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The gun barrel against Dr. Ginger Valenti's spine made her hands tremble as she prepared the IV drip. Three young women sat on examination tables in her clinic, and none of them looked older than nineteen. Bruises covered their arms in the telltale pattern of restraint marks. Their hollow eyes tracked every movement like prey animals expecting the next blow.

"Faster, Doc." Tony Silva's voice carried the casual menace of a man who'd done this before. "My girls need to be road-ready by midnight."

Your girls. Ginger's stomach churned as she inserted the needle into the first captive's arm. The girl—Christ, she was barely more than a child—didn't even flinch. Just stared at the wall with that thousand-yard stare Ginger recognized from her military medic days. Trauma so deep it had burned out all normal responses.

"She needs antibiotics," Ginger said, keeping her voice steady. "This infection could—"

"She needs to be able to work tomorrow night." Silva moved closer, his expensive suit doing nothing to hide the tactical vest underneath. "You patch them up, they get back to earning. That's the deal."

The deal. Six months ago, Ginger thought she was finally doing something meaningful—running a free clinic for undocumented workers in rural Georgia. Helping people who couldn't get medical care anywhere else. People who reminded her why she'd left the military and become a civilian nurse practitioner.

Then Silva showed up with his first "employees."

Young women who spoke no English, bore obvious signs of sexual trauma, and needed treatment for injuries that made Ginger's military medical training scream human trafficking in neon letters. When she'd tried to call the authorities, Silva had made his position crystal clear: her clinic would burn with all her legitimate patients inside if she ever contacted law enforcement about his "business arrangements."

Now she was trapped. Forced to provide medical care that kept trafficking victims healthy enough to be sold, resold, and brutalized. Every treatment she provided enabled their continued exploitation.

"This one's dehydrated," she said, moving to the second girl. Dark hair, maybe seventeen, with ligature marks around her wrists that were still fresh. "She needs—"

"She needs to be able to stand up and look pretty." Silva's gold teeth flashed in a cold smile. "You're not running a charity ward, Doc. These bitches have work to do."

Ginger's military training surged through her nervous system. In Afghanistan, she'd treated soldiers who called women worse things than that, but they were talking about enemy combatants. Silva was discussing children he was selling for rape.

Stay calm. Keep them alive. Look for an opening.

"The third one has signs of internal bleeding," she reported, examining the youngest captive. This girl couldn't be more than sixteen, with the kind of beauty that would make her a high-value target for buyers. "If I don't—"

"You don't do anything except make them functional." Silva grabbed Ginger's wrist, his grip grinding her bones together. "I got buyers coming in from Atlanta, Jacksonville, and Birmingham. These three are premium merchandise, and they're gonna perform like it."

The casual way he spoke—like he was discussing livestock—made something cold and lethal settle in Ginger's chest. She'd treated wounded soldiers who'd fought to protect people from this exact kind of evil. And now she was being forced to enable it.

"I understand," she replied, hating herself for the words.

"Good." Silva released her wrist. "Because I'd hate for something to happen to that sweet old lady who comes in here for her diabetes medication. What's her name—Mrs. Smollett? Real shame if she had an accident walking to her car after her next appointment."

The threat hit like a physical blow. Silva had been watching her clinic, cataloging her regular patients. Vulnerable people who depended on her for basic healthcare. He was using their lives as leverage to keep her compliant.

"These girls will be ready," Ginger stated, injecting controlled fury into her voice. "But I need supplies. Antibiotics, IV fluids, surgical equipment. If you want them functional, I need proper resources."

Silva studied her with calculating eyes. "You're learning, Doc. Rex handles supply runs. Give him a list."

Rex Trenton stepped out of the shadows where he'd been lurking—a mountain of a man who looked like he'd been built for demolition work. Construction boots, tool belt, hands scarred from manual labor. He didn't speak, just nodded at the instruction.

"One more thing," Silva continued, pulling out a burner phone. "You treat my girls, you keep your mouth shut, and everybody stays healthy. But if you get any ideas about being a hero..." He showed her the phone's screen.

Photos. Mrs. Smollett leaving the clinic. The Johnson family arriving for their children's vaccinations. Tom Bakker, the diabetic construction worker who came in every Tuesday for insulin management. All her regular patients, photographed without their knowledge.

"I know where they live," the trafficker said softly. "I know their routines. I know which kids walk to school alone."

The threat was clear: any attempt to help these captives would result in the torture and murder of her legitimate patients. People who trusted her to provide healthcare, not get them killed by criminals.

Ginger nodded, her throat tight with suppressed rage.

"Smart girl." Silva checked his expensive watch. "Midnight deadline. Don't disappoint me."

He walked out with Trenton, leaving Ginger alone with three enslaved women who needed far more help than she could safely provide. The youngest girl—the one with internal bleeding—was watching her with desperate eyes that still held a flicker of hope.

I'm sorry, Ginger thought, preparing more IV medication. I'm so fucking sorry.

But as she worked, treating injuries caused by rape and brutalization, documenting everything in her private records, a plan began forming. She couldn't contact law enforcement—Silva had made it clear he had people watching the sheriff's department. She couldn't fight him directly without getting innocent patients killed.

But she could gather evidence. Documentation that would prove what was happening to these girls. And maybe, somehow, she could find a way to help them that wouldn't result in the slaughter of everyone she'd sworn to protect.

The angel wings tattoo covering the knife scar on her shoulder blade seemed to burn as she worked. A reminder of why she'd left the military—to help heal people instead of just treating the wounded from someone else's war.

Now she was trapped in a different kind of war, one where the enemy was using her own oath against her.

But wars could be won. And sometimes, the medic had to pick up a weapon.

Silva might have her trapped for now, but he'd made a critical mistake: he'd underestimated how lethal a combat-trained nurse practitioner could be when someone threatened her patients.

She just needed the right opportunity.

And maybe, if she was lucky, the right ally.
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Rob "Rock" Austin pulled his modified Road King into the Rebel Dawgs compound as the sun crested over the peach orchards. Six months of prospect work, and today felt different. The weight of his construction tools in the custom saddlebags seemed heavier, like they were carrying more than just the means to build—they were carrying his future with the brotherhood.

The former courthouse looked imposing in the morning light, its Confederate gray stone walls converted into a fortress that housed the most honorable men he'd ever known. Men who'd stood up to corruption when it mattered, just like he had.

"Rock!" Cotton Barnes called from the garage bay where he was working on his Dyna. "Rebel wants to see you in the chapel. Now."

The urgency in the treasurer's voice made Rock's pulse quicken. Chapel meetings meant assignments. Real club business, not the prospect grunt work he'd been doing for half a year. He dismounted, checked his appearance in the bike's chrome—clean jeans, Rebel Dawgs prospect shirt, construction boots that had walked through more job sites than most men saw in a lifetime.

Inside the main courthouse, the chapel felt like sacred ground. Original hardwood floors, massive oak table that had probably seen more justice dispensed around it in the past six months than in the previous fifty years of county corruption. Rebel McKenzie sat at the head, his president's patch catching the light streaming through the tall windows. The man commanded respect without saying a word—former prison guard who'd exposed an entire network of institutional abuse and built a brotherhood dedicated to protecting the innocent.

"Sit," Rebel said, gesturing to the chair across from him.

Rock lowered himself into the seat, hands steady despite the adrenaline coursing through his system. This was it. The moment that would determine whether six months of proving himself had been enough to earn his place among these warriors.

"Tell me about Hartwell Construction," Rebel said without preamble.

The name hit Rock like a sledgehammer to the chest. His former employer. The company that had destroyed his career and blacklisted him from every legitimate construction outfit in three states. The bastards who'd turned his life's work into a pipeline for human misery.

"What about them?" Rock asked, keeping his voice level.

"Everything." Rebel leaned back in his chair, gray eyes assessing. "Start with why you walked away from a foreman position that paid six figures."

Rock had rehearsed this story in his head a thousand times, but saying it to Rebel—a man who'd sacrificed his own career to expose corruption—felt different. More real. More important.

"Three years ago, I was running a crew on a commercial development outside Macon," Rock began. "Office complex, shopping center, residential housing. Big project, good money, legitimate work. Or so I thought."

The memories came flooding back. The late-night deliveries to construction sites that weren't on any schedule he'd seen. Trucks arriving after hours, unloading cargo that had nothing to do with building materials. Workers who spoke in whispers and avoided eye contact with anyone in a hard hat.

"Started noticing things that didn't add up," Rock continued. "Site security that was heavier than what you'd need to protect construction equipment. Basement levels being built to specifications that weren't on the original blueprints. Areas of the job site that were suddenly off-limits to my crew."

Rebel nodded, his expression revealing nothing. "What did you do?"

"What any decent man would do. I started asking questions." Rock's jaw tightened at the memory. "Found out Hartwell was using construction sites as transfer points for trafficking operations. Building hidden rooms and tunnels that weren't on any official plans. Using legitimate construction work as cover for moving victims."

The truth tasted bitter in his mouth. He'd spent fifteen years learning his trade, building a reputation as a foreman who could deliver quality work on time and under budget. And the whole time, his industry was being corrupted by monsters who saw construction sites as perfect cover for their crimes.

"They were using the building process to create infrastructure for traffickers," Rock said. "Safe houses disguised as residential developments. Transfer points built into commercial properties. Underground facilities that could hold victims during transport."

"And when you tried to stop it?"

"I went to the site supervisor first. Thought maybe he didn't know what was happening." Rock's laugh held no humor. "Turns out he was coordinating with the traffickers. Getting paid extra to ensure certain areas of the construction were built to their specifications."

The confrontation had been ugly. Rock demanding answers, the supervisor threatening his job, then his safety, then his life. But Rock had seen enough in his construction career to recognize evil when it was staring him in the face.

"I documented everything," Rock said. "Took photos of the off-books construction, recorded conversations with supervisors, gathered evidence of the trafficking infrastructure being built into legitimate projects."

"What happened when you took it to the authorities?"

The question hit the core of Rock's rage. "Local sheriff's department said they'd investigate. Two weeks later, I was fired for 'poor performance' and 'insubordination.' Three weeks after that, I was blacklisted from every major construction company in Georgia."

It had been a systematic destruction of his livelihood. Phone calls that weren't returned. Job interviews that ended before they began. Fifteen years of building a reputation, destroyed because he'd tried to do the right thing.

"The trafficking operation?" Rebel asked.

"Still running, as far as I know." Rock's hands clenched into fists. "They probably just moved to a different construction company, found new sites to corrupt."

Rebel was quiet for a long moment, studying Rock with the kind of intensity that made lesser men squirm. But Rock had nothing to hide. He'd lost everything trying to protect innocent people from trafficking monsters. If that wasn't enough to earn Rebel's trust, nothing would be.

"There's a situation developing," Rebel finally said. "Someone's using medical facilities as cover for trafficking operations. Forcing healthcare workers to treat victims before transport, using legitimate clinics to keep their merchandise functional."

Rock's blood chilled. The same kind of corruption he'd seen in construction, but using the medical system instead of building sites. "You want me to investigate?"

"I want you to eliminate the threat." Rebel's voice carried the weight of absolute authority. "This trafficking ring is exploiting a nurse practitioner who runs a free clinic for undocumented workers. Forcing her to provide medical care for victims while threatening her legitimate patients."

The scenario made Rock's construction background surge with protective fury. Innocent healthcare workers being corrupted by the same kind of monsters who'd destroyed his career. A woman trying to help vulnerable people, being forced to enable their exploitation instead.

"The prospect assignment?" Rock asked.

"Protect the nurse. Eliminate the trafficking operation. Prove you can handle real brotherhood business." Rebel leaned forward, his eyes holding Rock's. "This is your chance to finish what you started at Hartwell. But this time, you'll have the backing of the entire Rebel Dawgs MC."

Rock felt something settle deep in his chest. Purpose. Direction. The opportunity to use his construction expertise and hard-earned tactical skills to protect an innocent woman from the same monsters who'd destroyed his livelihood.

"What's her name?" Rock asked.

"Dr. Ginger Valenti. Runs a free clinic about twenty miles south of here. Military background, combat medic turned civilian nurse practitioner." Rebel slid a file across the table. "The traffickers showed up six months ago, been forcing her compliance through threats against her patients."

Rock opened the file, and the first thing he saw was a photo of a woman with dark hair and compassionate brown eyes. Small build, but something in her expression reminded him of the female soldiers he'd met during his brief National Guard service—tough, competent, unwilling to back down from a fight.

"She's been gathering evidence," Rebel continued. "Medical documentation of trafficking victim injuries, photos of the criminals involved, intelligence about their operations. But she's trapped. Can't fight back without getting innocent patients killed."

"The traffickers?"

"Leader named Tony Silva. Uses construction sites and medical facilities as cover for victim transport and conditioning. Your construction background makes you perfect for understanding their operational setup."

Rock studied the intelligence file, memorizing faces and names. Silva looked like exactly the kind of predator who'd corrupted his industry—expensive clothes hiding criminal intent, the casual arrogance of a man who thought money and violence made him untouchable.

"There's more," Rebel said. "Silva's operation is connected to a larger network that includes some of the same construction companies you exposed at Hartwell. This is your chance to finish dismantling the trafficking infrastructure that cost you your career."

The assignment was perfect. Protect an innocent healthcare worker, eliminate trafficking monsters, and get revenge against the network that had destroyed his construction career. All while proving himself worthy of the Rebel Dawgs patch.

"When do I start?" Rock asked.

"Now." Rebel stood, extending his hand. "Protect Dr. Valenti, gather
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