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The three missing girls stared back at Rachel Bonner from their photographs spread across her desk like a fucking accusation. Sixteen-year-old Mia Rose, seventeen-year-old Jessica Galber, fifteen-year-old Brittany Woods. All runaways. All forgotten by a system that didn't give a damn about throwaway kids.

Rachel's fingers traced the edge of Mia's senior portrait—the girl's bright smile a painful contrast to the desperate voicemail her mother had left three weeks ago. "Please, Ms. Bonner. The police say she's just another runaway, but Mia wouldn't just disappear. Something's wrong. Something's really wrong."

The parents had pooled their money to hire her after Detroit PD closed the cases with the standard bullshit excuse: Teenagers run away all the time. They'll come home when they're ready.

Except these girls weren't coming home.

Rachel pulled up the social media screenshots she'd compiled over the past week. Three different Instagram accounts, three different talent scouts, all promising modeling careers to pretty girls with shitty home lives. The accounts looked legit—professional headshots, industry terminology, thousands of followers. But the digital breadcrumbs all led back to the same IP address registered to a company called Apex Talent Management.

A company that didn't exist anywhere except on paper.

Her phone buzzed with a text from Brittany's foster mother: Any news? I can't sleep knowing she's out there somewhere.

Rachel's jaw clenched. She'd been that throwaway kid once, seventeen and desperate, rescued only by a cop who actually gave a damn. Now she made her living finding the ones the system abandoned. Usually they were hiding in plain sight—crashed at friends' places, sleeping rough, working under-the-table jobs. Scared kids making bad choices but still alive.

This felt different. This felt like hunting.

She cross-referenced the talent scout profiles with missing persons reports from the past six months. Eight more girls. Same age range, same vulnerability markers, same bullshit modeling promises before they vanished.

"Jesus Christ," she whispered, reaching for her coffee mug with shaking hands. This wasn't random teenage rebellion. This was organized. Professional.

The front door chime announced a customer, making her look up from the files. Through the frosted glass of her office door, she could see a figure in the waiting area. Tall, broad shoulders, perfectly still in a way that made her cop instincts twitch.

She wasn't expecting anyone. Her office hours ended at five, and the neon sign out front was already switched to closed.

Rachel's hand moved automatically to the Glock holstered at the small of her back as she approached the door. Five years as a Detroit cop had taught her that unexpected visitors after hours usually meant trouble.

"We're closed," she called through the glass.

"Ms. Bonner?" The voice was deep, controlled. Military bearing in just two words. "I need to speak with you about the Rose girl."

Mia. Someone knew something about Mia.

Rachel unlocked the door but kept the chain engaged, peering through the gap. The man on the other side looked like he'd stepped out of a recruiting poster—buzz cut, sharp jaw, cold blue eyes that missed nothing. He wore dark jeans and a black t-shirt that stretched across a chest built for combat.

"Who's asking?"

"Kyle McKenna. I have information about the trafficking operation you've stumbled onto."

The word 'trafficking' hit her like ice water. She'd suspected, but hearing it confirmed made her blood run cold.

"How do you know what I'm investigating?"

His expression didn't change. "Because the same people who took those girls tried to kill you tonight. They're on their way here now."

Before she could process his words, the lights in the parking lot outside exploded in a shower of sparks. Emergency lighting flickered on, casting everything in hellish red.

"Three men, armed," McKenna said calmly, like he was discussing the weather. "They want your files on Romano's operation. You can die defending them, or you can let me help you live to save those girls."

Romano. A name to go with the nightmare.

The front windows shattered as bullets punched through the glass, sending Rachel diving for cover behind her desk. File folders scattered as she rolled, drawing her Glock in one smooth motion.

"Stay down," McKenna's voice came from somewhere near the doorway. "I've got eyes on the shooter."

A rifle cracked once from outside—sharp, precise. Then silence.

Rachel pressed herself against the desk, heart hammering. "McKenna?"

"Clear. Two more inside the building."

Footsteps in the hallway outside her office. Heavy boots, moving with purpose. She aimed at the doorway, finger on the trigger.

A man appeared in the opening—dark hair, expensive suit, holding a pistol like he knew how to use it. His eyes locked onto hers across the room.

"Rachel Bonner," he said conversationally. "The private investigator who doesn't know when to quit."

Another rifle shot, this one close enough to make her ears ring. The man in the doorway dropped without a sound, his weapon clattering across the floor.

McKenna appeared in the doorway a moment later, stepping over the body like it was a piece of furniture. No emotion on his face, no hesitation in his movements. He'd killed three men in under two minutes and looked ready to kill three more.

"We need to move," he said, holstering what looked like a military-grade sidearm. "Romano's people will send more when this team doesn't report back."

Rachel stared at him, still crouched behind her desk. "Who the hell are you?"

"Steel Vengeance MC," he said simply. "We hunt the same predators you do. Difference is, we don't let them walk away when we find them."

The photos of the three missing girls were scattered across the floor around her feet, their faces looking up at her in the emergency lighting. Mia's smile. Jessica's defiant stare. Brittany's hopeful eyes.

McKenna was right about one thing—she'd stumbled onto something bigger than missing teenagers. Something that was willing to kill to stay hidden.

She looked at the bodies, then at the man who'd killed them to protect her. Military bearing, cold efficiency, and the kind of lethal competence that came from hunting human predators as a profession.

"My files," she said, rising slowly. "Everything I have on those girls."

"Grab them," McKenna said. "We'll need every piece of intelligence when we go after Romano."

We. Like she'd already agreed to trust her life to an outlaw who'd just turned her office into a crime scene.

But the alternative was dying alone while three teenage girls disappeared into hell.

Rachel gathered the scattered files, her hands steady despite everything she'd just witnessed. When she looked up, McKenna was watching her with those cold blue eyes, measuring her reaction.

"You're not running," he observed.

"Those girls are still out there," she said simply. "Running won't save them."

Something shifted in his expression—approval, maybe, or recognition. "No," he agreed. "It won't."

He moved to the window, scanning the parking lot with professional alertness. "My bike's across the street. We leave now, together, or you stay and explain three bodies to Detroit PD."

Rachel looked around her destroyed office one last time. Five years building a reputation, a client base, a life. All of it gone because she'd gotten too close to the truth about missing girls.

But Mia Rose was still out there. So were Jessica Galber and Brittany Woods.

"Lead the way," she said, clutching the files against her chest.

McKenna nodded once, sharp and decisive. "Stay close. When we move, we move fast."

He led her through the shattered remains of her office, past the bodies of the men who'd come to kill her, and into a night that would change everything.

The war for the missing girls was just beginning.
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Savage guided his Harley through the industrial maze leading to the Steel Vengeance compound, hyperaware of the woman pressed against his back. Rachel Bonner's arms circled his waist with surprising strength, and her body molded to his like she'd been riding with him for years instead of minutes.

The investigation files crinkled between them where she clutched them against his chest. Even after watching three men die to protect her secrets, she wouldn't let go of those papers. The dedication impressed him almost as much as the way she'd stayed calm under fire.

Most civilians froze when bullets started flying. Rachel Bonner had drawn her weapon and taken cover like a seasoned operator.

The compound's reinforced gates came into view, floodlights cutting through the darkness to illuminate the Steel Vengeance logo welded into the metal. Two prospects flanked the entrance, automatic weapons visible but not threatening. They recognized his bike and waved him through without question.

Savage pulled up to the main building and cut the engine. The sudden silence felt heavy after the Harley's rumble.

"Welcome to Steel Vengeance," he said, dismounting and offering Rachel his hand.

She accepted his help but kept those files pressed against her chest like armor. Her dark eyes swept the compound—taking in the fortified buildings, the security cameras, the brothers moving with military precision through the courtyard.

"This isn't what I expected from a motorcycle club," she said.

"We're not your typical MC." Savage guided her toward the main building with a hand at the small of her back. The contact sent heat racing through his system, and he had to resist the urge to pull her closer. "Most of us are ex-military. We understand that some threats require unconventional responses."

The clubhouse doors opened to reveal Mason "Iron" Steel, the club president, flanked by Jackson "Reaper" Blake. Both men carried themselves with the authority that came from leading warriors into battle and bringing them home alive.

"Brother," Iron said, clasping Savage's shoulder. "I take it the extraction went smoothly?"

"Three hostiles eliminated," Savage reported. "Romano's people knew exactly where to find her, which means he's got intelligence sources we haven't identified yet."

Rachel's grip tightened on her files. "Romano? You know who's behind the trafficking operation?"

"Oscar Romano," Reaper answered, his scarred face grim. "Forty-five years old, operates out of Chicago but expanding into Detroit territory. Specializes in recruiting teenage runaways through fake modeling agencies and social media."

The color drained from Rachel's face. "How many girls?"

"Conservative estimate?" Iron's expression was stone-cold lethal. "Hundred and fifty over the past two years. Maybe more."

Savage watched Rachel process the numbers, saw the moment the full scope of Romano's operation hit her. Her shoulders straightened, and her jaw set with the kind of determination he recognized from his SEAL teams.

"Show me everything," she said.

Iron gestured toward the war room. "This way, Ms. Bonner."

The war room occupied the entire back section of the clubhouse, its walls covered with maps, photographs
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