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The computer screen flickered with malicious code that made Star Boudreaux's blood run cold. Three months of escalating harassment had just taken a devastating turn.

Tony Guidry had broken into the crisis center's database.

"Son of a bitch," she whispered, her fingers flying across the keyboard as she tried to assess the damage. The secure files she'd built over two years—confidential intake forms, safety plans, emergency contacts for forty-three domestic violence survivors—all of it compromised.

All because of her.

The fluorescent lights in the after-hours crisis center hummed overhead as Star scrolled through violation after violation. Tony hadn't just accessed the files. He'd copied them. Downloaded personal information on women who'd trusted her with their lives, their children's lives, their desperate attempts to escape violent partners.

Her phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number: Hope these ladies know their counselor can't keep secrets. Check your email.

Star's hands shook as she opened her personal account. The subject line made her stomach drop: Your Client List - Very Interesting Reading.

Tony had sent her excerpts from the files. Names. Addresses. Photos of bruised faces that were supposed to be confidential evidence. Women who'd trusted the system to protect them while they rebuilt their lives.

The phone buzzed again: Katrina Jackson looks like she could use some company at 428 Magazine Street. Think her ex would be interested to know where she's hiding?

"No, no, no." Star's voice cracked as she grabbed her cell phone. Katrina had two little girls. She'd been in hiding for six months after her ex-husband nearly killed her with a tire iron.

Star speed-dialed Katrina's number. It went straight to voicemail.

She tried the emergency line. No answer.

Her pulse hammered against her throat as she called the safe house. "This is Star Boudreaux from the crisis center. I need to speak with Katrina Jackson immediately."

"She's not here," the night supervisor said. "Left about an hour ago. Said she had to pick up something from her old apartment."

Star's blood turned to ice. "Call the police. Send them to 428 Magazine Street right now. And get everyone else to secondary locations. We've been compromised."

She ended the call and stared at the hacked database, her mind racing through worst-case scenarios. Forty-three women. Some with children. All because Tony couldn't accept that she'd left him eight months ago.

All because she'd been naive enough to think a restraining order would stop a man who lived in the digital shadows.

Her phone rang. Unknown number.

"Miss me, baby?" Tony's voice slithered through the speaker like poison. "Thought you could hide behind your little nonprofit and play savior? Thought those court papers meant something?"

"You sick bastard." Star's voice was steady despite the fear clawing at her chest. "These women have nothing to do with us."

"They have everything to do with us." His laugh sent chills down her spine. "You chose them over me. Now they get to pay for your mistake."

"I'm calling the police."

"Go ahead. Tell them Tony Guidry hacked your files. See what they can prove." The smugness in his voice made her want to scream. "By the time they figure out how I did it, half these bitches will be back with their exes. The other half... well, accidents happen."

The line went dead.

Star stared at her phone, rage and terror warring in her chest. The police would file a report. Maybe send a patrol car. But Tony was right—by the time they untangled his digital footprints, women would be dead.

She thought of little Marie, Gator's baby girl, sleeping safely at the compound while her daddy kept the monsters at bay. Thought of Angel, building a statewide child protection network with Voodoo's backing. Thought of Sophie saving lives in the ER with Bone's fierce protection.

The Serpents understood monsters. They understood justice that came from the barrel of a gun instead of the stroke of a pen.

Star scrolled through her contacts until she found the number Gator had made her program six months ago. Just in case, he'd said. Just in case she ever needed real help instead of the kind that came with paperwork and bureaucracy.

Her thumb hovered over the call button. Once she made this choice, there was no going back. The Bayou Serpents didn't believe in halfway measures or legal niceties. They believed in permanent solutions to problems that threatened their family.

And Star Boudreaux was family, even if she'd never claimed it.

Another text buzzed through: Jennifer Walsh, 1247 Esplanade Avenue. Apartment 3B. Her ex has been asking around about her. Maybe I should tell him where to look.

Star hit the call button.

"Gator." His voice was gravelly with sleep, but instantly alert.

"It's Star. I need help."

"Where are you?"

"The crisis center. Tony broke into our database. He's got files on forty-three women. Names, addresses, photos, everything." Her voice broke on the last word. "He's going to get them killed."

The silence on the other end stretched for three heartbeats. When Gator spoke again, his voice carried the cold promise of violence that had made the Marchand family disappear from New Orleans.

"You stay exactly where you are. Don't touch anything else on that computer. Don't answer your phone unless it's me or one of my boys." A pause. "Star?"

"Yeah?"

"This ends tonight."

The line went dead, leaving Star alone with the violated database and the weight of forty-three lives in her hands. She stared at the screen, watching Tony's digital poison spread through systems that were supposed to protect the innocent.

Outside, New Orleans slept unaware that a new kind of predator was hunting in the electronic shadows. But in the bayou compound thirty miles away, the Bayou Serpents were waking up.

And monsters who targeted the vulnerable were about to learn what justice looked like when it came with cut and fangs.
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Jeremy "Psycho" Shoemaker was deep in code when his phone rang at 2:47 AM. The intrusion detection system he'd been building for the compound's perimeter could wait. Gator didn't call the brotherhood in the middle of the night unless blood was about to spill.

"Talk to me," Psycho answered, not looking away from the wall of monitors that bathed his workshop in blue light.

"Emergency church. Twenty minutes." Gator's voice carried the deadly calm that meant someone had made a fatal mistake. "Bring your gear."

The line went dead. Psycho's fingers stilled on the keyboard as ice settled in his veins. Emergency church meant immediate threat to family. His gear meant electronic warfare.

Someone was about to learn why they called him Psycho.

He shut down the security protocols and grabbed his tactical bag—the one packed with surveillance equipment, signal jammers, and the kind of hardware that could turn any smartphone into a weapon. The bag that had been gathering dust for six months because the brotherhood had been focused on legitimate business contracts and family expansion.

The bag he'd carried to his sister Megan's funeral two years ago, knowing he'd failed to protect her from the digital predator who'd driven her to suicide.

Psycho gunned his Harley through the bayou darkness, Spanish moss whipping past his helmet as he followed the hidden road to the compound. The main house blazed with light despite the hour. Emergency lighting protocols meant the brotherhood was mobilizing for war.

He parked between Bone's Road King and Voodoo's Fat Boy, noting the way their bikes were angled for quick exit. Combat positioning. Whatever had Gator's blood up was immediate and lethal.

Inside the clubhouse, the brotherhood sat around the oak table that had seen everything from hurricane evacuation planning to execution orders. Gator's massive frame dominated the head of the table, his scarred hands folded with deceptive calm. Voodoo's dark eyes tracked every shadow, while Bone radiated the coiled violence of a man ready to break necks.

Flood looked up from a tactical map of New Orleans as Psycho entered. "Our boy's got a cyber problem."

"Explain." Psycho dropped into his chair and pulled out a tablet, already accessing the club's secure networks.

Gator's jaw worked like he was chewing glass. "Star called. Some bastard named Tony Guidry hacked the domestic violence center where she works. Got files on forty-three women. Names, addresses, photos, everything."

The tablet nearly slipped from Psycho's hands. "Jesus Christ."

"Gets worse." Voodoo's Creole accent thickened with rage. "This cocksucker's threatening to share the information with the women's abusers. Already sent Star excerpts to prove he can do it."

White-hot fury exploded behind Psycho's eyes. Megan's face flashed through his memory—her tear-streaked cheeks the last time he'd seen her alive, begging him to make the harassment stop. He'd tried. Legal channels, cyber security, even hiring private investigators. None of it had been enough to stop the digital stalker who'd made her life hell.

His sister had eaten a bullet rather than endure another day of electronic terrorism.

"This Tony piece of shit," Psycho's voice came out flat and mechanical. "He Star's ex?"

"Eight months ago. She broke it off, got a restraining order. He's been escalating ever since." Gator leaned forward, his pale eyes promising death. "Started with messages, moved to social media harassment, now he's weaponizing her job against innocent women."

Psycho's fingers flew across the tablet, accessing databases that weren't supposed to exist. "Anthony Michael Guidry, twenty-nine, software engineer at Crescent City Tech Solutions. Lives in a converted warehouse in the Bywater District." He pulled up surveillance photos and financial records. "Smart bastard. Uses VPNs, proxy servers, encrypted communications. Knows how to cover his digital tracks."

"Can you trace what he took?" Roux asked from across the table.

"Not from here. Need to get into Star's systems, see the breach points." Psycho looked up from the screen. "But if he's threatening to share confidential victim information..."

"Forty-three women." Bone's voice was a low growl. "Some with kids."

The number hit Psycho like a physical blow. Forty-three women whose lives hung in the balance because some pathetic bastard couldn't accept rejection. Forty-three families who might wake up to find their worst nightmares had tracked them down.

"Where's Star now?" Psycho asked.

"Crisis center. Told her to stay put until we figure out our next move." Gator's hands clenched into fists. "She's family, Psycho. Distant cousin on Celeste's side, but blood's blood. And she's been carrying this alone for months."

Family. The word settled something deep in Psycho's chest. Star was under Serpent protection now, which meant she was his responsibility. His to keep safe from the kind of digital terrorism that had destroyed his sister.

"I'll handle it." The words came out harder than he intended. "Tony Guidry's about to learn what happens when you threaten Serpent family."

Voodoo raised an eyebrow. "Handle it how?"

Psycho met his VP's stare without flinching. "However it takes."

"This stays local," Gator commanded. "No federal involvement, no digital forensics teams, no cyber crime task forces. Tony Guidry is a New Orleans problem, and we're the New Orleans solution."

"Understood." Psycho's mind was already working through attack vectors, digital vulnerabilities, the dozens of ways he could make Tony's life hell before ending it permanently. "I'll need direct access to Star's systems. And I'll need to coordinate with her to understand the full scope of the breach."

"You'll do more than coordinate." Gator's voice carried the absolute authority of a man who'd ruled through violence and fear. "You're on protection duty. Star doesn't leave your sight until Tony Guidry's in the ground."

Protection duty. Psycho had pulled security assignments before, but never for family. Never for a woman whose courage reminded him of Megan's stubborn independence. Star had called for help instead of suffering in silence, which made her smarter than his sister and braver than most men he knew.

"She know what she's asking for?" Psycho's question carried layers of meaning. Serpent
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