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The scent of motor oil and leather couldn't mask the stench of corruption that followed Jackal into Viper's office. Three years as a prospect in the Chaos Riders MC, and he still felt the phantom weight of a badge on his chest every time someone mentioned dirty cops.

"Sit down, brother." Viper's voice carried the authority that had kept the club intact through federal raids, rival threats, and more bloodshed than most men saw in a lifetime. The president's scarred hands spread a manila folder across the desk between them. "Got a job that's right in your wheelhouse."

Jackal dropped into the chair, his jaw already tightening as he caught sight of the surveillance photos spilling from the folder. Two faces he recognized immediately—Sergeant Rick Ross and Detective Frank Torres from his former precinct. The same bastards who'd made his life hell when he'd tried to report their extracurricular activities three years ago.

"Ross and Torres are shaking down businesses in the medical district," Viper continued, his dark eyes fixed on Jackal's reaction. "Fake health code violations, phantom fire safety issues, mysterious tax audits. Dr. Larson's getting hit twice a week now."

The protective rage that flared in Jackal's chest had nothing to do with the club's medical complex and everything to do with the badge these assholes were dishonoring. He'd bled for that shield, believed in what it represented, right up until the moment his own brothers in blue had shown him how little honor meant when money was involved.

"They're using the badge to steal," Jackal said, his voice low and deadly. "How much are they taking?"

"Five grand a month from the medical complex alone. God knows what they're pulling from other businesses." Viper leaned back in his chair, studying Jackal's face. "You know these particular shitbags, don't you?"

"Yeah." The word came out like broken glass. "Ross was my training sergeant when I made detective. Torres was my first partner." Jackal's hands curled into fists on his thighs. "They're the reason I don't carry a badge anymore."

"Then this should be personal enough to handle right." Viper's smile held no warmth. "Club's got legitimate businesses to protect. Can't have corrupt cops thinking they can shake us down because we ride motorcycles."

Jackal nodded, already seeing the tactical approach in his mind. Ross was careful, paranoid, but he had two weaknesses—his ego and his greed. Torres was the muscle, all intimidation and violence, but he followed orders without thinking them through.

"What's the timeline?" Jackal asked.

"Yesterday. Ross hit Dr. Larson again this morning, claimed her emergency exit signs weren't regulation height. Fined her two grand on the spot." Viper's expression darkened. "That woman saves lives, Jackal. She's patched up half this club at some point. Nobody threatens her operation."

The territorial response that shot through Jackal's system wasn't just about club loyalty. Dr. Violet Myers Larson had treated his injuries after a bar fight six months ago, her gentle hands steady as she stitched up his split knuckles. She'd asked no questions, demanded no explanations, just fixed what was broken and sent him on his way with antibiotics and a warning to keep the wounds dry.

"I'll handle it." Jackal stood, the folder clutched in his hand. "What kind of handling are we talking about?"

"The kind that makes sure they never come back to our territory." Viper's meaning was crystal clear. "Use your cop knowledge, brother. You know how they think, how they operate. Turn that shit against them."

Jackal felt the familiar weight of justice settling across his shoulders like armor. Not the twisted version Ross and Torres represented, but the real thing—protection for those who couldn't protect themselves, consequences for those who abused their power.

"They won't see it coming," he promised.

"Good." Viper stood as well, extending his hand. "This is solo work, Jackal. No backup unless you specifically request it. Show the club what you're made of."

The handshake was firm, final. Jackal tucked the folder inside his leather jacket and headed for the door, his mind already cataloging Ross's patterns, Torres's weaknesses, the best way to make them understand that some territories were off-limits.

Outside the clubhouse, his Harley waited like a weapon ready to be unleashed. The desert air carried the scent of sage and dust, clean compared to the stench of corruption he was about to wade into. Three years ago, he'd walked away from the badge because he couldn't stomach the dishonor. Now he was going to use everything he'd learned as a cop to destroy the bastards who'd driven him out.

Ross and Torres had forgotten the most important rule of law enforcement—there was always someone watching, always someone keeping score. They'd abused the badge, terrorized innocent people, and thought their authority made them untouchable.

They were about to learn how wrong they were.

Jackal kicked his bike to life and pulled out of the compound, the engine's roar a promise of violence to come. The medical district was twenty minutes away, plenty of time to plan the first move in what would be Ross and Torres's last game.

The badge might not be his anymore, but justice still was. And justice was about to come calling with the fury of a man who'd lost everything to corruption and found something worth fighting for in its place.

Time to remind these dirty cops that some oaths couldn't be broken without consequences.
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Anna Maze parked her government-issued sedan in front of the Devil's Pass Medical Complex and checked her watch. Nine-thirty in the morning, and the parking lot was already half full with patients seeking treatment. The building looked legitimate enough—clean white exterior, professional signage, nothing that screamed "motorcycle club front operation."

But the complaints filed with Internal Affairs told a different story. Three incidents in the past month involving Officers Ross and Torres conducting what they called "routine inspections" that resulted in hefty fines and citations. The pattern was too obvious to ignore, and Anna had built her career on following patterns that other investigators missed.

She grabbed her leather portfolio from the passenger seat and stepped out into the Arizona heat. The medical complex sat at the edge of what locals called the neutral zone—close enough to the Chaos Riders MC territory that everyone knew who really owned it, but far enough from the compound that civilians felt comfortable seeking treatment here.

Anna had studied the club's file on her flight from Chicago. Former military, legitimate business operations, and a reputation for protecting their territory with extreme prejudice. The kind of organization that corrupt cops would see as easy targets for shakedowns, assuming their badges would provide protection from retaliation.

They were wrong. Anna had seen enough dirty cop cases to know that criminals in uniform always underestimated the people they victimized. The Chaos Riders weren't ordinary citizens who would quietly pay extortion fees and hope the problem went away.

The medical complex's lobby was surprisingly upscale. Comfortable seating, professional staff, and the kind of equipment that cost serious money. Anna approached the reception desk, where a young woman with kind eyes was scheduling appointments.

"Good morning. I'm Investigator Maze with Internal Affairs." Anna displayed her badge and credentials. "I'd like to speak with your facility director about some recent inspections."

The receptionist's expression tightened almost imperceptibly. "Dr. Larson is with a patient right now. May I ask what this is regarding?"

"Police conduct during recent facility inspections. I understand there have been some irregularities."

"Please have a seat. I'll see if the doctor can spare a few minutes."

Anna settled into one of the lobby chairs and surveyed the space. Everything about this place screamed legitimate medical practice, not the criminal front operation that Ross's reports suggested. The patients she observed were a mix of demographics—elderly locals, working families, even a few business professionals. Not the clientele she'd expect if this facility was primarily serving a motorcycle club's illegal activities.

Twenty minutes later, a woman in her late thirties emerged from the treatment area. Dr. Violet Myers Larson matched the professional headshot in Anna's file, but the stress lines around her eyes were new. The kind of tension that came from dealing with harassment disguised as law enforcement.

"Investigator Maze? I'm Dr. Larson. Let's talk in my office."

Anna followed the doctor down a hallway lined with framed medical certifications and community service awards. Dr. Larson's office was neat, organized, and dominated by a desk covered with patient files and administrative paperwork. Not the setup of someone running a criminal operation.

"I assume this is about Officers Ross and Torres," Dr. Larson said, closing the door behind them. "Their recent visits have been... challenging."

"I'd like to hear about those visits in detail." Anna pulled out a digital recorder and notepad. "Start with the first incident three weeks ago."

Dr. Larson sat behind her desk, her hands folded carefully in front of her. "Officer Ross arrived on a Tuesday morning, claiming he'd received complaints about our emergency exit signage. He spent two hours measuring the height of every sign in the building, then issued a citation for non-compliance. Two thousand dollar fine, payable immediately."

"Did you verify the regulations he cited?"

"Of course. Our signage has been compliant since we opened. I called the fire marshal's office that afternoon. They had no record of any complaints about this facility."

Anna made notes, her suspicion confirmed. "What about the second incident?"

"Detective Torres, one week later. Health code violations, he claimed. Demanded to inspect our pharmaceutical storage, our sterilization equipment, even our staff break room. Found nothing wrong, but wrote us up for improper storage of cleaning supplies. Fifteen hundred dollar fine."

"Again, payable immediately?"

"Cash only. Said it was department policy for health code violations." Dr. Larson's voice carried controlled anger. "I've been practicing medicine for twelve years, Investigator Maze. I know what legitimate inspections look like. These men are stealing from us."

Anna felt the familiar surge of satisfaction that came with confirming corruption. Ross and Torres had gotten sloppy, confident that their badges would protect them from consequences. They'd picked the wrong target in Dr. Larson—an articulate professional who documented everything and wasn't intimidated by uniform authority.

"I'll need copies of all documentation related to these incidents. Citation paperwork, payment receipts, any correspondence with city or county agencies."

"I have everything." Dr. Larson opened a filing cabinet and withdrew a thick folder. "Including photos of the violations they claimed to find. You'll notice that in Detective Torres's pictures, the cleaning supplies are clearly stored according to code."

Anna flipped through the documentation, her case building with each page. Falsified citations, non-existent violations, and cash payments that would never appear in official department records. Ross and Torres had been running their own private taxation system, using their authority to rob local businesses.

"Dr. Larson, I need you to understand something. My investigation may take several weeks, possibly months. During that time, these officers might escalate their harassment if they suspect they're under scrutiny."

"I understand the risks." Dr. Larson's voice was steady, professional. "But I won't be intimidated into silence. This facility serves people who need medical care, not criminals looking to line their pockets."

Anna respected the woman's courage. Most corruption victims were too scared to cooperate fully, afraid that speaking out would make their situation worse. Dr. Larson was willing to fight back, which made Anna's job significantly easier.

"I'll be conducting surveillance over the next few days, documenting their activities. If either officer approaches you again, call me immediately." Anna handed over her business card. "Don't engage with them, don't pay any additional fines. Just document everything and contact me."

"Will do." Dr. Larson stood, extending her hand. "Thank you for taking this seriously, Investigator Maze. Too many people assume that because we're associated with the motorcycle club, we must be criminals ourselves."

Anna shook the doctor's hand, noting the firm grip and direct eye contact. "In my experience, Dr. Larson, the real criminals are usually the ones hiding behind badges."

She left the medical complex with a solid foundation for her case and a clear picture of Ross and Torres's operation. They were classic dirty cops—arrogant, greedy, and convinced their authority made them untouchable. The kind of criminals Anna had built her career on bringing down.

But as she walked to her car, Anna noticed a figure across the parking lot that made her pulse quicken. A man in leather and denim, leaning against a motorcycle, watching the medical complex with the kind of focused attention that screamed law enforcement training. Dark hair, broad shoulders, and an intensity that suggested he was more than just a curious biker.

Their eyes met for a brief moment across the parking lot, and Anna felt an unexpected jolt of recognition. Not personal recognition—she'd never seen this man before. But professional recognition, the kind that came from recognizing a kindred spirit in the pursuit of justice, even from the opposite side of the law.

The man straightened, started his motorcycle, and rode away before Anna could process what she'd just witnessed. But the image stayed with her as she drove back toward town, along with the unsettling certainty that she wasn't the only one investigating Ross and Torres.

Someone else was hunting the same prey, and Anna had a feeling their methods would be considerably more direct than hers.
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Jackal watched the government sedan pull out of the medical complex parking lot and cursed under his breath. Internal Affairs. The woman behind the wheel had that unmistakable federal look—pressed suit, professional posture, and the kind of contained intensity that came from years of hunting dirty cops.

She'd made him too, judging by the way her eyes had locked onto his position across the parking lot. Not many civilians would spot surveillance from that distance, but this woman had law enforcement training written all over her. The question was whether she'd interfere with his mission or inadvertently provide cover for it.

Jackal kicked his Harley to life and followed at a distance, curious about the fed's next move. She drove like a cop, checking mirrors constantly, taking an indirect route that would flush out any tail. Smart, but not smart enough to lose someone who knew the streets as well as he did.

The sedan turned into the parking lot of a chain hotel near the interstate. Jackal watched from across the street as the woman disappeared into the lobby, then pulled out his phone to update Viper on the complication.

"Internal Affairs is sniffing around," he said when the president answered. "Fed just finished interviewing Dr. Larson."

"Shit. That changes the timeline." Viper's voice carried concern. "If IA's building a case, Ross and Torres might rabbit before we can handle them."

"Or they might escalate, try to eliminate the threat before it develops." Jackal's tactical mind was already working through the possibilities. "Either way, we need to move faster."

"Agreed. What's your read on the fed?"

Jackal thought about the woman's direct gaze, the professional way she'd handled herself. "Competent. Thorough. She's not going away quietly."

"Then we work around her. Ross and Torres are our problem to solve, not the government's. Handle this before IA can fuck it up with paperwork and bureaucracy."

The line went dead. Jackal pocketed his phone and settled in to watch the hotel. The fed would be reviewing her evidence, planning her next moves, probably coordinating with her supervisors in Chicago or wherever she'd come from. All bureaucratic processes that would take time Ross and Torres didn't deserve.

Three hours later, Jackal's patience was rewarded. A familiar white Crown Victoria pulled into the medical complex parking lot, and Officer Dave Kelley climbed out of the driver's seat. Ross's crew member, the muscle they used for the more intimidating aspects of their operation.

Jackal started his bike and headed for the complex, arriving just as Kelley emerged from the building. The cop's face was flushed with anger, and he was talking loudly into his cell phone.

"Yeah, she was asking questions about our inspections. Some fed bitch from Internal Affairs." Kelley stopped walking, listening to whoever was on the other end. "Ross wants to know what she looked like, where she's staying."

The territorial response that flared in Jackal's chest was immediate and violent. These bastards were planning to threaten a federal investigator, and the protective instinct that rose in him had nothing to do with club business and everything to do with justice.

Jackal parked his bike and approached Kelley's position near the Crown Vic. The cop was still on the phone, his back turned, completely unaware of the predator closing in on his location.

"Tell Ross she's staying at the Hampton Inn on Route 60," Kelley was saying. "Brunette, maybe five-six, driving a government plate sedan. Looks like the kind of uptight fed who thinks her badge makes her untouchable."

That was enough. Jackal moved with the silent precision that three years of military training and two years of police work had ingrained in his muscle memory. His arm snaked around Kelley's throat, cutting off the man's air supply and his phone conversation in one smooth motion.

"Hang up the phone," Jackal whispered against Kelley's ear, his voice carrying the kind of deadly calm that made smart men very afraid.

Kelley fumbled with the device, ending the call with shaking fingers. "Who the fuck—"

"Someone who knows exactly what kind of scumbag you are." Jackal tightened his grip just enough to make breathing difficult. "Officer Dave Kelley, badge number 4471, twelve years on the force, three commendations for community service, and zero integrity when it comes to shaking down honest businesses."

"You're making a mistake, asshole. I'm a police officer."

"No, you're a criminal wearing a badge." Jackal's voice stayed conversational, but his grip promised violence. "And criminals who threaten federal investigators tend
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