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The acrid smell of smoke hit Jenna Murphy's nose before she saw the orange glow through her supply store's front window.

She dropped the inventory clipboard, the clatter echoing through the empty aisles as she ran for the door. Nine-thirty on a Tuesday night, and downtown should have been quiet. Should have been safe.

The bakery across the street was burning.

Not the careful, controlled burn of an oven. This was chaos—flames licking up the side of the brick building, black smoke billowing into the October sky. Jenna's heart hammered as she fumbled with her keys, fingers shaking as she locked the store behind her.

Third fire this month. Third "accident" among businesses that had refused to pay Gary Phillips for his special brand of protection.

She sprinted across the empty street, her boots pounding the asphalt. The Hendersons lived above the bakery. Please let them be out. Please let them be safe.

"Jenna, no!" Sandra Henderson's voice cut through the roar of flames. The older woman stood on the sidewalk, her husband's arm around her shoulders, both of them watching their livelihood burn. "Don't go near it!"

Jenna skidded to a stop, chest heaving. "Did you call 911?"

"Fire department's on the way." Tom Henderson's voice was hollow. Dead. "Won't matter. It's already gone."

The stench of accelerant hit her then—chemical and sharp beneath the smell of burning wood and sugar. Not an accident. Not even close.

"That's gasoline." Jenna moved closer, squinting against the heat. "Tom, this was deliberate."

"Course it was." A male voice, smooth as poison, came from the alley beside the bakery. "That's what happens when people don't cooperate."

Gary Phillips stepped into the firelight, and Jenna's stomach twisted. Tall, clean-cut, wearing a button-down shirt like he was headed to a business meeting instead of an arson scene. Two men flanked him, their faces hard and expressionless in the flickering light.

"You son of a—" Tom lurched forward, but Sandra grabbed his arm.

"Don't," she whispered. "Please don't."

Gary smiled, the expression never reaching his cold eyes. "Smart woman. Your husband should listen to her more often." He turned that dead smile on Jenna. "Ms. Murphy. Funny seeing you here."

"Funny watching you confess to arson," Jenna shot back, pulling her phone from her pocket. "I'm sure the fire marshal will be interested—"

One of Gary's men moved fast, knocking the phone from her hand. It skittered across the pavement, screen cracking against the curb.

"Careful now." Gary's voice dropped, losing its veneer of civility. "Accidents happen all the time in this neighborhood. Especially to people who stick their noses where they don't belong."

"You're threatening me?" Jenna's pulse thundered in her ears, but she held her ground. "In front of witnesses?"

"I'm giving friendly advice." He gestured at the burning bakery. "See, the Hendersons here, they thought they could ignore Mr. Turner's very reasonable offer. Five hundred a month for fire protection services. Seemed expensive at the time, didn't it, Tom?"

Tom's jaw worked, his face flushed with rage and helplessness.

"But now?" Gary spread his hands. "Now they're looking at what, two hundred thousand in damages? Three? And that's if the whole building doesn't collapse." He stepped closer to Jenna, close enough that she could smell his cologne beneath the smoke. "Your supply store must be worth even more. Family business, isn't it? How many generations?"

"Three." The word came out steady despite the fear crawling up her spine. "And we don't pay protection money to criminals."

"Criminals." Gary laughed, the sound bitter. "That's harsh, Ms. Murphy. We prefer to think of ourselves as community safety consultants. Vincent Turner runs a very professional operation."

Sirens wailed in the distance, growing louder. Gary glanced toward the sound, unconcerned.

"Think about it," he said, already backing toward the alley. "Five hundred a month is nothing compared to losing everything. Ask around—plenty of your neighbors have already made the smart choice." He paused, his expression hardening. "The ones who haven't? Well, you can see how that turns out."

He disappeared into the shadows, his men following like trained dogs.

Jenna's legs felt weak, but she forced herself to walk back to where the Hendersons stood watching their livelihood burn. Fire trucks rounded the corner, lights flashing, but she knew it was too late. The bakery was gone.

"How many others?" she asked quietly. "How many businesses are paying Turner's protection money?"

Sandra wiped tears from her face. "At least a dozen that we know of. Maybe more. Everyone's too scared to talk about it."

"The Martins' hardware store burned last month," Tom added, his voice thick. "Jackson's tackle shop the month before that. Anyone who refuses to pay, anyone who goes to the cops—they get a visit from Phillips and his crew."

"What about the police?" Jenna watched the firefighters unreel their hoses, their movements efficient but futile. "Sheriff Richardson—"

"Won't touch it." Tom shook his head. "Not enough evidence, he says. Phillips always has an alibi, and no one will testify. Can't blame them. You saw what just happened—Phillips basically admitted to arson right in front of us, and what can we do? Nothing."

The word settled over Jenna like ash. Nothing. They could do nothing while criminals systematically destroyed the businesses that made downtown more than just empty storefronts and tourist traps.

Her family had owned Murphy's Supply for three generations. Her grandfather had built it from nothing, her father had expanded it, and now it was hers. Every inch of inventory, every customer relationship, every hard-won contract with local contractors and homeowners—it all represented decades of work and trust.

And Gary Phillips thought he could burn it down if she didn't pay tribute.

Jenna's hands clenched into fists. She thought of the other store owners, the families who depended on downtown commerce to survive. Thought of Mrs. Chen's alterations shop, the Rivera’s restaurant, Bill Templeton's marine supply store. How many of them were paying? How many were living in fear?

"We need to organize," she said. "All of us. Together. If we all refuse to pay, if we all go to the authorities at once—"

"They'll burn us all out." Sandra's voice was flat with defeat. "Jenna, honey, I appreciate the fighting spirit, but you can't win against people like this. They're organized. They're ruthless. And they don't care who gets hurt."

The bakery's roof collapsed with a groan of tortured wood and a shower of sparks. Sandra flinched, burying her face against Tom's shoulder.

Jenna watched the flames climb higher, tasting ash and fury on her tongue. Maybe the Hendersons were right. Maybe fighting was pointless.

But the alternative was letting criminals like Vincent Turner and Gary Phillips own her community, own her store, own her.

She'd rather burn than bend.

Three nights later, Jenna was still thinking about the bakery when her store's back door rattled.

She looked up from the inventory spreadsheet, pulse jumping. Ten-fifteen PM, the street outside dark and quiet. She'd been working late, trying to finalize orders before tomorrow's delivery run, but now every shadow seemed threatening.

Probably just the wind. The building was old, the door frame warped. It rattled sometimes.

The sound came again. Deliberate. Rhythmic. Someone was picking the lock.

Jenna's breath caught. She grabbed her phone with shaking hands, pulling up 911, her thumb hovering over the call button.

The door swung open.

Gary Phillips stepped into her stockroom, flanked by four men this time. Two of them carried red gas cans, and Jenna's blood turned to ice.

"Working late, Ms. Murphy?" Gary's smile was all teeth. "Dangerous habit in this neighborhood."

"Get out." She hit the call button, raising the phone. "I'm calling the police right now."

One of Gary's men crossed the room in three strides and ripped the phone from her hand, smashing it against the concrete floor. Jenna stumbled backward, her hip hitting the inventory desk.

"Now, that's just rude." Gary moved deeper into the stockroom, his gaze sweeping over the shelves of supplies, the organized chaos of her family's business. "Pretty place you've got here. Be a shame if something happened to it."

"You're not scaring me into paying protection money." Jenna's voice shook, betraying the lie. "I'll go to the FBI. The state police. Someone will listen."

"Will they?" Gary picked up a can of spray paint, examining the label. "Before or after your store burns down with you in it?" He set the can down carefully. "See, Mr. Turner's getting impatient. Too many holdouts like you, making the rest of the business community nervous. We need to send a message."

The men with the gas cans moved toward her shelves, unscrewing the caps. The chemical smell filled the air, sharp and sickening.

"Stop!" Jenna lunged forward, but Gary caught her arm, his grip bruising.

"Where's your insurance paperwork?" His voice was conversational, like they were discussing the weather. "Turner wants to know which businesses are worth targeting. The ones with good policies, they're more valuable after they burn. You understand."

"I understand you're a psychopath." Jenna tried to yank free, but his fingers tightened.

"No, Ms. Murphy. I'm a businessman." He pulled her closer, his breath hot against her face. "And business is about leverage. So here's how this works—you give me your insurance information, tell me which other stores in this neighborhood have money, which ones have family savings accounts, and maybe, maybe I convince Mr. Turner to delay your fire for a few months. Give you time to reconsider that protection payment."

"Go to hell."

Gary's expression hardened. "Wrong answer."

He nodded to his men. They began splashing gasoline across her inventory—fifty-pound bags of concrete mix, cases of motor oil, stacks of lumber. Everything her customers needed, everything her family had worked for, soaking in accelerant.

"Last chance," Gary said. "Information, or we light it up right now. With you inside."

Jenna's mind raced. The fire alarm panel was on the far wall, but she'd never reach it. The front door was locked from the outside. No windows in the stockroom. No escape.

She was going to die here, breathing gasoline fumes while criminals burned her family's legacy.

Then glass exploded.

The front window shattered inward, and a man came through in a shower of glittering shards. Leather vest, dark jeans, boots built for kicking faces. He moved like violence in human form, a fire extinguisher in one hand and fury written across every inch of his scarred, handsome features.

He didn't hesitate. The fire extinguisher caught the first gasoline-soaked thug across the jaw with a sickening crunch. The man went down hard, blood spraying. The second thug raised a crowbar, but the biker was already moving, using the extinguisher as a battering ram into the man's gut before bringing it down on his skull.

Two seconds. Two men down.

Gary shoved Jenna away, reaching for something under his jacket. The biker was faster. He closed the distance in a heartbeat, one hand clamping around Gary's wrist before the weapon cleared leather. The other hand drove an elbow into Gary's nose with surgical precision.

Blood gushed. Gary howled, stumbling backward.

The last two thugs bolted for the back door, abandoning their boss and their unconscious friends. Smart move.

The biker let them go, his attention fixed on Gary, who was trying to stem the blood pouring from his ruined nose.

"You know who I am?" the biker asked. His voice was rough gravel, deadly calm. "You know what patch I wear?"

Gary's eyes widened, real fear replacing arrogance. "Savage Tide. Fuck. We didn't know—Mr. Turner didn't—"

"Shut up." The biker hauled Gary up by his shirt, getting in his face. "You threatened this woman. You were going to burn her store with her inside. That's not business. That's a death sentence."

"Please, man, I was just following orders—"

The biker's fist connected with Gary's jaw, a controlled strike that snapped his head back. Gary crumpled, unconscious before he hit the floor.

Silence settled over the stockroom, broken only by Jenna's ragged breathing and the chemical reek of spilled gasoline.

The biker turned to her, and Jenna got her first real look at him.

Late twenties, maybe thirty. Dark hair that needed cutting, falling across a face built from harsh angles and harder living. Gray eyes that assessed her with predatory focus, cataloging injuries, checking for threats. The leather vest over his black T-shirt bore patches—Savage Tide MC across the back, Prospect on the front.

A prospect. Not even a full member yet.

"You hurt?" His gaze traveled over her, professional and thorough.

"No." Jenna's voice came out steadier than she felt. "You?"

"Nothing that matters." He pulled out his phone, punching in a number. "Yeah, Punisher. It's Hawk. Need cleanup at Murphy's Supply downtown. Four bodies—two need an ambulance, one needs a cell, last one needs to learn some manners before we cut him loose." He paused. "Yeah, the protection racket. They tried to torch the place with the owner inside."

He listened for a moment, his expression unchanging. "Understood. Fifteen minutes." He ended the call and looked at Jenna. "Brotherhood's coming. We need to secure the building and get you somewhere safe."

"Safe?" The word felt foreign. "Where the hell is safe when criminals can just walk into my store and threaten to burn it down?"

"Savage Tide compound." He moved toward the spilled gasoline, grabbing more fire extinguishers from her stock. "These guys work for Vincent Turner. He runs protection rackets all over downtown. You've just moved to the top of his elimination list."

Jenna watched him methodically foam down the gasoline, his movements efficient and practiced. Like he'd done this before. Like violence and fire were just another Tuesday night.

"Who are you?" she asked.

"Name's Hawk." He finished with the extinguishers and turned back to her, those gray eyes pinning her in place. "And you just became my responsibility."

The certainty in his voice sent heat through her despite the circumstances. Or maybe because of them. This dangerous man with blood on his knuckles and a prospect patch on his vest had just saved her life.

And the way he was looking at her—protective, possessive, deadly serious—made something primal in her chest respond.

She was in so much trouble.

And not just from Vincent Turner.
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Hawk had been sitting in the Savage Tide clubhouse for exactly forty-three minutes when Punisher dropped the folder on the table in front of him.

"Downtown protection racket," the VP said, his voice carrying the weight of authority that came with full colors. "Systematic arson, extortion, intimidation. Local businesses paying tribute to avoid getting torched."

Hawk opened the folder, scanning the incident reports. Three fires in the past two months, all ruled accidental by the fire marshal despite obvious accelerant use. Dozens of businesses paying monthly protection fees. A pattern of violence that had the working families in Savage Tide territory living in fear.

His jaw tightened. This was exactly the kind of corporate-style exploitation that had destroyed his hometown's main street—predators crushing small businesses until nothing remained but empty storefronts and broken dreams.

"Who's running it?" he asked.

"Vincent Turner. Local arsonist with ambitions." Punisher leaned against the bar, arms crossed. "He's got a crew—Gary Phillips handles the street-level intimidation, Susan Reid coordinates the business intelligence. They've been operating for six months, and they're getting bolder."

Wrecker, the club president, moved into Hawk's line of sight. The man commanded respect just by breathing, his presence filling the room like a physical force.

"This is your prospect mission," Wrecker said. "Protect the business community. Eliminate the threat. Prove you understand what this patch means."

Hawk's hand went to his vest, fingers brushing the Prospect rocker. Every day for the past eight months, he'd worn these colors. Every day, he'd worked to earn the right to drop that bottom rocker and wear full Savage Tide patches.

"Understood, Prez."

"These aren't gangbangers or dealers," Punisher added. "This crew targets working families. The bakery that burned last week? Family of four lived upstairs. The tackle shop before that? Guy lost everything his grandfather built." His dark eyes pinned Hawk in place. "Brotherhood protects the people who can't protect themselves. That's what separates us from the criminals."

The words settled into Hawk's chest like an oath. He'd grown up watching big box stores strangle the life out of small businesses, watched his hometown die one closed shop at a time. His father's hardware store had lasted two years after the corporate competition moved in. Two years of watching customers disappear, inventory gather dust, hope fade from his old man's eyes.

Hawk had been seventeen when they'd locked the doors for the last time. Twenty-eight now, and the memory still burned.

"I won't let them destroy another community," he said.

Wrecker's expression didn't change, but something shifted in his posture. Approval, maybe. Or recognition of shared purpose.

"Turner's crew moves at night," the president continued. "They scout businesses during the day, hit them after dark. Phillips is the muscle—former military, knows his way around accelerants. Reid handles the financial side, figures out which businesses are worth targeting based on insurance and assets."

"And Turner?" Hawk asked.

"Stays in the shadows. Lets his people take the risks while he collects the money." Wrecker's lip curled with contempt. "Coward's approach, but effective. Hard to connect him directly to the fires."

Dagger, the Sergeant at Arms, spoke up from where he'd been listening near the door. "What's the play? Can't just walk up and put bullets in them. Sheriff Richardson tolerates us because we're careful about civilian exposure."

"Surveillance first," Punisher said. "Document their operations, identify their targets, intercept before they can strike. If we catch them in the act with evidence, Richardson will look the other way while we handle it permanently."

Hawk nodded, his mind already working through logistics. He'd spent five years in retail management before the MC, another three doing maintenance work wherever he could find it. Jack-of-all-trades work that taught him how businesses operated, how buildings were vulnerable, how communities functioned.

That knowledge would make him useful for more than just following orders.

"I'll need access to the business district," he said. "Talk to shop owners, understand the pattern. If I can figure out who they're targeting next—"

"Already ahead of you." Wrecker pulled a printed list from his cut. "These are the businesses that haven't paid protection money yet. Turner's likely planning hits on at least three of them this week."

Hawk scanned the names. Hardware store. Marine supply. Family-owned supply shop called Murphy's.

"Start tonight," Punisher said. "Check in every four hours. Any sign of Turner's crew, you call for backup before engaging. You're a prospect—that means you don't take unnecessary risks without the brotherhood behind you."

The words stung, but Hawk swallowed the reaction. Prospects didn't argue with direct orders from the VP. Prospects proved themselves through action, not complaints.

"Yes, sir."

"Good." Wrecker headed for the door, then paused. "Hawk? This matters. Not just to you, but to every working family in our territory. The brotherhood stands between predators and the people who can't fight back. You protect those businesses, you protect the foundation this community is built on."

The weight of that responsibility settled over Hawk's shoulders like armor.

"I won't let them down, Prez."

Wrecker left without another word. Punisher lingered, his expression thoughtful.

"You've got the skills for this," the VP said quietly. "Your background, your understanding of how small businesses operate—that's not just useful, it's essential. But don't let personal history cloud your judgment. This isn't about your father's store. It's about protecting what's ours."

Hawk met his gaze steadily. "I know the difference."

"Do you?" Punisher's tone wasn't challenging, just assessing. "Because when you're face-to-face with Phillips, and he's threatening some shop owner the same way corporate interests threatened your family, you need to stay tactical. Anger makes you sloppy. Sloppiness gets people killed."

"Understood."

Punisher studied him for another moment, then nodded. "Wrecker's giving you this mission because he thinks you're ready to earn your patch. Don't prove him wrong."

He left, and Hawk was alone with the folder and his thoughts.

Six months of systematic terror. Families living in fear, businesses paying tribute just to keep their doors open. The kind of organized exploitation that turned communities into hunting grounds for predators.

Not in Savage Tide territory. Not on his watch.

Hawk grabbed the list of vulnerable businesses and headed for his bike.

Three hours later, he was parked across from Murphy's Supply when the back door rattled.

He'd been checking the downtown businesses, looking for surveillance or signs of Turner's crew preparing for hits. The supply store was the third stop on his route, and something about the old brick building had made him pause.

Family business, according to the county records he'd pulled. Three generations of Murphys serving the local construction and maintenance community. The kind of operation that was essential infrastructure for working families—the place you went when you needed supplies for repairs, when big box stores didn't carry what you actually needed.

The kind of place Turner's crew would target just to prove they could.

Hawk had been watching for twenty minutes when he saw shadows moving in the alley behind the store. Four men, moving with purpose. Two carrying gas cans.

His hand went to his phone, thumb hovering over Punisher's contact. Protocol said call for backup before engaging.

But the men were already inside, and there were lights on in the stockroom. Someone was working late.

Someone was about to die in a fire.

Hawk shoved the phone back in his pocket and moved.

The front window took three kicks before the glass shattered. Not subtle, but speed mattered more than stealth when lives were on the line.

He went through in a shower of glass, fire extinguisher in hand, and took in the scene in a heartbeat. Four men, gasoline already splashed across inventory, a woman backed against a desk while Gary Phillips held her arm.

The woman was young, maybe mid-twenties, with dark hair pulled back and defiance written across every inch of her face. Even terrified, even outnumbered, she wasn't backing down.

Something primal stirred in Hawk's chest. Recognition, maybe. Or possession.

Mine.

The thought came unbidden, instinctive, absolute. This woman, this place, this moment—all of it fell under his protection, his territory, his responsibility.

Phillips didn't even see him coming.

Hawk used the fire extinguisher like a weapon, taking out the first thug with brutal efficiency. The second went down just as fast, and then he was on Phillips, breaking the bastard's grip on the woman and introducing his elbow to Phillips's nose.

Blood sprayed. Phillips howled. The last two thugs ran.

Smart.

Hawk let them go, his focus on Phillips, who was bleeding and swearing and trying to pull a weapon. Hawk's hand clamped around the man's wrist, stopping the draw cold.

"You know who I am?" His voice came out rough, dangerous. "You know what patch I wear?"

Phillips's eyes widened with recognition and fear. "Savage Tide. Fuck. We didn't know—"

"Shut up." Hawk hauled him up by his shirt, getting in his face. Everything in him wanted to keep hitting, keep breaking, keep punishing this piece of shit who'd threatened an innocent woman with burning alive.

But Punisher's words echoed in his head. Stay tactical. Don't let anger make you sloppy.

One more punch, controlled and precise, and Phillips crumpled unconscious.

Hawk turned to the woman, and their eyes met.

She was beautiful. Not magazine perfect, but real—strong features, intelligent eyes, backbone visible in every line of her posture. Even scared, even shaking, she stood tall.

"You hurt?" he asked, his voice rougher than intended.

"No." Her voice was steady despite everything. "You?"

"Nothing that matters." He pulled out his phone, making the call to Punisher while keeping his gaze on her. Making sure she was really okay, cataloging the way her pulse jumped at her throat, the slight tremor in her hands.

After the call, after securing the building and neutralizing the gasoline threat, he told her the truth she needed to hear.

"You just became my responsibility."

The words came out with more intensity than he'd intended. More claim than statement. But looking at her—this brave, stubborn woman who'd stood up to armed arsonists rather than give them what they wanted—Hawk couldn't bring himself to take it back.

She belonged to Savage Tide now. Under their protection.

Under his protection.

And that meant Vincent Turner had just made a very serious mistake.

Fifteen minutes later, the brotherhood rolled up in force.

Punisher came through the door first, his gaze sweeping the scene and landing on Hawk with unreadable intensity. Dagger followed, then Viper and Demon, the club's most lethal enforcers flanking their VP like armed shadows.

"Situation?" Punisher asked.

"Four hostiles. Two unconscious, need medical. Phillips needs a cell and a lesson in manners. Two runners, probably heading back to Turner to report." Hawk gestured at the foam-covered gasoline. "They were going to torch the place with the owner inside."

Punisher's expression went cold. He looked at the woman—Jenna, Hawk had learned from her business cards—and something shifted in his posture. The same recognition Hawk had felt, the brotherhood instinct to protect what belonged to them.

"Ma'am." Punisher's voice gentled slightly. "You're safe now. Savage Tide's got you."

Jenna's chin came up, that defiant spark still burning. "What's Savage Tide going to do about Vincent Turner? He's been terrorizing downtown for months. The police won't touch him, and now he's going to—"

"He's going to learn that this territory belongs to us," Punisher cut in. "And we protect what's ours. You included."

Demon and Viper were already hauling the unconscious thugs toward the door. Phillips groaned as they dragged him past, blood still streaming from his ruined nose.

"Should've paid the protection money," Demon said conversationally to Phillips's limp form. "Different kind of protection, of course. But cheaper than what you're gonna pay now."

Dark humor, the kind that made civilians uncomfortable. But Jenna didn't flinch. She watched the enforcers work with calculation in her eyes, like she was assessing whether the brotherhood was better or worse than Turner's crew.

Smart woman. Dangerous question.

"Hawk." Punisher's voice snapped his attention back. "You're staying with her. Protective detail until we figure out Turner's next move. He tries to eliminate a witness, you eliminate him and anyone with him. Understood?"

"Yes, sir." The words came automatically, but underneath, satisfaction burned. Stay with her. Keep her safe. Keep her close.

Make sure she understands exactly who she belongs to now.

"I have a say in this?" Jenna asked, that sharp edge back in her voice.

Punisher looked at her, respect flickering across his features. "You do. But here's the reality—Turner knows you saw Phillips threaten you. He knows you can identify his people, connect them to arson and extortion. That makes you a loose end. And Turner's not the type to leave loose ends breathing."

The color drained from Jenna's face, but she didn't look away. "So my choices are go with you, or die in a fire."

"Your choices are accept Savage Tide protection, or try to survive Turner's crew alone." Punisher's tone wasn't unkind, just blunt. "We're not the good guys, ma'am. But we're better than what's hunting you."

Jenna's gaze cut to Hawk, searching. Looking for reassurance, maybe, or honesty.

He gave her both. "I won't let anything happen to you."

The promise hung between them, weighted with meaning neither of them fully understood yet.

"Okay," Jenna said finally. "Okay. I'll go with you."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3


[image: ]


Jenna had exactly twelve minutes to grab essentials from her apartment before Hawk decided they were leaving.

"Make it fast," he said, positioning himself by her front door with his back to the wall and his hand near his waistband. "Turner's crew knows where you live. They could already be watching."

She wanted to argue, to point out that this was her life he was disrupting, her business that needed managing, her community that depended on her. But the memory of gasoline-soaked inventory and Gary Phillips's cold eyes kept her mouth shut.

For now.

Jenna grabbed a duffel bag and started throwing in clothes. Jeans, shirts, underwear—practical items for however long "protective custody" lasted. Her laptop went in next, along with her tablet and the backup hard drive that held all her business records.

"What's that?" Hawk asked, his gaze tracking her movements.

"My entire business operation." She zipped the bag closed. "Inventory systems, customer lists, supplier contacts, financial records. Everything I need to keep Murphy's Supply running even if I can't be in the actual store."

Something flickered across his face. Respect, maybe, or understanding.

"Smart," he said. "Most people would just grab clothes and run."

"I'm not most people." Jenna hefted the bag onto her shoulder. "And I'm not abandoning my business because some arsonist thinks he can scare me into paying tribute."

Hawk's expression hardened. "Turner doesn't think. He knows. And what happened tonight was just a warning. Next time, he'll burn the building with you
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