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The screaming started at 2:47 AM.

Maya Santos froze mid-step in the Bellagio's employee parking garage, her sneakers silent on the concrete as three women's voices shattered the desert night. Not the drunk tourist kind of screaming—the kind that made her combat medic training kick into overdrive, every nerve ending firing danger signals.

She should have kept walking. Should have minded her own damn business like every other Vegas service worker who wanted to keep their job and their kneecaps intact. But those screams weren't coming from some lover's quarrel or casino drama.

They were coming from the service entrance where girls went missing.

Maya pressed herself against a concrete pillar, heart hammering as she peered around the corner. Three men in LVPD uniforms stood beside an unmarked van, wrestling with Destiny, Coral, and Jasmine—dancers from the casino's premium entertainment lounge. The girls fought like wildcats, but zip ties and tasers made resistance useless.

"Stop fighting, bitches," Detective Goldberg snarled, shoving Destiny headfirst into the van. "You're going somewhere that pays a hell of a lot better than dancing."

Maya's blood turned to ice water. She knew Goldberg—the cop who'd investigated two missing dancers last month and declared them runaways. The same detective who'd assured management that Vegas girls just "moved on" when they disappeared without collecting their final paychecks.

"Please," Coral sobbed, mascara streaming down her cheeks. "I have a little girl—"

"Had," Goldberg corrected, slamming the van door. "Past tense, sweetheart."

The casual cruelty in his voice made Maya's stomach revolt. She fumbled for her phone, hands shaking as she started recording. The video quality sucked in the dim garage lighting, but she could make out Goldberg's face, his badge number, the van's license plate.

Evidence. Finally, someone would have to listen.

A hand clamped over her mouth before she could scream.

"Well, well," a voice whispered against her ear. "Looks like we got ourselves a witness."

Maya bit down hard, tasting blood as her attacker cursed and loosened his grip. She spun around, combat training taking over as she drove her knee toward his groin. The uniformed cop—young, maybe twenty-five, with dead eyes that belonged on a forty-year-old predator—caught her leg and twisted.

Pain shot up her thigh, but Maya used the momentum to slam her elbow into his solar plexus. He doubled over, gasping, and she ran like hell toward the parking garage exit.

"Witnesses!" the cop shouted. "We got a fucking witness!"

Car doors slammed. Engines roared to life. Maya's sneakers slapped against concrete as she sprinted toward the street, lungs burning in the dry Vegas air. Behind her, the van and two patrol cars gave chase, their headlights cutting through the darkness like searchlights hunting prey.

She reached Las Vegas Boulevard and dove into the crowd of tourists stumbling between casinos. The police cars couldn't follow her into the pedestrian chaos, but they'd circle back. They'd find her.

Maya ducked into the first open business she found—a 24-hour diner that smelled like grease and desperation. Her reflection in the window showed wild hair, torn uniform, and eyes that had seen too much. She looked exactly like what she was: a woman who'd just signed her own death warrant.

The phone in her pocket buzzed with a text from an unknown number: We know who you are, Maya Santos. Keep your mouth shut if you want to keep breathing.

Her hands trembled as she typed back: Go to hell.

The response came immediately: You first.

Maya stared at the phone screen, her mind racing through possibilities. Three women were gone—sold, tortured, or worse—while cops who'd sworn to protect them counted blood money. She had video evidence, but who the hell could she trust? Goldberg had access to the entire LVPD database. He knew where she lived, where her sister went to school, where she banked.

But those girls were somebody's daughters. Somebody's sisters.

Maya Santos had enlisted at eighteen to serve something bigger than herself. She'd patched up soldiers under enemy fire in Afghanistan because letting people die wasn't an option. Some things were worth bleeding for.

Even if it meant bleeding alone.

She pulled up the LVPD website and found the internal affairs hotline. Her finger hovered over the call button for exactly three seconds before she pressed it.

"Internal Affairs, Officer Romero speaking."

"I need to report police corruption," Maya said, her voice steady despite the fear clawing at her chest. "Officers involved in human trafficking. I have video evidence."

A pause. "Can you hold please?"

Elevator music filled the line. Maya stared out the diner window at the neon chaos of the Strip, where tourists gambled away their rent money while predators in badges hunted women like livestock. Vegas—the city where everybody had an angle and nothing was ever what it seemed.

"Ma'am?" Officer Romero came back on the line. "I'm going to transfer you to Detective Austin. He handles trafficking cases."

Maya's blood froze. Detective Frankie Austin—Goldberg's partner. The man who'd interviewed her when Destiny first went missing, who'd dismissed her concerns with condescending smiles and suggestions that dancers were "transient by nature."

The phone clicked. "This is Austin. I understand you have information about trafficking?"

His voice was smooth, professional, concerned. Perfect cop voice for a perfect predator.

"Never mind," Maya whispered. "Wrong number."

She hung up and stared at her phone, the reality hitting her like a sledgehammer to the chest. This wasn't just Goldberg. This was a network. A system. The very people she'd called for help were the ones selling women like cattle.

Maya Santos was completely, utterly alone.

And somewhere in this neon-soaked hellscape, three women were praying for rescue that wasn't coming.

Not from the law.

But maybe—just maybe—from someone willing to break it.
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The intel came through at three in the morning, crackling over the encrypted radio like a death sentence.

Derek "Deuce" Mitchell pushed back from his surveillance monitors, the blue glow of a dozen screens casting shadows across the Sin City MC's tech center. Five years of Marine Intelligence had taught him to read between the lines of intercepted communications, and what he was hearing made his blood run cold.

"Jackpot," he called across the clubhouse. "You need to hear this."

Jake Coleman looked up from the bottle of whiskey he'd been nursing at the bar. The club president moved like a predator even when half-drunk—controlled, purposeful, deadly. "What've you got?"

Deuce replayed the police scanner traffic he'd been monitoring. Three voices, all with LVPD call signs, discussing a "package pickup" and "transport to the warehouse." Clinical language that meant human cargo to anyone who'd worked intelligence long enough.

"Destiny Flores, Coral Williams, Jasmine Lee," Deuce read from his notes. "All dancers from the Bellagio's premium lounge. All reported missing within the last four hours."

Jackpot's expression went from tired to lethal in the span of a heartbeat. "Our girls?"

"Under our protection," Deuce confirmed. The club didn't run prostitution, but they maintained informal relationships with several casinos—protection services that kept dancers and cocktail waitresses safe from the worst predators Vegas had to offer. These women weren't property, but they were under Sin City MC's unofficial umbrella. That made their disappearance a direct challenge to club authority.

The sound of motorcycle engines filled the garage as the rest of the brotherhood rolled in from their late-night runs. Blackjack Montenegro killed his Harley's engine and strode through the door, still wearing his riding leathers. The VP's dark eyes swept the room, reading the tension immediately.

"What's the emergency?" Blackjack's voice carried the calm authority that had made him a Force Recon sniper—patient, precise, absolutely reliable under pressure.

"Someone's hunting our dancers," Jackpot growled, pouring himself another whiskey. "Three girls vanished from the Bellagio tonight."

Roller Walker appeared in the doorway, his massive frame filling the entrance. The Sergeant at Arms had been dealing with a problem at one of their custom car clients, his knuckles still bearing fresh cuts from whatever conversation he'd had. "Cops involved?"

"That's the interesting part." Deuce pulled up another screen showing traffic camera footage from the Bellagio's employee garage. The image quality was shit, but enhancement software revealed enough detail to make him sick. "LVPD patrol cars on scene. Unmarked van. Professional operation."

The brotherhood gathered around his monitors, their faces illuminating in the blue glow. Lucky Hayes leaned against the wall, his pale eyes studying the footage with the intensity that had kept him alive through seven IED explosions. Joker Bradley cracked his knuckles, the medic's usual humor replaced by cold fury.

"Trafficking ring with police protection," Blackjack observed. "Local or federal?"

"Local so far," Deuce replied, pulling up personnel files he'd hacked from LVPD databases. "Detective Ray Goldberg, badge number 4847. Detective Frankie Austin, badge number 3291. Both assigned to Vice, both with clean service records that look too fucking clean."

Jackpot studied the photos of the two cops. "How long has this been running?"

"At least six months based on missing persons reports." Deuce's fingers flew across the keyboard, cross-referencing data. "Twelve dancers and cocktail waitresses vanished from Strip casinos. All reported as runaways or job abandonment. No serious investigations."

The room fell silent except for the hum of electronic equipment. Every brother understood the implications. Someone was hunting women under their protection, using police resources to cover the operation. In the MC world, that kind of disrespect demanded violent correction.

"Intel assessment?" Jackpot asked.

Deuce switched to a tactical overview map of Las Vegas, marking locations where girls had disappeared. The pattern was clear—systematic, organized, professional. "Military-style operation. They're not grabbing random victims. These are targeted acquisitions of specific women from high-end venues. Someone's shopping for premium merchandise."

"Buyers?"

"Unknown. Could be local high rollers, could be international trafficking. My contacts in cyber crimes are hearing chatter about a new supply chain moving through Vegas, but nothing concrete."

Roller cracked his knuckles again. "How do we find our girls?"

"We don't," Deuce said quietly. "Not alive. This kind of operation moves fast. The girls are either already transported out of state or they're dead."

The temperature in the room dropped twenty degrees. Jackpot's hand tightened on his whiskey glass until Deuce thought it might shatter.

"But," Deuce continued, "we can make sure it doesn't happen again. And we can make the people responsible pay for what they've done."

"Options?" Blackjack's sniper training kept his voice steady, but murder flickered behind his dark eyes.

Deuce pulled up surveillance footage from three different casinos. "The operation is ongoing. They're hunting new targets every week. We identify the next victims before they're taken, we follow the chain up to whoever's running this network."

"Bait and switch," Lucky murmured. "Let them think they've got fresh meat, track them back to their base."

"Dangerous," Joker pointed out. "We'd be using innocent women as bait."

"We'd be protecting innocent women," Jackpot corrected. "Same way we always have, just with bigger stakes."

Deuce nodded toward his screens. "I can monitor police communications, track their surveillance patterns, identify likely targets. But we'll need someone on the inside—someone who works the casinos, knows the girls, can pass intelligence without raising suspicion."

"Club girls?" Roller suggested.

"Too obvious. They know we protect dancers and cocktail waitresses. They'll be watching for MC connections." Deuce pulled up employment records from six different casinos. "We need someone clean. Someone with access but no apparent ties to us."

His fingers stilled on the keyboard as a new piece of intel came through the police scanner. Emergency dispatch, code for officer assistance requested. Location: 24-hour diner on Las Vegas Boulevard.

"Shit," he muttered, enhancing the audio. "We might have a witness problem."

The brotherhood listened as Detective Austin's voice crackled through the radio, calm and professional as he reported a "potential witness to ongoing investigation" who'd made contact with Internal Affairs.

"Someone saw something tonight," Deuce translated. "And they were smart enough to try reporting it through proper channels."

"How smart?" Blackjack asked.

"Smart enough to hang up when they realized Internal Affairs was compromised." Deuce was already pulling traffic camera footage, tracing the call location. "Stupid enough to make the call in the first place."

The diner's security camera showed a young woman with dark hair and fierce eyes, clutching a phone like a weapon. Her casino uniform identified her as Bellagio staff. As they watched, she stood up and walked out into the Vegas night, shoulders straight despite being marked for death.

"Maya Santos," Deuce read from the employment database. "Cocktail waitress, night shift. Former Army, served in Afghanistan as a combat medic."

Jackpot studied the woman's photo. "She's got backbone."

"She's got a death sentence," Deuce corrected. "Austin and Goldberg know she's a witness. She won't survive the week."

The brotherhood exchanged glances. In the MC world, there were rules about civilians. You didn't involve innocents in club business unless they chose to be involved. But sometimes innocents chose sides whether you wanted them to or not.

"She could be our inside source," Lucky pointed out. "Military background, access to casino workers, already committed to fighting these bastards."

"Or she could be a liability who gets us all killed," Joker countered.

Deuce stared at Maya Santos's photo, studying the determination in her
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