. Crane ran drugs and trafficking through three counties, using legitimate aid distribution as cover to exploit vulnerable veterans. The kind of predator who turned military service into weakness instead of strength.

"What's our response?" Savage Holliday spoke up from near the door, his scarred hands already flexing toward the weapons locker.

"That depends." Steel's gaze swept the room, landing on each member. "Crane's not just some street dealer anymore. He's built infrastructure, bought protection, established territory. Taking him down means full commitment."

Storm pushed off the wall. "Iron Wolves are family. Someone kills our family, we end the problem. Period."

"Agreed." Steel nodded, respect flickering in his eyes. "But this isn't a one-night hit. Crane's got reach, resources, professional backing. He's systematically removing competition and witnesses to build his operation."

"Then we systematically dismantle him," Storm said. Simple truth delivered without emotion.

Brick leaned forward. "Intel suggests he's been targeting anyone who might testify about his trafficking network. Dead witnesses can't point fingers."

The room's temperature seemed to drop ten degrees. Every man in RH had military training, had seen what happened when evil went unchecked. The brotherhood existed to protect people who couldn't protect themselves.

"We coordinate with Iron Wolves," Steel decided. "Full tactical response. Storm, you're point on security assessment and target neutralization. Crane's made this personal."

Storm felt the familiar cold focus settle over him. The same mental state that had kept him alive through three tours in Iraq, that had earned him respect in the brotherhood. When innocent people needed protection, hesitation got them killed.

"What's our timeline?" Storm asked.

"Crane's moving fast. Our sources say he's planning something big within the week. Whatever it is, he's clearing the field first." Steel's expression turned grim. "We need to move faster."

The brotherhood began breaking into tactical teams, voices low and urgent as they planned coordination with Iron Wolves. Storm stayed by the table, mind already running combat assessments.

Crane had resources and reach, but he'd made a critical error. He'd targeted family. That made the payback personal for every man wearing RH colors.

Steel approached as the room emptied. "Storm. This could get messy. Crane's not going down without taking people with him."

"Then we make sure the right people go down." Storm met his president's eyes without flinching. "Crane wants to play murder games? Let's show him how it's done."

Steel nodded, satisfied. "Coordinate with Brick on tactical planning. And Storm?" He paused at the door. "Watch your six. Crane's thorough when he wants someone dead."

Storm cracked his knuckles, feeling the familiar surge of purpose that came with righteous violence. Crane had killed family and terrorized innocent people long enough.

Time to remind him why crossing Rogue Horizon was a terminal mistake.

The war was coming whether they wanted it or not. But Storm had learned long ago that when evil came for innocent people, good men didn't negotiate.

They solved the problem.

Permanently.
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Sierra Reeves pressed her back against the cold brick wall behind the dumpster, her heart hammering against her ribs like a caged animal. The emergency veterinary clinic's parking lot stretched before her, empty except for her beat-up Honda and the black SUV that had been circling the block for the past hour.

She'd noticed it during her break, when she'd stepped outside for fresh air after losing another patient—a German Shepherd hit by a drunk driver. The SUV's windows were tinted too dark, and it moved too slow, too deliberate. Like a predator stalking prey.

Now, at two-thirty in the morning, Sierra clutched her phone with shaking fingers and tried to convince herself she was being paranoid. Working the graveyard shift at Central Valley Emergency Animal Hospital meant seeing the worst of humanity—the people who abandoned injured pets, who used animals as weapons, who treated living creatures like disposable objects.

Maybe the stress was finally getting to her.

The SUV's engine rumbled closer, and Sierra's breath caught in her throat. Through the gap between the dumpster and the building, she watched it pull into the lot across the street—the abandoned auto parts store that had been empty for months.

Three men got out.

Even in the dim streetlight, Sierra could see they moved with military precision. The kind of coordinated movement that spoke of training and purpose. The driver was tall, lean, all sharp angles and controlled violence. The passenger was broader, thick through the shoulders, with hands that looked like they could crush bones. The third man stayed by the vehicle, scanning the area like a sentry.

Sierra's nursing instincts screamed danger. She'd seen enough domestic violence cases, enough drug-related injuries, to recognize predators when they circled.

The tall man gestured toward the clinic, his voice carrying across the empty street. "Target confirmed. Clean and quiet."

"What about witnesses?" The broad-shouldered one checked his watch.

"Handle them."

Sierra's blood turned to ice water. They weren't talking about robbing the clinic. They were talking about killing someone. And from their positioning, their focus on the building where she worked alone...

They were talking about killing her.

But why? She was nobody. A veterinary technician who lived paycheck to paycheck, who had no family, no connections, no enemies. The most dangerous thing she'd ever done was speed on her way to work.

Unless...

Memory slammed into her with brutal clarity. Three weeks ago, she'd been leaving late after a particularly rough shift. Exhausted, distracted by grief over losing a rescue pit bull, she'd taken the back exit instead of her usual route through the main parking lot.

She'd seen the execution.

A man on his knees in the alley behind the auto parts store. Another man standing over him, gun pressed to the back of his skull. The crack of the gunshot had echoed off the buildings like thunder, and Sierra had fumbled for her phone, instinctively recording as the victim crumpled to the asphalt.

She'd captured the killer's face in the streetlight. Captured his license plate as he drove away. Captured evidence of murder.

And she'd been too terrified to do anything with it.

Now they'd found her.

Sierra's hands trembled as she scrolled through her phone's gallery, finding the video she'd tried to forget. The killer's face was clear, unmistakable. Mid-forties, expensive suit, cold eyes that spoke of casual violence. A man who killed like other people took out trash.

The broad-shouldered man was walking toward the clinic now, his hand inside his jacket. The tall one flanked left, cutting off escape routes. Professional. Methodical.

Sierra had maybe thirty seconds before they reached the building.

She could run. Her Honda was twenty feet away, keys in her scrubs pocket. But they'd seen her car, probably knew her license plate, her address, her entire life. Running would only delay the inevitable.

She could hide. But the clinic was small, with limited hiding spots, and these men looked like they knew how to search thoroughly.

She could call the police.

Sierra's thumb hovered over the emergency dial, then stopped. The man in her video wore an expensive suit, moved with confidence that spoke of protection. Men like that didn't operate without covering their tracks, without buying the right people.

What if the cops were bought? What if calling for help just brought more killers?

The broad-shouldered man reached the clinic's front door, testing the handle. Finding it locked, he moved to the windows, peering inside with practiced efficiency.

Sierra made her choice.

She dialed 911, but instead of reporting the immediate danger, she did something that might save her life. She uploaded the murder video to three different cloud storage accounts, then sent copies to every social media platform she had accounts with, scheduled to post automatically in six hours.

If these bastards killed her tonight, the world would see their faces tomorrow.

Her phone buzzed with an incoming call. Unknown number.

"Miss Reeves." The voice was cultured, calm, terrifyingly polite. "I believe you have something that belongs to me."

Sierra's throat went dry. "I don't know what you're talking about."

"Security footage from three weeks ago. A regrettable incident behind the auto parts store." The man's tone never changed, as if he were discussing the weather. "You were in the wrong place at the wrong time."

"I didn't see anything."

"We both know that's not true." A pause. "My associates are prepared to discuss this matter face-to-face. Please unlock the clinic's front door."

Sierra watched the broad-shouldered man produce a lock pick set, working the door with professional skill. In thirty seconds, he'd be inside whether she cooperated or not.

"What do you want?" she whispered.

"Your phone. Your silence. Your complete cooperation." The voice remained pleasant, reasonable. "In exchange, your death will be quick."

The lock clicked open.

Sierra ran.

She burst from behind the dumpster, sprinting toward her Honda with everything she had. Behind her, shouts erupted as the men spotted her movement. Footsteps pounded across asphalt, gaining fast.

Sierra reached her car, hands shaking so violently she nearly dropped the keys. The engine turned over on the second try, and she gunned it toward the street as the passenger door handle rattled—someone trying to get in.

In her rearview mirror, she saw the tall man speaking rapidly into a phone while the broad-shouldered one retrieved something from the SUV. Something that looked suspiciously like a rifle.

Sierra took the corner at forty miles per hour, tires screaming against asphalt. Her phone was ringing again, the same unknown number, but she ignored it.

She had evidence of murder. She had killers hunting her. And she had maybe hours before they tracked her down and finished what they'd started.

Time to find out if there was anyone left in this world who still fought for justice instead of profit.

Even if it killed her.
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