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The transplant cooler weighed exactly twelve pounds. Molly Parker knew because she'd carried hundreds of them over four years driving Elite Medical Transport through Philadelphia's predawn streets. This one held a kidney that would save someone's life in exactly ninety-seven minutes if she delivered it to Philadelphia General on schedule.

She'd made the deadline with eight minutes to spare.

The loading dock at 3 AM was supposed to be empty except for security and the surgical team waiting for her delivery. Molly handed off the cooler to the transplant coordinator, watched him disappear through the double doors, then remembered she'd left the transport manifest clipboard in her van.

Stupid. Sloppy. Four years without a single mistake and exhaustion was making her careless.

She circled back through the loading area, the fluorescent lights casting harsh shadows across empty pallets and medical waste containers. Her van sat where she'd left it, passenger door still unlocked because she'd been rushing.

The clipboard was wedged between the seats. She grabbed it, turned to head back inside for the coordinator's signature.

That's when she saw them.

Three men in expensive suits loading medical coolers into an unmarked white van. Not the bulky transport coolers she carried—these were smaller, sleeker, the kind that held biological samples or pharmaceuticals. The kind that shouldn't be moving through a hospital loading dock at three in the morning without paperwork or security escort.

Molly's instincts screamed at her to leave. Get in her van, drive away, forget she'd seen anything.

Instead, she pulled out her phone and took photos.

Four quick shots before one of the men looked up. Their eyes met across thirty feet of concrete and shadows. He was mid-forties, thick through the shoulders, wearing a suit that probably cost more than her monthly rent. His hand moved toward his jacket.

"Hey!" Another man emerged from the white van—older, silver hair, tailored suit that screamed money and power. "You with the transport company?"

Molly's heart hammered against her ribs. "Just finishing my delivery."

"Then you should go finish your delivery." The silver-haired man's voice was smooth, educated, completely calm. The kind of calm that came from never being afraid because other people did the being-afraid for you. "Forget you saw anything here."

The thick-shouldered enforcer wrote something down. Her license plate. She could see him copying the numbers from her van, his pen moving with methodical precision.

"I don't want any trouble," Molly said, keeping her voice steady through sheer force of will. Four years driving through Philly at 3 AM had taught her how to stay calm when adrenaline wanted to make her run.

"Then there won't be trouble." Silver Hair smiled. It didn't reach his eyes. "As long as you're smart about what you remember."

Molly nodded, backed toward her van, forced herself not to run. The thick-shouldered enforcer was still watching her, still holding the paper with her license plate number. She could feel his eyes tracking her movement like a weapon sight.

She climbed into her van, started the engine, pulled out of the loading dock with her hands white-knuckled on the steering wheel. The coordinator could email her for the signature. She wasn't going back inside that hospital tonight.

Three blocks away, headlights appeared in her rearview mirror.

Black sedan. Tinted windows. Following at exactly the legal distance, matching her speed turn for turn through the empty streets.

Molly's throat went tight. She'd grown up in Southwest Philly, spent four years driving overnight through neighborhoods where being alert kept you alive. She knew what a tail looked like.

Her phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number: You saw nothing. Keep your mouth shut. We know where you live.

The headlights stayed with her through Kensington, past the shuttered factories and rowhouse blocks where Philadelphia's working class had once built ships and textiles and prosperity. Now the buildings stood empty, monuments to an economy that had moved on without asking permission.

Molly took a turn toward Port Richmond. The sedan followed.

She accelerated. They matched her speed.

Her apartment was in Fishtown, a third-floor walkup she could barely afford on a medical transport driver's salary. If she went home, they'd know exactly where to find her. If she went to the police, she'd be reporting men in expensive suits loading medical equipment at a hospital—technically not illegal without proof of what was actually in those coolers.

And she'd be a witness. The kind witnesses who disappeared in Philadelphia when they saw things the wrong people didn't want seen.

The sedan followed her through another turn. Patient. Professional. Making sure she understood they could reach her whenever they wanted.

Molly's hands shook on the wheel. Four years building her reputation, proving she could handle anything, making herself indispensable to the transplant coordinators and emergency physicians who trusted her with critical deliveries. Four years escaping her parents' restaurant business and the fourteen-hour days that would have swallowed her whole.

All of it about to disappear because she'd seen something at the wrong moment.

She drove aimlessly, letting muscle memory guide her through streets she knew by heart. The sedan stayed with her like a shadow, never closing the distance, never falling back. A reminder. A promise.

Dawn was breaking over the Delaware River when she found herself near the industrial waterfront, the kind of neighborhood where nobody asked questions about motorcycles or leather cuts or men who looked like they settled problems with fists instead of lawyers.

She'd heard about Liberty City MC. Everyone in Port Richmond and Kensington knew about them—the bikers who'd claimed this territory when the factories closed and the unions died. Hard men who protected their neighborhoods with the kind of violence that made smart people walk away.

Molly had always walked away. That was her specialty—reading situations, extracting clean, avoiding confrontation through speed and awareness.

But the black sedan was still following her. The men in suits knew where she worked, probably knew where she lived, definitely knew she'd witnessed something worth killing over.

She was out of places to run.

Traffic light ahead, turning red. Molly stopped. The sedan pulled up behind her, close enough now that she could see two shapes in the front seat.

A motorcycle rumbled past her passenger window. Then another. Three bikes, leather cuts marking them as Liberty City, riding patrol through their territory as the sun came up over Philadelphia.

The lead rider glanced at her van, then at the sedan behind her. Something in his eyes changed—quick recognition, instant assessment, the kind of awareness that came from seeing threats before they materialized.

He pulled his bike alongside her driver's window.

The light was still red. The sedan was still behind her. Molly made a choice.

She rolled down her window.

"I need help," she said, and watched the biker's expression shift from curiosity to cold focus in the space between heartbeats.

His eyes were green, intense, already calculating angles and exits and threats. "You being followed?"

"Since I left Philadelphia General an hour ago." Her voice didn't shake. Four years of emergency driving had taught her to function through adrenaline. "Black sedan. Two men. I witnessed something I shouldn't have."

The biker looked past her at the sedan, then back at her face. Whatever he saw there made him nod once, sharp and certain.

"Follow me. Stay close. When I move, you move." He keyed his radio. "Spark to patrol. Got a civilian in trouble, black sedan tailing her. Bringing her in."

The other bikes pulled into position—one ahead, one behind her van, boxing her in with Liberty City colors and chrome and the promise of protection.

The light turned green.

The lead rider—Spark, he'd called himself—accelerated. Molly followed, the sedan trying to keep pace but suddenly finding itself cut off by a motorcycle that positioned itself like a rolling roadblock.

They moved through Philadelphia like a convoy, the bikes coordinating without words, leading her through streets and shortcuts she'd never known existed despite four years driving this city. The sedan fell back, outmaneuvered, losing ground with every turn.

Ten minutes later they pulled into a fenced compound, industrial brick building with bikes parked in formation, men in leather cuts emerging from the shadows.

The gate closed behind her with brutal finality.

Molly sat in her van, engine still running, watching Liberty City MC surround her with the kind of presence that made the black sedan's threat feel distant and manageable.

Spark dismounted, pulled off his helmet, walked to her window with the contained movement of someone who calculated every step.

"You safe now," he said. Then his expression hardened, green eyes going cold and deadly. "But you better tell me what you saw that's worth someone hunting you through my territory at dawn."

Molly looked at him—the road captain who'd just saved her life from professional criminals, standing in a compound full of men who looked like they ate trouble for breakfast.

She'd just witnessed something at Philadelphia General that people killed to protect. She'd been followed by men in expensive suits who knew where she lived. She had photos on her phone of a crime she couldn't even name yet.

And she'd just asked Liberty City MC for help, which meant she'd just made herself their problem.

"Black-market organ trafficking," Molly said, pulling out her phone to show him the photos. "At least, that's my best guess. Medical coolers being loaded at 3 AM by men who threatened me when I took pictures."

Spark looked at the photos, his jaw tightening with each image. When he looked back at her, something had shifted in his eyes—not just protection, but possession.

"You just made yourself a witness," he said. "Against people who eliminate witnesses. You understand what that means?"

Molly nodded, her hands finally starting to shake now that she'd stopped driving. "It means I can't go home. Can't go to work. Can't trust anyone except the bikers I just begged for help."

"It means you're mine now." Spark's voice carried absolute certainty, the kind that didn't allow for argument. "Liberty City just got between you and whoever's hunting you. We don't lose what's ours."

The possessive words should have made her flinch. Instead, something in her chest loosened for the first time since she'd seen those men at the loading dock.

She was in. Protected. Claimed by Liberty City MC whether she'd intended that or not.

And judging by the way Spark was looking at her—intense, calculating, already planning how to keep her alive—she'd just become a lot more than a witness who needed protection.

She'd become his.
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Spark led dawn patrol through South Philly the way he drove everything—calculating angles, watching mirrors, always knowing three ways out before trouble started. Fifteen years driving armored cars had taught him that positioning won fights before fists were thrown.

Piston rode his left flank, Hazard on his right. They'd claimed this patrol route after Bell took Nina, after Roadkill claimed Sandy, after Liberty City proved they weren't just outlaws but protectors of the neighborhoods corporations had abandoned.

The sun was breaking over the rowhouses, casting long shadows across streets where his father had once delivered plumbing supplies in a truck Spark had learned to drive before he was legally allowed. Every shortcut, every alley, every route through Philadelphia was tattooed across his memory deeper than the street map inked across his back.

His radio crackled. "Movement at the stoplight ahead," Piston said. "Medical van. Driver looks spooked."

Spark saw her before Piston finished talking. White van with Elite Medical Transport logos, stopped at the red light. Woman behind the wheel with her shoulders tight, eyes checking mirrors with the kind of frequency that meant she knew she was being hunted.

Black sedan two cars back. Tinted windows. Professional distance.

Spark's instincts fired. He'd spent fifteen years reading situations from behind armored glass, learning when proximity meant coincidence and when it meant threat. This was threat.

He pulled alongside her window as the light stayed red. She looked at him—dark eyes wide but not panicked, the kind of calm that came from functioning through adrenaline instead of breaking under it.

She rolled down her window.

"I need help." Her voice was steady despite the fear bleeding through. "I witnessed something I shouldn't have."

Three seconds. That's all it took for Spark to assess the situation, calculate the angles, make the call.

The sedan was professional. The tail was deliberate. She was being hunted through his territory at dawn by people who knew what they were doing.

Which meant she was about to become his.

"You being followed?" he asked, though he already knew.

"Since I left Philadelphia General an hour ago. Black sedan. Two men. I witnessed something I shouldn't have."

Philadelphia General. Medical transport. Witnesses being hunted at dawn.

Spark's jaw tightened. He knew these patterns. Knew how organizations operated when they needed someone eliminated quietly. Knew exactly what happened to witnesses who saw things the wrong people wanted buried.

"Follow me. Stay close. When I move, you move." He keyed his radio. "Spark to patrol. Got a civilian in trouble, black sedan tailing her. Bringing her in."

Piston and Hazard moved into formation without questions. That was brotherhood—trust without hesitation, backup without debate.

The light turned green.

Spark accelerated, watching his mirrors as she followed. The medical van handled like what it was—commercial vehicle built for reliability, not speed. But she drove it like someone who knew Philadelphia streets, taking the turns he gave her without hesitation.

The sedan tried to keep pace. Piston dropped back, positioned his bike like a rolling roadblock, made the driver choose between backing off or explaining to cops why he'd run down a motorcycle.

Smart money backed off.

Spark led her through shortcuts most people didn't know existed—the routes he'd memorized driving armored cars, the paths his father had shown him delivering supplies, the geography that made him valuable to Liberty City. Every turn put distance between her and the threat, every alley brought her deeper into territory he controlled.

Ten minutes later they pulled through the compound gates.

She sat in her van, engine running, staring at the brick fortress that had once been a textile factory before Philadelphia's economy collapsed and left buildings like monuments to betrayal.

Spark dismounted, approached her window. Up close, she was beautiful in that Southwest Philly way—Korean features, compact curves, dark hair pulled back practical. But what caught him was her eyes. Scared but functional. Threatened but thinking.

Strong enough to run toward bikers instead of staying trapped.

"You safe now," he said. Then let his voice drop to the tone that made brothers listen and enemies reconsider. "But you better tell me what you saw that's worth someone hunting you through my territory at dawn."

She pulled out her phone, showed him photos. Medical coolers being loaded into an unmarked van. Men in expensive suits. Three AM at a hospital loading dock.

Spark's blood went cold and furious at the same time.

He knew these operations. Knew the patterns
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