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Dr. Karla Myers stared at the inventory report in her hands, the numbers swimming before her exhausted eyes. Three months of missing OxyContin. Two months of vanished Fentanyl patches. And somehow, not a single theft report had made it past hospital administration.

"This is impossible," she muttered, cross-referencing the pharmacy logs against patient discharge records. The math didn't lie—massive quantities of prescription opioids were disappearing from Miami General's emergency room, and someone was making sure no one noticed.

The break room door slammed open, making her jump. Nurse Supervisor Linda Valenti stood in the doorway, her thin face pinched with irritation.

"Dr. Myers, you're needed in Bay 3. Motor vehicle accident coming in hot."

Karla gathered the papers quickly. "Linda, we need to talk about these pharmacy discrepancies—"

"Later." Linda's voice cut like ice. "Lives to save, remember?"

The next six hours blurred together in the familiar chaos of trauma medicine. Karla sutured, stabilized, and saved lives while the inventory numbers haunted her thoughts. By the time her shift ended at midnight, she'd made a decision that would change everything.

She headed to her locker to grab her purse, then froze. The metal door hung open, and inside, scattered among her personal belongings, were dozens of prescription pads. Her prescription pads, with her DEA number and signature stamp.

"What the hell?"

"Dr. Myers?" Chief of Staff Robert Simmons appeared beside her locker, his expression coldly professional. "We need to discuss some concerning reports about your prescribing practices."

Karla's blood turned to ice. The prescription pads in her locker weren't hers—she kept those locked in her office. Someone had planted them here, complete with forged signatures for massive opioid prescriptions.

"This is a setup," she said, her voice steady despite the panic clawing at her chest. "Someone's stealing drugs and framing me for it."

Simmons's smile never reached his eyes. "That's a serious accusation, Doctor. I suggest you think carefully before making wild claims about hospital staff."

The threat in his voice was unmistakable. Karla stared at the man she'd respected for three years, seeing him clearly for the first time. His expensive watch, his designer shoes, the subtle arrogance that came from untouchable power.

"You're in on it," she breathed.

"Disciplinary review is Monday morning," Simmons said, ignoring her accusation. "I'd advise you to use the weekend to consider your options."

He walked away, leaving Karla alone with the planted evidence and the sickening realization that the corruption reached the very top of Miami General's administration.

Her hands shook as she stuffed the prescription pads into her purse. She needed proof. Real evidence that would expose the entire network before they destroyed her career and possibly her life.

The parking garage felt different as she walked to her Honda Civic. Too quiet. Too many shadows between the concrete pillars. Her keys were in her hand when she heard the footsteps—heavy boots echoing off the walls.

"Dr. Karla Myers?" The voice came from behind her.

She spun around to find three men approaching, their faces hard and predatory. The one in front wore a gold chain thick enough to strangle someone, his arms covered in prison tattoos.

"You've been asking the wrong questions, Doc."

Karla's training kicked in. She'd worked trauma medicine long enough to recognize violence before it erupted. These weren't hospital staff or administrators—they were street dealers, and they were here to make sure she stopped investigating the drug theft.

"I don't know what you're talking about," she said, edging toward her car.

Gold Chain laughed, a sound like breaking glass. "Sure you don't. That's why you've been digging through pharmacy records and bothering our friends upstairs."

The other two men spread out, flanking her against the concrete pillar. She was trapped, and they knew it.

"Here's how this works," Gold Chain continued, pulling a knife from his jacket. "You forget everything you think you know about missing medication. You take whatever bullshit disciplinary action they give you and keep your mouth shut. Or things get real unfortunate for you and that pretty partner of yours, Dr. Peterson."

The threat to Odette made Karla's vision go red. "Touch her and I'll—"

"You'll what?" The knife caught the fluorescent light as he stepped closer. "You're a doctor, sweetheart. We're professionals."

The sound of motorcycle engines roaring to life in the distance made all four of them freeze. The rumble grew louder, echoing through the parking garage like thunder.

Gold Chain cursed under his breath. "Make this quick."

He lunged forward with the knife, but Karla was already moving, her trauma training guiding her away from the blade. She screamed as loud as she could, the sound echoing off the concrete walls.

The motorcycle engines were suddenly deafening, and three Harley-Davidsons came roaring around the corner at impossible speed. The lead rider wore all black leather, his face hidden behind a dark helmet, but even from a distance, Karla could feel the lethal intent radiating from him.

Gold Chain and his men scattered, but the lead motorcycle was already between them and their escape route. The rider dismounted in one fluid motion, and Karla caught her first glimpse of Jake "Panther" Sullivan.

He was massive—six-foot-three of pure muscle wrapped in black leather and attitude. His dark hair was military-short, and his green eyes held the kind of cold fury that made smart people run away. The patch on his jacket read "Gator Kings MC - Enforcer," and Karla had never been so grateful to see dangerous men in her entire life.

"Problem here, gentlemen?" Panther's voice carried the kind of quiet menace that made the temperature drop ten degrees.

Gold Chain was stupid enough to raise his knife. "This ain't your business, biker."

Panther's laugh was darker than the parking garage shadows. "Doc's in my territory. That makes it my business."

What happened next was over in seconds. Panther moved with lethal precision, disarming Gold Chain and putting him on the ground before the other dealers could blink. The two other motorcycles roared closer, their riders dismounting to handle the remaining threats.

"You hurt her?" Panther asked Gold Chain, his boot pressed against the man's throat.

"N-no, we didn't touch her."

"Good." Panther applied more pressure. "Because if you had, you'd be dying instead of just learning."

He leaned down, his voice dropping to a whisper that somehow carried to where Karla stood frozen against the concrete pillar. "This territory is protected. The hospital is protected. She is protected. Spread the word to whoever sent you—the Gator Kings don't negotiate with people who threaten medical professionals."

Gold Chain nodded frantically, and Panther stepped back, allowing the three dealers to scramble toward the exit. They didn't look back.

The sudden silence was deafening after the roar of engines and violence. Karla's legs finally gave out, and she slumped against the pillar, her hands shaking as the adrenaline crash hit her.

Panther was beside her in two quick strides, his massive frame blocking out the harsh fluorescent lights. Up close, she could see the concern in his green eyes, though his expression remained carefully controlled.

"You hurt?" His voice was gentler now, but she could still hear the steel underneath.

"No." Her voice came out as a croak, and she cleared her throat. "No, they didn't have time to—thank you."

"Jake Sullivan," he said, offering her his hand. "But everyone calls me Panther."

"Karla Myers." His hand was warm and callused, and she found herself not wanting to let go. "How did you know to come here?"

"We keep an eye on things in our territory. Word was already spreading about someone targeting medical staff over drug theft investigations." His green eyes studied her face with an intensity that made her breath catch. "Looks like you found something they don't want found."

The reality of her situation crashed over her like a wave. The planted evidence, Simmons's threats, and now street dealers with knives. She was in deeper than she'd realized, and the corruption reached further than just hospital administration.

"They're going to destroy me," she whispered. "My career, my life, everything."

"No." The certainty in Panther's voice made her look up at him. "They're not."

"You don't understand. The chief of staff is involved. They've planted evidence in my locker. I'm supposed to be in disciplinary review Monday morning, and I don't have proof of anything."

Panther's expression darkened. "What kind of proof do you need?"

"Pharmacy records. Patient files. Something that shows the systematic theft and proves I'm not the one stealing drugs." She laughed bitterly. "But they control all of that. I'm one doctor against an entire corrupt system."

"Doc." Panther's voice made her focus on his face. "You're not alone anymore."

The way he said it—with absolute conviction and something that felt suspiciously like possessive protectiveness—sent heat spiraling through her chest. This dangerous man with his motorcycle and his club patch was offering to help her fight corruption that reached the highest levels of her hospital.

"Why?" she asked. "You don't even know me."

"Because what they're doing is wrong." His green eyes held hers. "And because you were brave enough to stand up to it, even knowing what it would cost you."

The rumble of approaching engines made them both look up. More motorcycles were entering the parking garage—at least six riders in matching Gator Kings patches. They formed a protective circle around Panther and Karla, their presence both intimidating and oddly reassuring.

"My brothers," Panther explained, his hand still warm on her arm. "We take care of our own, and we protect what matters in our territory."

"I'm not yours to protect," Karla said, though her voice lacked conviction.

Panther's smile was sharp and predatory. "Maybe not yet, Doc. But those dealers just made it personal, and I don't leave unfinished business."

He pulled off his leather jacket and draped it around her shoulders. It was warm from his body heat and smelled like leather, motorcycle exhaust, and something indefinably masculine that made her want to bury her face in the collar.

"Come on," he said, guiding her toward the motorcycles. "Time to get you somewhere safe while we figure out exactly who needs to answer for threatening you."

Karla looked back at her Honda Civic, then at the dangerous men surrounding her with their motorcycles and their patches. Everything she'd built—her medical practice, her reputation, her careful, controlled life—was falling apart.

But as Panther's strong arm guided her toward his Harley, she realized she wasn't afraid. For the first time since finding those inventory discrepancies, she felt like she had allies in this fight.

Dangerous allies with motorcycles and attitudes, but allies nonetheless.

"Hold on tight, Doc," Panther said as he helped her onto the back of his bike. "This is going to be a hell of a ride."
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The Gator Kings compound appeared through the darkness like something out of a fever dream. Jake "Panther" Sullivan guided his Harley through the main gate, and Dr. Karla Myers tightened her grip around his waist as she took in the sprawling collection of buildings hidden deep in the Florida Everglades.

The main clubhouse sat at the center of the compound, a massive structure that looked like it had been built to withstand a siege. Warm light spilled from the windows, and she could hear the rumble of male voices and laughter from inside. Individual cabins dotted the property, each one clearly designed for privacy and security. The whole place radiated the kind of controlled power that made her pulse quicken.

"Welcome to Gator Kings territory," Panther said as he cut the engine. The sudden silence felt intimate after the roar of motorcycles that had surrounded them for the entire ride.

Karla slid off the bike, her legs unsteady after the adrenaline crash and the vibration of the powerful machine between her thighs. Panther's leather jacket still hung around her shoulders, and she pulled it closer, breathing in the scent of leather and the man who owned it.

"This is where you live?" she asked, looking around at the compound that felt like a fortress.

"This is home." Panther's voice carried a note of pride as he dismounted. "The brotherhood built this place to be completely self-sufficient. We take care of our own here."

The other riders were pulling up now, their engines creating a symphony of controlled power. Karla recognized the formation they'd maintained around Panther's bike during the ride—a protective convoy that had made her feel safer than she had in months.

"Panther!" A voice called from the clubhouse steps. "Everything good?"

The man approaching was built like a brick wall, with graying temples and the kind of authority that came naturally. His patch read "President," and even in the dim light, Karla could see the intelligence in his dark eyes.

"Swamp," Panther said, his hand finding the small of Karla's back. "This is Dr. Karla Myers. The one they tried to eliminate tonight."

President Swamp Castellanos studied her with the intensity of a man who'd learned to read people quickly and accurately. "Doc. Heard you've been stirring up trouble over at Miami General."

"I've been trying to stop systematic drug theft," Karla said, lifting her chin. She wasn't going to apologize for doing what was right, even to the president of a motorcycle club.

Swamp's mouth quirked into what might have been approval. "That's the kind of trouble we respect around here."

More men emerged from the clubhouse, and Karla found herself the center of attention for some of the most intimidating individuals she'd ever encountered. They moved with the fluid coordination of a pack, but there was nothing mindless about their assessment of her.

"Brothers," Panther said, his voice carrying easily across the group. "Dr. Myers discovered prescription drug theft at Miami General. Hospital administration is corrupt, street dealers are involved, and they just tried to eliminate her tonight."

A man with "Vice President" on his patch stepped forward. His weathered face and sharp eyes suggested someone who'd seen plenty of violence and wasn't impressed by much.

"Gator Lowe," he introduced himself. "How extensive is this theft operation?"

Karla was surprised by the directness of the question and the obvious intelligence behind it. These weren't just muscle—they were strategists.

"Massive," she said. "Months of missing OxyContin, Fentanyl patches, high-grade painkillers. Enough to supply a significant street operation."

"And hospital administration knows?" This from a man whose patch read "Treasurer."

"The chief of staff is coordinating it," Karla confirmed. "They planted prescription pads in my locker tonight to frame me for illegal prescribing. I'm supposed to be in disciplinary review Monday morning."

The men exchanged glances that spoke volumes. Panther's hand pressed more firmly against her back, a gesture that felt both protective and possessive.

"Cypress Torres," the treasurer introduced himself. "I handle the financial side of club operations. What you're describing is major money—hundreds of thousands of dollars in street value."

"That's why they're willing to eliminate a doctor to protect it," Panther said, his voice hard. "No one threatens medical professionals in our territory."

"Our territory?" Karla looked up at him, something warm and complicated stirring in her chest at the possessive way he'd said it.

"South Florida highways, Everglades back roads, and everything that matters to the people who live here," Swamp explained. "That includes legitimate medical care."

The clubhouse door opened again, and a woman emerged—heavily pregnant and radiating the kind of confidence that came from being completely secure in her place. She wore no patch, but the way the men automatically made space for her told Karla everything about her status.

"Isabella," Swamp said, his entire demeanor softening. "This is Dr. Karla Myers."

"The doctor who's been investigating the drug theft," Isabella said, studying Karla with intelligent eyes. "I'm Dr. Isabella Cruz. I run the medical operations here."

Karla blinked in surprise. "You're a doctor?"

"Emergency medicine, like you. Though these days I'm more focused on compound medical needs and conservation work." Isabella's smile was warm but assessing. "Panther says you're being targeted for exposing corruption."

"They planted evidence to frame me," Karla confirmed. "And tonight they sent dealers with knives to convince me to stop investigating."

Isabella's expression hardened. "Hospital corruption that threatens legitimate medical care is exactly the kind of institutional abuse we formed this club to fight."

"Formed to fight?" Karla looked around at the assembled men, confusion clear in her voice.

"Most of us are former park rangers, wildlife officers, law enforcement," Panther explained. "We went outlaw when we realized the system wouldn't protect our communities from corporate predators and institutional corruption."

The explanation hit Karla like a revelation. These weren't just criminals playing at being rebels—they were professionals who'd made a conscious choice to operate outside a system they'd seen fail the people
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