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The blood on Megan Taylor's scrubs had dried to a rust-colored stain three hours ago, but she hadn't had time to change. Another gunshot victim was wheeled through the automatic doors of Tucson General's emergency department, and she was already moving before the paramedics finished their report.

"Twenty-two-year-old male, GSW to the abdomen, lost consciousness twice in the ambulance—"

"Bay three," Megan snapped, her hands already working to stabilize the IV line. The kid on the gurney couldn't be older than her youngest brother, but the ink crawling up his neck told a different story. Serpent tattoos wrapped around a skull—she'd seen that particular artwork twice this week already.

Third one this week. All the same gang colors.

"Jesus, Megan, you're like a machine," Dr. Rondon muttered as they transferred the patient. "How do you keep doing this?"

She didn't answer because the truth was complicated. Two tours as an Army medic in Afghanistan had taught her that you saved who you could and mourned who you couldn't later, alone, with a bottle of whatever burned enough to quiet the ghosts. Coming home to civilian medicine was supposed to be easier. Cleaner.

It wasn't.

"Talk to me, sweetheart," she murmured to the unconscious kid as she worked. Her hands moved with practiced efficiency, checking vitals, assessing damage. "What gang war bullshit got you shot this time?"

The bullet had missed the major organs—lucky bastard. Megan worked in focused silence, her military training kicking in automatically. Stabilize, assess, treat. Don't think about the fact that this was the third Anarchy Kings member she'd worked on this week. Don't think about how young they were getting.

Don't think about the last time you couldn't save someone who mattered.

Forty minutes later, she had the kid stable and transferred to surgery. His chances were good, which should have felt like a victory. Instead, Megan felt the familiar hollow ache of knowing she'd probably see him back here in six months. Or his brother. Or his friend.

The cycle never fucking ended.

"Nice work, Taylor." Dr. Rondon appeared at her shoulder, exhaustion evident in his voice. "Kid's lucky you were on tonight. That was touch and go for a while."

"Yeah, well—" Megan started to respond when shouting erupted from the waiting area.

"Where the fuck is he? Where's Tommy?"

Three men in leather vests pushed through the double doors, ignoring the security guard's protests. More Anarchy Kings colors, but these weren't kids. These were hard men with cold eyes and hands that moved automatically to check for weapons they couldn't carry in a hospital.

The biggest one spotted Megan immediately. Bald head, neck tattoos that looked like they'd been done in prison, and the kind of smile that promised pain. He stalked toward her with purpose.

"You the one worked on Tommy Brennan?"

Megan straightened her spine and met his stare head-on. "Patient information is confidential. You'll have to—"

"Cut the nurse bullshit, sweetheart." His voice dropped to a whisper that somehow carried more menace than shouting. "Tommy's my boy. How is he?"

Not a request. A demand.

"He's alive," Megan said carefully. "That's all I can tell you without proper authorization."

The man stepped closer, crowding her personal space. His breath smelled like cigarettes and stale beer, and something darker underneath. "See, that's where you're wrong. Tommy's family, which makes his business my business. And you—" He reached out and touched her stethoscope with one thick finger. "You're gonna make sure he stays alive. Understand?"

"Sir, you need to step back." Megan's voice carried the edge of authority she'd developed during her military service. "This is a hospital, and you're interfering with medical care."

The bald man laughed, a sound like gravel in a blender. "Hospital, huh? Neutral territory?" His eyes swept over her name tag. "Megan Taylor. Pretty name for a pretty nurse."

Shit. He knows my name now.

"Mikey, hospital security's coming," one of his companions warned from near the entrance.

Mikey—apparently that was baldy's name—smiled again. "Well, Nurse Taylor, looks like our time's up. But don't worry." He leaned in close enough that she could feel his breath on her ear. "We'll be seeing each other real soon. Tommy better make a full recovery, or you and me are gonna have problems. Big fucking problems."

The security guards arrived just as the three Anarchy Kings members were leaving. Mikey turned back at the last second, catching Megan's eyes across the emergency room.

"Real soon, sweetheart."

Megan stood frozen until they disappeared through the automatic doors. Her hands were steady—Army medic training died hard—but her mind was racing. This wasn't random gang violence anymore. This was territorial warfare, and somehow she'd gotten caught in the middle.

The rest of her shift passed in a blur of routine cases—chest pains, broken bones, overdoses. Normal emergency room chaos that felt almost peaceful compared to the tension still crawling up her spine from Mikey's visit. But every time the automatic doors opened, Megan found herself looking up, half-expecting to see leather vests and cold smiles.

By six AM, the emergency department had finally calmed down. Megan finished her charting and headed for the parking garage, every muscle in her body screaming for sleep. Her beat-up Honda Civic was parked on the third level, and the concrete structure felt like a tomb in the pre-dawn darkness.

Her footsteps echoed as she walked, keys already in her hand. Almost there. Almost safe.

"Nurse Taylor."

Megan spun around, adrenaline spiking through her exhaustion. Mikey stepped out from between two cars, no longer smiling. Two other men flanked him—different faces, same hard eyes.

"Told you we'd be seeing each other soon."

"What do you want?" Megan kept her voice level, but her grip tightened on her keys. The parking garage was empty except for the four of them.

"Want to make sure we understand each other about Tommy's care." Mikey started walking toward her, slow and casual. "See, he's not just any Anarchy Kings member. He's the president's nephew. Which makes his health real important to a lot of people."

"He's getting excellent care. I told you—"

"You told me hospital bullshit." Mikey's voice hardened. "Here's what's gonna happen instead. You're gonna personally oversee Tommy's recovery. And when more of my boys come through those doors—and they will—you're gonna take special care of them too."

"I can't—"

"You can't what?" One of his companions moved to block her path to the car. "Can't save the people who protect this shitty neighborhood from worse things? Or can't be bothered to show proper respect?"

Megan's military training kicked in, assessing exits and angles. Three against one, no weapons, but these men had violence etched into every line of their bodies. The smart play was to agree, get away, call the police.

But Megan Taylor had never been particularly smart when people tried to intimidate her.

"I save everyone who comes through those doors," she said firmly. "Gang member or soccer mom, I don't give a damn. But I don't take orders from thugs in parking garages."

Mikey's face went flat and dangerous. "Thugs?"

"You heard me."

"You got some balls, nurse." Mikey stepped close enough to touch. "But balls don't stop bullets. And they sure as hell don't protect people you care about."

The threat hung in the air like smoke. Megan felt her pulse hammering against her throat, but she held his stare.

"Here's how this works," Mikey continued. "You're gonna help us, or you're gonna disappear. Simple as that. And before you get any ideas about running to the cops, remember—we know where you work. We know your schedule. We know your car." His smile returned, cold and predatory. "We know where you live, Megan Taylor."

This time, Megan couldn't stop the involuntary step backward.

"Smart girl. You think about what I said. Tommy better make a full recovery." Mikey turned to leave, then paused. "Oh, and next time you get any of my boys on your table, you call me first. This card has my number."

He dropped a business card at her feet and walked away, his companions following. Megan stayed frozen until she heard car doors slam and an engine start. Only then did she bend to pick up the card.

"Mikey Hawkins, Anarchy Kings MC, Sergeant at Arms."

Below the title was a phone number and a simple message: "Call me when they bleed."

Megan's hands were shaking now. Not from fear—she'd been shot at by Taliban fighters and kept working. But this was different. This was her civilian life, her safe space, and these bastards had just invaded it.

She made it to her car and locked the doors before the tears came. Not many, and not for long. Crying didn't solve problems.

But as she drove home through the empty pre-dawn streets, Megan couldn't shake the memory of Mikey's voice: We know where you live.

Three more gunshot victims had come through her emergency room this week. All Anarchy Kings colors. All part of some escalating gang war that was turning Tucson's streets into a battlefield.

And somehow, she'd just been drafted to pick a side.
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The compound's war room felt like the tactical operations centers Demon had known in Iraq and Afghanistan—maps spread across tables, intel photos pinned to walls, and the familiar tension of warriors planning violence. But this wasn't some desert outpost halfway around the world. This was home, and the enemy was trying to take what belonged to his brothers.

"Third attack on our businesses this month," Zero said, his voice carrying the authority that had made him a natural leader in Delta Force and again here with the Desert Wolves. "They hit the customs shop yesterday, smashed every piece of work in progress. Cost us forty grand in damaged bikes."

Demon studied the surveillance photos scattered across the table. Anarchy Kings colors, military-style coordination, and enough firepower to outfit a small army. Slade Keller's crew wasn't playing games anymore.

"They're not just trying to hurt our income," Talon observed, his demolitions expertise allowing him to read the tactical patterns. "Look at the timing, the targets. They're probing our defenses, testing response times."

"Building up to something bigger," Wolf agreed. "My contacts in the sheriff's department say there's been chatter about a major move against us. Something about us getting soft with our families."

Demon's jaw tightened. The families were exactly what made the Desert Wolves stronger, not weaker. But explaining that to psychopaths like Keller was a waste of breath.

"What about the hospital casualties?" Stinger asked. "Heard they've been bringing wounded through Tucson General. Could be intelligence gathering."

"More than that," Zero replied grimly. "My source in the ER says they're pressuring staff. Demanding special treatment, making threats." His expression darkened. "They threatened one of the nurses last night. Army medic, served two tours. Name's Megan Taylor."

Demon's head snapped up from the tactical maps. "They threatened a combat medic?"

"Problem with that, brother?" Razor asked with a knowing grin.

"Problem is they're expanding beyond acceptable targets," Demon said carefully. Military medical personnel held a special place in his mind—people who ran toward gunfire to save lives deserved protection, not threats from gang scum. "What kind of threats?"

"The kind that end with people disappearing," Zero answered. "Mikey Hawkins cornered her in the hospital parking garage. Made it clear she's either with them or against them."

Something cold and lethal settled in Demon's chest. He'd worked with military medics in Afghanistan, watched them save lives under impossible conditions. The idea of Anarchy Kings animals threatening one made his hands itch for explosives.

"We can't let civilian medical personnel get caught in the crossfire," he said, his voice carefully neutral. "Bad for community relations."

Talon snorted. "Since when do you give a shit about community relations?"

Since never, but something about a combat medic being threatened by territorial expansion assholes hit different. Demon had seen too many good people die because the wrong kind of men decided they were expendable.

"Point is," Zero continued, "they're not just hitting our businesses anymore. They're going after infrastructure, support systems. Keller's thinking bigger than territory disputes."

Demon leaned forward, studying the attack patterns on the map. "He's trying to isolate us. Cut off medical support, eliminate civilian cooperation, make us look like the aggressors when we retaliate."

"Smart," Wolf admitted grudgingly. "Cartel tactics. Make the community choose between supporting us or staying safe."

"Except we've got something Keller doesn't understand," Zero said with a predatory smile. "We don't abandon our own. And we sure as hell don't let threats against civilians go unanswered."

The brotherhood murmured agreement, but Demon was already thinking tactically. The Anarchy Kings had military coordination and firepower, but they were thinking like occupiers, not protectors. That gave the Desert Wolves an advantage.

"What's our timeline?" Demon asked.

"Hospital source says they're escalating pressure on the medical staff. Could be days before they make their next move." Zero's expression was grim. "If they eliminate our medical support, they've got us fighting wounded."

"Not happening," Demon said with quiet finality. "We need to secure the medic."

"Volunteer mission?" Talon asked, though his grin suggested he already knew the answer.

"I'll handle it." Demon's voice carried the same tone he'd used calling in airstrikes—calm, controlled, and absolutely certain. "Hospital's neutral territory, civilian population. Requires precision, not overwhelming force."

"And if the Anarchy Kings have other ideas about neutral territory?" Stinger asked.

Demon's smile was all edges. "Then they'll learn why they call me Demon."

He'd earned that road name during urban warfare operations in Fallujah. The ability to appear and disappear through rubble and smoke, delivering explosive death with surgical precision. His squad had started calling him Demon after he'd eliminated an entire insurgent cell with strategically placed charges, leaving no trace except the silence where his enemies used to be.

"Explosive expertise?" Zero asked, reading Demon's expression.

"Controlled demolitions. Precision timing. Minimal collateral damage." Demon was already running scenarios in his mind. "If they want to play military tactics, we play better."

"What about the medic?" Wolf asked. "Military background means she might not scare easy, but she's still civilian."

"Combat medics don't scare," Demon said with certainty. "They adapt. If she's getting threatened by territorial expansion assholes, she'll want protection that actually works."

"Protection from who?" Razor asked with obvious amusement. "Some mysterious benefactor who just happens to blow things up for a living?"

"From Desert Wolves MC," Demon replied simply. "We protect people who matter. Combat medics matter."

The brotherhood exchanged glances. Demon wasn't usually the one volunteering for civilian protection details. His specialty was eliminating problems, not babysitting them.

"This personal, brother?" Talon asked carefully.

"It's tactical," Demon answered. "We need medical support for operations. She needs protection from gang threats. Simple exchange of services."

"Uh-huh." Talon's grin widened. "Services."

"Shut the fuck up," Demon muttered, but without real heat. His brothers knew him too well, could read the signs even when he couldn't. Something about a combat medic being threatened was hitting him in ways that had nothing to do with tactical considerations.

"Hospital security?" Zero asked, moving past the brotherly ribbing.

"Joke. Rent-a-cops with radios and good intentions." Demon had already done his research. "Real protection means eliminating the threat, not hiding from it."

"Keller's not gonna like losing his hospital leverage," Stinger observed.

"Keller's not gonna like a lot of things that happen to him," Demon said with quiet menace. "Starting tonight."

He stood up from the table, his mind already shifting into operational mode. Protect the medic, gather intelligence on Anarchy Kings hospital operations, and send a clear message about threatening civilian medical personnel.

"Need backup?" Zero asked.

"Need you all ready for whatever comes next," Demon replied. "Keller's building up to something big. This hospital pressure is just the beginning."

"Watch your six, brother," Wolf called as Demon headed for the door. "Anarchy Kings don't play by rules."

"Neither do I," Demon said over his shoulder. "That's why they call me Demon."

Outside the clubhouse, Demon's custom Harley waited like a weapon of war. Matte black paint, reinforced frame, and hidden compartments containing enough explosive surprises to level a city block. He'd built the bike himself, every modification serving dual purposes—speed and destruction.

As he fired up the engine, Demon's mind was already calculating timing and placement. The Anarchy Kings thought they could intimidate a combat medic with parking garage threats and hospital confrontations.

They were about to learn the difference between intimidation and elimination.

The ride to Tucson General took twenty minutes through desert highways and city streets. Demon used the time to run scenarios, tactical possibilities, and contingency plans. Hospital security patterns, shift changes, vulnerable entry points.

But underneath the professional assessment, something else was building. A cold fury at the thought of military medical personnel being threatened by territorial scum. Combat medics were sacred in the warrior community—people who ran toward danger to save lives deserved protection, not threats.

Demon had lost too many good people in Afghanistan. He wasn't losing any more to gang politics and territorial bullshit.

The hospital parking garage was exactly as he'd expected—concrete tomb with blind spots and limited exits. Perfect place for intimidation tactics, terrible place for anything resembling a fair fight.

He parked the Harley in the shadows and checked his watch. Night shift change in thirty minutes. If the Anarchy Kings were smart, they'd make their next move during the chaos of shift transition.

If they were stupid, they'd try threatening the combat medic again.

Either way, Demon would be ready.
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The emergency department was running on fumes by two AM. Megan had been pulling doubles all week, and the exhaustion was starting to show in everyone's movements. Even Dr. Rondon looked like he might fall asleep standing up.

"Last coffee run," she announced to the skeleton crew. "Anyone need anything from the vending machine?"

The supply closet on the third floor had the good coffee—hospital administration's one concession to keeping the night shift functional. Megan took the elevator up, grateful for thirty seconds of silence away from monitors and radios.

The hallway was empty, fluorescent lights humming overhead like dying insects. Megan pushed open the supply closet door and reached for the coffee supplies, her mind already calculating how many hours until she could go home and crash.

"Working late, Nurse Taylor?"

Megan spun around, adrenaline spiking as Tony Morales stepped out from behind a laundry cart. He wasn't as big as Mikey Hawkins, but there was something reptilian about his smile that made her skin crawl.

"Hospital's closed to visitors," she said, keeping her voice steady despite her racing heart.

"Good thing I'm not visiting." Tony moved closer, blocking her path to the door. "I'm here on business. Anarchy Kings business."

Two more men emerged from the shadows—hospital security uniforms that looked wrong on their tattooed frames. Either stolen or bought, but definitely not legitimate.

"What do you want?" Megan kept her hands visible and her breathing controlled. Military training kicked in automatically: assess the situation, identify
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