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The girl on the concrete couldn't have been more than nineteen.

Keisha Davis dropped to her knees beside the body, already knowing what she'd find. Blue lips. Pinpoint pupils. The telltale foam at the corners of the mouth. Third overdose this week in a six-block radius, and every single one had the same damn signature.

"Starting compressions." She locked her elbows and drove her palms into the girl's sternum, counting under her breath while her partner Sheldon grabbed the Narcan from their kit. The August heat pressed down like a physical weight, sweat already soaking through her uniform shirt. Around them, the narrow South Philly street had emptied—doors closing, blinds snapping shut. Nobody wanted to see. Nobody wanted to remember.

Come on, come on, come on.

Sheldon hit the girl with the naloxone while Keisha kept pumping. One dose. Nothing. Two doses. The girl's chest lurched, a gasping sound tearing from her throat as her eyes flew open, wild and terrified.

"You're okay." Keisha caught the girl's flailing hands, held them firm. "You're okay. You overdosed. We're EMTs. Can you tell me your name?"

"I—" The girl's voice cracked. Tears streamed down her cheeks, cutting tracks through the grime. "Amy. I'm Amy."

"Amy, do you know what you took tonight?"

The girl's gaze slid sideways. Fear, but not of Keisha. Fear of something else entirely. Someone else.

"Just pills. I don't—I don't know."

"Where'd you get them?"

Amy's mouth snapped shut. She shook her head, trembling, and wouldn't meet Keisha's eyes again.

Same as the last two. Same terrified silence. Same refusal to talk.

Keisha helped load Amy into the ambulance, noting the track marks on her arms, the hollow cheeks that spoke to months of addiction. Another kid chewed up and spit out by whatever poison was flooding these streets. Another body that almost became a statistic.

She pulled out her tablet and started documenting while Sheldon drove. Third overdose, Callahan territory, contaminated opioid pills, victim unresponsive to questions about source. The pattern screamed at her from the screen—three dots on a map that drew a perfect triangle around the same four blocks. Same pills. Same distribution point. Same silence from every victim who survived long enough to talk.

Someone was killing people in South Philly, and nobody seemed to give a damn.



The ambulance bay at Station 47 smelled like diesel and antiseptic, the fluorescent lights humming their endless drone as Keisha finished her paperwork. Two a.m. and the station was quiet, most of the crew grabbing sleep between calls. She should be doing the same. Instead, she sat at the battered desk in the break room, her reports spread out in front of her, connecting dots that nobody wanted connected.

"Davis."

She looked up to find Captain Morrison in the doorway, arms crossed, that familiar pinched expression on his face. Forty-two years on the job had carved deep lines around his mouth, and right now every single one of them looked disappointed.

"Captain."

"You filed another incident report flagging distribution patterns."

"Yes, sir. Third overdose this week from the same contaminated product. The pills are—"

"I know what the pills are." Morrison stepped into the room, letting the door swing shut behind him. "I also know you're supposed to be focused on patient care, not playing detective."

Keisha's jaw tightened. "With respect, sir, documenting patterns is patient care. If I can identify the source—"

"You can't." Morrison's voice dropped, something flickering behind his eyes that looked almost like fear. "Leave it alone, Davis. You do your job, you save the lives in front of you, and you let someone else worry about where the drugs are coming from."

"People are dying."

"People are always dying. That's why we have jobs." He held up a hand before she could argue. "I'm not asking. Whatever's happening in those blocks, it's above your pay grade and mine. Focus on what you can control."

He left without waiting for a response, and Keisha sat there staring at her reports, fury burning in her chest. Four years she'd been doing this job. Four years of showing up to the worst moments of people's lives, fighting to pull them back from the edge. She'd held mothers while they screamed over dead children. She'd talked teenagers through panic attacks in the back of the ambulance. She'd learned every street in the roughest neighborhoods because she gave a damn when the system didn't.

And now Morrison wanted her to look the other way while someone poisoned her city.

Not happening.

She gathered her reports, stuffed them into her bag, and headed for the locker room. Her shift was over. She'd grab a few hours of sleep at her mother's place, come back tomorrow, and keep documenting. Keep asking questions. Keep being the only person in this broken system who seemed to care that nineteen-year-old girls were dying on South Philly concrete.

The back door of the station led to the employee parking lot, a cracked asphalt square lit by a single buzzing lamp. Keisha's ten-year-old Honda sat in its usual spot by the fence, and she was halfway across the lot when she realized she wasn't alone.

Three men stood between her and her car.

The one in front was older than the others—forty-something, with the kind of face that had taken its share of punches and given back plenty more. Red hair going gray at the temples. Cold blue eyes that assessed her like she was a problem to be solved.

"Keisha Davis." His voice carried the flat vowels of South Philly born and bred. "You're a hard woman to catch alone."

Keisha stopped walking. Her hand found her phone in her pocket, thumb hovering over the emergency call button. "Who are you?"

"Sean Callahan." He smiled, and it didn't reach his eyes. "I think you've been asking questions about my family's neighborhood."

Callahan. The name hit her like ice water. She'd heard it whispered on the streets, seen it scratched into bathroom stalls and spraypainted on alley walls. Old South Philly Irish mob. The kind of family that had been running these blocks since her grandmother was young.

"I'm an EMT," she said, keeping her voice steady. "I respond to calls. That's all."

"That's not all." Sean took a step closer, and the two men flanking him moved with him—synchronized, practiced. Muscle. Enforcers. "You've been documenting patterns. Asking victims where they got their pills. Filing reports that flag distribution points in our territory."

"People are overdosing—"

"People overdose everywhere. It's not your job to figure out why." Another step. Close enough now that she could smell his cologne, expensive and sharp. "Your job is to show up, pump their chests, and drive away. That's what the city pays you for."

Keisha's heart hammered against her ribs, but she didn't back up. Didn't let her fear show. She'd grown up in Southwest Philly, learned young that predators could smell weakness. These men wanted her scared. She wouldn't give them the satisfaction.

"And if I keep asking questions?"

Sean's smile widened. "Then I'll have to explain to your mother why her daughter isn't coming home anymore. Single woman, lives alone on Sixty-Third Street, works the night shift at the nursing home. Am I right?"

The world narrowed to a single point of rage. Her mother. They were threatening her mother.

"You stay away from her."

"I will." Sean reached out and touched her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. His fingers were cold. "As long as you learn to mind your business. The next time I hear your name connected to questions about South Philly distribution, this conversation gets a lot less friendly."

He held her there for a long moment, letting the threat sink in. Then he released her, stepped back, and jerked his head toward the two enforcers. They melted into the shadows at the edge of the lot, gone as quickly as they'd appeared.

Sean paused at the mouth of the alley, looking back over his shoulder.

"Go home, Keisha. Hug your mother. Be grateful you're still breathing." His voice echoed off the concrete walls. "And forget everything you think you know about those overdoses. Trust me—some questions aren't worth dying for."

Then he was gone, swallowed by the Philadelphia night.

Keisha stood alone in the parking lot, shaking. Her phone was still in her hand, thumb still hovering over the emergency button. She could call the cops. File a report. Tell someone that the Irish mob had just threatened to kill her and her mother over some paperwork about overdose patterns.

And then what? Morrison had already told her to back off. The police in these neighborhoods were either owned by families like the Callahans or too scared to push back. Nobody was going to help her. Nobody was going to protect her mother.

She walked to her car on legs that felt like water, unlocked the door, and sat behind the wheel without starting the engine. Her reports were still in her bag. Three overdoses. One distribution pattern. A trail of breadcrumbs leading straight to whatever poison the Callahans were pushing through their territory.

Some questions aren't worth dying for.

Keisha thought about Amy—nineteen years old, blue lips, foam at her mouth. She thought about the two others from this week, and the ones from last month, and all the bodies she'd see next week if nothing changed. She thought about her brother Darnell, sixteen years old and bleeding out on the sidewalk while she screamed for an ambulance that came too late.

She pulled her tablet from her bag and opened her documentation.

Then she started a new report.
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"Hold still."

Storm grunted as Plasma pressed the butterfly closure over the gash on his forearm, sealing the wound with practiced hands. Blood had already soaked through two gauze pads, dripping onto the concrete floor of the compound's medical bay. The afternoon sun cut through the dusty windows, catching the chrome of the equipment Plasma had salvaged from a closed urgent care clinic two years back.

"Bike slipped on gravel," Storm said, like Plasma had asked. "Came down hard on a busted tailpipe."

"You're lucky it didn't hit the artery." Plasma reached for the antiseptic, dousing the wound without warning. Storm hissed through his teeth but didn't pull away. "Another inch to the left and you'd be bleeding out on I-95 instead of ruining my floor."

"Your bedside manner is shit, brother."

"My bedside manner keeps you alive." Plasma wrapped the arm in clean bandages, pulling tight enough to make Storm wince. "No riding for three days. You tear these stitches, I'm not fixing them twice."

Storm flexed his fingers, testing the mobility. Satisfied, he slid off the exam table and reached for his cut where it hung on the back of a chair. The leather was scuffed and road-worn, patches faded from years of Philadelphia sun and rain. He shrugged it on like armor.

"Three days off the bike. Bell's gonna love that."

"Bell would rather have you vertical than fast." Plasma stripped off his gloves and tossed them in the biohazard bin. "Tell him I said so."

Storm paused at the door, looking back with something like amusement in his hard face. "You know, for a guy who spent four years in Philly running an ambulance, you sure settled back into this life fast."

"Never left it." Plasma met his gaze, steady. "Just took a detour."

Storm nodded once—brotherhood understanding that didn't need words—and disappeared into the hallway.

Plasma stood alone in the medical bay, listening to Storm's boots fade toward the main clubhouse. The room smelled like antiseptic and motor oil, that particular combination that meant home now. Four years he'd spent in Philadelphia, riding ambulances through the worst neighborhoods the city had to offer. Four years of arriving after the violence, patching up victims only to see them roll through his ER again weeks later with fresh bullet holes.

He'd come back to Liberty City because he was done treating symptoms. Time to eliminate the disease.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. He checked the screen—Sheldon Fowler, one of the paramedics he'd worked with at Station 47. They still grabbed beers sometimes, swapped war stories about the calls that haunted them both.

"Sheldon."

"Plasma." The voice on the other end was tight, urgent. "You still got ears in the club? Because I need to tell someone, and the cops around here are useless."

Plasma leaned against the exam table, every instinct sharpening. "Talk to me."

"It's Keisha Davis. You remember her? Works out of 47, covers the South Philly routes?"

He remembered. Dark eyes that assessed trauma scenes like puzzles to be solved. Hands that never shook, even when she was elbow-deep in someone's chest cavity. A voice that could calm a panicking overdose victim or cut through a chaotic scene with equal authority.

He remembered the way she'd looked at him across a bloody sidewalk two years ago, both of them fighting to save a teenager who'd caught a stray bullet. The kid had lived. Barely. And Keisha had stayed with him in the ambulance the whole ride, talking him through the fear, refusing to let him give up.

Yeah. He remembered Keisha Davis.

"What happened?"

"Sean Callahan happened." Sheldon's voice dropped lower, like he was afraid of being overheard. "She's been documenting overdose patterns in Callahan territory. Contaminated pills, same source, killing people left and right. Last night, Callahan's boys cornered her in the station parking lot. Threatened her. Threatened her mother."

Plasma's hand tightened on the phone. Something hot and violent uncoiled in his chest.

"She okay?"

"She's fine. Shaken up, but you know Keisha—she's not backing down. Came in for her shift today like nothing happened. But Plasma..." Sheldon exhaled hard. "These guys aren't playing. Sean Callahan is old-school Irish mob. If she keeps pushing, they're going to do more than threaten."

"Where is she now?"

"On shift. She's got a double today, won't be off until after midnight." A pause. "I didn't know who else to call. The captain told her to drop it. Nobody wants to touch the
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