
MAGMA’S RETURN

LIBERTY CITY MC #11

LEXI KERSHAW

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 Lexi Kershaw
All rights reserved.
Cover photo by Freepik

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen - Epilogue

AUTHOR’S NOTE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


The rejection notice hit Morgan Price's screen like a slap.

Return rejected. SSN already used for filing.

She stared at the error message, her dark brown eyes narrowing as her fingers froze over the keyboard. Gloria Washington had been her client for three years—a home health aide who worked double shifts to support her diabetic mother and two teenagers. Gloria didn't file early. Gloria didn't file at all without Morgan sitting right beside her, walking through every line.

Someone had stolen Gloria's identity and filed a fraudulent return in her name.

Morgan's stomach dropped as she reached for her phone. The late afternoon sun slanted through the windows of Price Financial Services, casting long shadows across the modest office space she'd carved out of a West Philly storefront four years ago. Tax season meant twelve-hour days, coffee that had gone cold hours ago, and the particular satisfaction of watching working families get the refunds they deserved.

Not this. Never this.

"Gloria, it's Morgan." She kept her voice calm even as her pulse kicked up. "I need you to come by the office tomorrow morning. There's been a problem with your return."

The confusion in Gloria's voice made Morgan's chest tight. "Problem? But I ain't even filed yet. You said we'd do it together next week—"

"I know. That's the problem." Morgan pulled up Gloria's file, scanning the information she'd prepared. Everything looked normal. Everything looked right. "Someone filed using your Social Security number before we could. They stole your refund."

The silence on the other end of the line was worse than screaming.

Morgan spent twenty minutes walking Gloria through the next steps—IRS identity theft affidavit, police report, credit freezes. By the time she hung up, her coffee was ice cold and a sick feeling had settled in her gut.

One fraudulent filing was bad luck. A cruel coincidence.

But Morgan Price didn't believe in coincidence. Six years of corporate accounting had taught her that numbers told stories, and anomalies were never random. She'd spent those years hunting fraud for companies that didn't deserve her loyalty, learning to spot patterns that others missed. Now she used those skills to protect families like Gloria's—families like her grandmother's.

She pulled up her client database and started cross-referencing.

Brian Thompson. Rejection notice filed three days ago.

Denise Williams. Rejection notice filed last week.

The Ortega family. Filed and rejected.

James and Patricia Coleman. Same story.

By the time the streetlights flickered on outside her window, Morgan had identified five families—all working poor, all longtime clients, all victims of the same systematic theft. Someone had accessed their personal information. Someone had filed fraudulent returns. Someone had stolen refunds these families desperately needed.

And every single one of them had filed with Price Financial Services.

Morgan pushed back from her desk, her heart pounding against her ribs. This wasn't random identity theft. This wasn't some teenager buying Social Security numbers on the dark web. This was targeted. Someone had accessed her client information and systematically exploited the most vulnerable people in her practice.

People who couldn't afford lawyers. People who couldn't take time off work to fight the IRS. People the system was designed to ignore.

People exactly like her grandmother.

The memory hit Morgan like it always did—Grandma Rose sitting at her kitchen table in 1998, crying over a tax bill she couldn't understand from a preparer who'd charged her three hundred dollars to make errors that cost her two thousand more. The shady tax mills that had circled West Philly like vultures, picking clean the people who trusted them.

Morgan had built Price Financial Services as a promise. Honest accounting. Fair prices. Protection for families the system forgot.

Now someone was using her practice to destroy those same families.

She grabbed her phone again, this time dialing the IRS fraud hotline. The hold music was terrible—some synthesized approximation of jazz that made her teeth ache—but she waited. Forty-three minutes of waiting while the sky outside turned purple and the El train rumbled past, shaking her windows.

When she finally got a human, she reported everything. The pattern. The timing. The targeting of low-income clients. The agent on the other end sounded bored, typing slowly, asking her to repeat information she'd already given twice.

"We'll open an investigation," he said finally. "These things take time. Six to twelve months for resolution."

Six to twelve months. Gloria Washington couldn't wait six months for her refund. The Colemans needed that money to keep their heat on.

Morgan hung up and immediately called the Philadelphia Police Department. The officer who took her report was slightly more engaged but equally unhelpful.

"Identity theft's a federal crime, ma'am. We can take a report, but there's not much we can do locally. You'll want to work with the IRS on this one."

She was still gripping her phone, jaw tight with frustration, when she finally locked up the office at nine PM. The March air bit at her cheeks as she climbed the narrow stairs to her apartment above the storefront—two rooms and a kitchen she'd made cozy through sheer force of will.

Sleep didn't come easy. Morgan lay in bed staring at the ceiling, running numbers in her head, trying to figure out how someone had accessed her client data. Her systems were secure. Her files were encrypted. She'd spent good money on cybersecurity because she knew—knew—that safeguarding financial information meant safeguarding lives.

But someone had gotten in anyway.

And five families were paying the price.



The next morning, Morgan arrived at Price Financial Services at seven AM, coffee in hand, ready to start rebuilding.

The front door was already open.

She stopped on the sidewalk, her breath catching. The door hung crooked on its hinges, the lock shattered. Glass from the small window glittered across the threshold like scattered diamonds.

Morgan's pulse lurched into her throat. She should call the police. She should run.

Instead, she pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The destruction was systematic. Her filing cabinets had been overturned, folders scattered across the floor like fallen leaves. Her computer monitor was shattered, the tower missing entirely. The backup drive she kept in the locked drawer—gone. Four years of client records, tax documents, financial histories—destroyed or stolen.

But the worst part was the wall.

Someone had spray-painted three words across the exposed brick she'd always loved, the warm red tones that reminded her of her grandmother's kitchen:

STOP ASKING QUESTIONS

Morgan's knees went weak. She grabbed the edge of her desk—the desk was overturned too, she realized distantly, papers everywhere—and forced herself to breathe.

This wasn't random burglary. Nothing was stolen except her files and her computer. Her petty cash box sat untouched on the floor, bills still visible through the cracked plastic lid. The small TV she kept for clients' kids to watch while their parents filed—still there, still intact.

They hadn't wanted money. They'd wanted to destroy her records and send a message.

Stop asking questions.

The IRS. She'd called the IRS and reported the pattern. She'd called the police. And within hours, someone had broken into her office, destroyed her files, and left a threat painted across her wall.

This wasn't just identity theft. This was organized. This was professional.

And whoever was behind it had just declared war on Price Financial Services.

Morgan's hands were shaking as she pulled out her phone. She should call the cops again. She should call—who? The FBI? Was this big enough for the FBI? Her mind raced through options, through possibilities, through the cold realization that she was a solo accountant in West Philly and she'd just stumbled onto something much bigger than she could handle.

But under the fear, under the shock, something else was building.

Rage.

These weren't just numbers on a screen. These were her clients. Gloria Washington, who brought Morgan homemade pound cake every April. Brian Thompson, who'd cried when she'd found the deductions that doubled his refund. The Colemans, who'd trusted her with their finances when every other service in the neighborhood had failed them.

Whoever was behind this had stolen from her community. Had threatened her practice. Had tried to intimidate her into silence.

They didn't know Morgan Price.

She took a photo of the wall. Took photos of the destruction. Documented everything with the precise, methodical care of an accountant who knew evidence mattered. Then she called the police again, gave another report, and waited while they sent a unit that arrived forty minutes later and seemed unimpressed by the carnage.

"Probably just junkies looking for electronics," the officer said, barely glancing at the threatening message. "You should get better locks."

Morgan didn't bother arguing. She knew what this was. And she knew the police weren't going to help.

After they left, she stood in the ruins of her office, staring at the words on her wall.

Stop asking questions.

She thought about Gloria. About her grandmother. About every family in West Philly who trusted her to guard their finances from the vultures who circled working neighborhoods looking for easy prey.

Morgan pulled out her phone and started making calls. Not to the police. Not to the IRS.

To her clients. Every single one of them. She was going to document every fraudulent filing, every stolen refund, every pattern she could find. She was going to build a case so airtight that someone would have to listen.

And she was going to find out who was behind this.

Because Morgan Price had built this practice as a promise.

And she wasn't about to break it now.
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Chapter Two
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The door to Price Financial Services hung wrong on its hinges, and Magma's entire body went cold.

He'd been coming to Morgan Price for quarterly tax consultations since he'd gotten back to Philly two years ago. She was the only accountant in West Philly who'd looked at his employment gaps—five years of bouncing around Southern cities, cash jobs and security work that didn't leave clean paper trails—and hadn't asked questions he couldn't answer. Just nodded, found the deductions, and treated him like any other client trying to get straight with the IRS.

Now her office looked like a war zone.

Magma killed his bike's engine and swung off, his boots crunching on broken glass as he approached the shattered entrance. The late afternoon sun caught the destruction inside—overturned furniture, scattered papers, a computer monitor in pieces on the floor.

And Morgan Price on her knees in the middle of it all, sorting through files like she could put her life back together through sheer stubbornness.

Something shifted in his chest. Something he hadn't felt in a long time.

"What the hell happened here?"

She looked up, and for a second he saw it—the fear underneath the determination. Dark brown eyes red-rimmed from stress, natural hair escaping from what had probably been a neat twist-out this morning, professional blazer streaked with dust from crawling through the wreckage.

Then her spine straightened and that vulnerability disappeared behind a wall of composure.

"Break-in last night." Her voice was steady. Too steady. "Someone didn't like the questions I was asking."

Magma stepped through the doorway, glass grinding under his boots. His eyes swept the space automatically—point of entry, damage pattern, what was taken versus what was left. The petty cash box sat untouched on the floor. The small TV in the corner was still intact.

But the computer tower was gone. The filing cabinets were gutted.

And across the exposed brick wall, someone had sprayed three words that made his blood pressure spike:

STOP ASKING QUESTIONS

"This wasn't junkies." The words came out harder than he intended. "This was a message."

Morgan's laugh was bitter. "Yeah, the cops said it was probably addicts looking for electronics. Suggested I get better locks." She gestured at the wall. "Apparently threatening graffiti is just local color."

Magma crossed the room in three strides, stopping close enough to see the exhaustion she was trying to hide. Close enough to smell coffee and jasmine underneath the dust. "What questions?"

She hesitated. He watched her weigh how much to tell him—this biker client she barely knew, showing up in the aftermath of her worst day.

"Five of my clients had their identities stolen," she said finally. "Someone filed fraudulent tax returns in their names, stole their refunds. All working families who can't afford to fight the IRS." Her jaw tightened. "I reported it yesterday. Called the fraud hotline, filed a police report. And this morning I found—" She gestured at the destruction around them.

"You reported it and twelve hours later someone broke in to shut you up."

"That's the timeline."

Magma's hands curled into fists at his sides. He knew this pattern. Five years working security in Atlanta, bouncing at clubs and protecting people who attracted the wrong kind of attention—he'd learned to recognize professional intimidation. This wasn't some amateur identity thief covering their tracks. This was organized. Calculated.

And they'd targeted a woman whose only crime was protecting her clients.

"Who else knows you reported it?"

"Just the IRS agent and the police officer I talked to." Morgan pushed to her feet, brushing dust off her slacks. "And now you, apparently."

She was tall—five-eight at least—and she met his eyes without flinching. Most people looked away from Magma. The bullet scar on his neck, the Liberty City patch on his cut, the way he carried himself after years of watching for threats—it made civilians nervous.

Morgan Price just looked tired. And angry. And absolutely unwilling to back down.

Damn.

"You got somewhere else to stay?" he asked. "Whoever did this knows where you work. Probably knows where you live too."

"I live upstairs."

"Then you're not staying here tonight."

Her eyebrows shot up. "Excuse me?"

"You heard me." Magma held her gaze, letting her see he wasn't asking. "These people destroyed your office and threatened you within hours of you making noise. That's not amateur hour. That's someone with resources and reach, and they've already decided you're a
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